











Bradbury, Agnew & Co., Ltd., 
Printers, 

Wbitciriars, London,, E.C.4. 





Punch’s Almanach for 1919. 






'm 


1 




|jii':::i:;i:;:i?i?:iji; iS 

IVUMU %, 

tmr 


j'X'ir 





5:ir:;ir:=j5:fn^:::’:il; r'> 

;M ^ 


• X^ .V'tl Illtli* .|< 




- — 






CALENDAR, 1919. 


Sanuarg 

I ... 5 12 19 26 

[ ... 6 132027 
u ... 7 14 21 28 
r I 8152229 

H 2 9 16 23 30 

3 10 17 24 31 

4 II 18 25 ... 


jfe&raaYg 

... 2 9 16 23 . 
... 3 10 17 24 . 
r ... 4 II 18 25 . 

... 5 12 19 26 . 
[ ... 6 13 20 27 , 
... 7 14 21 28 , 

I 8 15 22 ... . 


^arcb 

... 2 9 t6 23 30 S 
... 3 10 17 2431 M 
... 4 II 18 25 ... Tu 
... 5 12 19 26 ... W 
... 6 13 20 27 ... ,Th 
... 7 14 21 28 ... F 
I 8 15 22 29 ... S 


Bprtl _ 

... 61320I27 & 
... 7142128 M 

1 81522 29 Tu 

2 ,91623130 W 

3 10 17 24L. Th 

4 II 18 25 ... F 

5 121926 ... S 


jflCya^ I 

... 4 II 18 25 ^ 
... 5121926 M 


June 


8 15 22 29! 
916 23 30 1 


61312027 Tu 3 ,101724... 

7 I4’*2i 28 W 4 II 18 25 .. 

8 15' 22 29 Th 5 12 19 26 .;. 

9 16I23 30 F 6 13 20 27 i... 
10 17 24 31 S 7 -1421 28 ... 


-...; 6 13 20,27-: SS 
!...[ 7|i4'2I|28 _ M 
‘ I i S'iS 22 2g ■ Tu j. 
.2: 9 16 23:30 ;W . 
3 'io;i7'24,3i iTH . 
4|li|l8i25;... i F 1 
5 |i2|i9i26 ... ■ S j 


Bu^st _Septembe^ : October 


S I31017I2431 


iFlopember 


December 


3 10 

17 24^31 

,4.n 

1825' . 

5 12 

19 26|... 

.6 13 

2027 .. 

.1 7 14I21 28 ... 


... 7 14 21 28 
I ' 8' 15 22 29 
2' 9162330 

3 10117:24... 

4 ii'iS 25 ... 

5 ,i2ji9 26 ... 


9 i 6[^30.... S 6li3;2027 


^ ; ..I 5'i2'i9 26 S 
M '...1 6 13 20 27 M 
Tu *...■ 7' 14 21 28 Tu . 
W . I : 8^15 22 29 W ' 
ThI2 9i6'23 3 oITh 
F ! 3 io;.i7 '2-4*31 ' F 
S I 4 In 18251..' S 


..' 2 j 9' 16 23 30 

5 

j* « 

7 f42f 28 

..*3,101724... 
..' 4 II 1825 ... 

M 

I 

8 15 22 29 

Tu 

2 

9162330 

..1 5;I2 19 26 ... 

W 

3 

10 17 24 31 

,..l 6 13 2027 ... 

Th 

4 

II 1825 ... 

... 7 I4’2I28..« 

F ' 

5 

,I2'I926 ... 

I 8 15.22 29 ... 

i ^ 

6 

I3|.202.7 .„ 

































Punch’s AlmanactL for 1919. 



Oldest InhaUiant, “Just like the pbelice— always late.” 

Ccmsiable. “Whebe p’rou expect mb to be? WAms’ aboot uhdebneath the bmomin’ thing to catch it when it pales? 


THE MACHINE GUN IN SPORT. 


a Vohmteer officially alleged to he “qualified to instruct in the Lewis gun") 


{By 

I KNOW of warriors who admit 
That when this Armageddon's done 
They would not care one little bit 
Though never again they touched a gtin ; 
They’ve seen enough of blood out there 
To last their time — and some to spare. 

Sportsmen there also are who say 
That having known a better thing — 

The joy of hunting human prey 
And dropping Jerry on the wing — 
They’d scorn the chase of other game 
As being relatively tame. 

For them the grouse may roam at ease 
Fearless as any barn-door fowl, 

The pheasant stroll among his trees, 

The rabbit take his evening prowl; 
Outside his lair in open noon 
The woolly bear may waltz immune. 

Not so with me whose task has been 
To plug at incorporeal butts 
With satisfaction scarce as -keen 
As his who knocks the cokernuts ; 

Time has not staled the lust of gore 
That permeates my every pore. 

Whether I let that lust be fed 
By firing blank in Eichmond Park, 

Or lie at Eainham pumping lead 
Into a pale impervious mark, 


I have not, to my deep regret, 

Discharged my piece in anger yet. 

So when the great duration’s through, 

And war has said its final word, 

I mean to try what I can do 
To take it out of beast and bird, 

Imposing death, in lack of Huns, 

On anything that flies or runs. 

And having studied much of late 
The arts of war and learned at school 
With deadly skill to operate 
The Lewis gun, that tricky tool, 

I will not have my labour spent 
In vain on this accomplishment. 

But it shall serve a sporting use ; 

For, armed wuth many a well-filled ** drum 
Ten rounds per second I will loose 
And make the Highland forest hum. 
Drenched with the stream of hail that flows 
Out of my automatic hose. 

Laying a heavy barrage down 
To circumvent the Hying stag, 

With , deathless bays I hope to crown • 

The old Platoon if I can bag 
A beast of fourteen points or so 
(Like Mr. Wilson’s bordereau). 
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THE PEACE OFFENSIVE. 







Prussian opI'Toees toast “The Day” — oe Peace. 



»5r .ffli' 








tqA0t) 












Punch’s Almmach for 1919. 




















Punch’s AlmanacR for 1919. 


MINCE MEAT. 

{By our Charivariety Artistes) 
Dubing the Yuletide festivities it is 
permissible for a young man to kiss a 


Owing, we understand, to the high “ The first sign of rabies in dogs,” 
cost of bananas it is feared there will says an ofiScer of the Board of Agricul- 
be little really good skating this winter, turo, is that they become irritable, 

sulk in a corner and snarl. The dog 
It is not known why so much is made then goes on the march, very often 


young woman ’under the mistletoe, of the robin at Christinas. It is really many miles from his home. His instinct 
How he manages for the rest of the quite a common bird with a very vulgar tells him he must get away from his 
year is no business of ours. taste in waistcoats. ■ friends,” Babies and Kultur appear to 

have muchjn common. 

A suburban householder has hit upon The Postmaster-Geneeau advises * **'“*'*' 

a novel scheme for using the cigars his people to post early. The ' advantage Professors of Berlin University have 

wife gives him every ^ ^ ; : ; — — issued a manifesto call- 

Christmas. He leaves • k ^or extreme efibrts 

them on the dining- to preserve Father- 

room table at night as ? *i I •» land, Kaiser and Em- 

a trap for burglars. In l|l i » pire intact.” As (bx tin 

the morning all he has r 1 ’ I » preserving the Kaiser 

to do is to. come dow;n ^ r ^ : I I ^ intact is concerned the 

early and remove the ' ’J ‘ . I ^ proposal is endorsed by 

corpse. | « the curators of several 

A pardon hi ^ ‘ i ' \ ’• museums, 

was ^committed the W k '^J / '' A German semi-offi- 


■/ 


year is no business of ours, taste in waistcoats. 

* * * * 

' ' .ji ^ 

A suburban householder has hit upon The Postmaster-Geneeau advises 
a novel scheme for using the cigars his people to post early. The ' advantage 

wife gives him every ^ ^ ; : 

Christmas. He leaves • k 

them on the dining- 

room table at night as ‘ I •' » 

a trap for burglars. In I i r M 

the morning all he has r 1 I » 

to do is to. come dow;n V « ; I 

^ ^ ^ L ^ / 

Christmas festivities. ^ get those : 

Soldiers standing for Wife, “No, dear. The bboxeb wahted mobe fob them th 
Parliament, it is s^ted, so 0^ course I refused to have them.” 













I aSb:d“tou‘’to?”*®^' kubbeb shakes 

Wife, No, DEAR, The bboxeb wahted more for them than wiifn’ ttttpv 

WERE NEW, so OF COURSE I REFUSED TO HAVE THEM ” 


cial communique states 
that art tx'easures were 
taken from Belgium and 
France for safe keeping 
only. An interesting 
tribute to the way in 
which we treat enemy 
officers whom %ve take 
prisoners. 

Jjs 

•TN V* 

Denmark having put 
in 'a claim for Schles- 
wig to ^ be returned 
to her, it is reported 
that the Eeichstag has 
ordered an inventory to 
be prepared of those 
parts of the German 
Empire, if any, which 
never were stolen. 

* He 
He 

It appears that an 
escaped German pri- 
soner-of-war gave him- 
self away the other day. 
Asked by a policeman 
for his namo he an- 
swered, ** Haggis Mac- ^ 
donald of Aberdeen.” I 
'*' 

Consternation reigns 


win get dght dajrs’ leave prior to the of this was shown quite recently by the the result of a r^Tmou^tlfaflihft'^SLT 


^^0 asked to state clearly that 
Christmas waits are not protected under 
the "Wild Birds Preservation Act. 

’ ■' . * 

The Food Ministry 'is establishing a 
system of jam zone’s to be introduced 
throughput the country. A junior cor- 
respondent urges that in all cases the 
zone should extend from the north bank 
of the waistbelt to just south of the ears. 


delivered at an address in Dundee. 

We gather that jt is not now eon- 
Sidepdjhp thing in professional circles 
mr a burglar to call on patrons for a 
Christmas-box. 'y, 

^ “ The girl to marry,” says a ladies’ 
purnal, “is the girl who believes in 
love in a cottage.” Most people will 
agree that if^ a girl honestly believes 
in this she will believe in anything. 


The announcement of jam rationing I 
made a number of nervous people freeze ^ 
to their marrows. } 

Nothing more has been heard of the 
man who told the Tribunal that he 
was suffering from policeman’s feet. I 

Two-and-sixpence a pound is being ' 
paid in Kingston for tame rabbits. No 
wonder the others are wild. 
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MR. PUNCH’S SPY PLAY, 

{Just to be in the fashion,) 
“Getting the Bird.’* 

At the Headquarters of the Umpteenth 
Armij General Halibut is preparing 
for next Friday* s attach^ tvith the aid 
of a large map and maiiy^^ Tut4uts** 
He rings the bell for an orderly. 

General {to himself as the orderly 
comes in). Tut-tut, tut-tut-tut, tut-tut. 
[The orderly disappears agam 
with every sign of alarm. 
General (looking np). What the 

deuce {He rings the hell again; the 

orderly* s head appears roimd the door.) 
What the deuce are you doing ? 

Orderly {coming in). Beg pardon, 
Sir, my nerves aren’t what they were. 
Last time I got wounded was by, one of 
them machine-guns. 

General, Tut-tut, tut-tut-tut 

Orderly {standing his ground with a 
great effort). Yes, Sir. 

General, Tell Lieut. Mullet that I 
wish to see him at once. 

Orderly, Yes, Sir. [He turns to go. 
General. Tut-tut, tut-tut-tut, tut-tut. 
[The orderly hurries into cover. 

Enter Lieut. Dick Mullet, Y.O., O.B.E., 
etc.f etc. 

Dick, You wish to speak to me, Sir? 
General. Yes. , Sit down, Mullet. 
{Impressively) Mullet, we have a spy at 
Headquarters. 



“You WISH TO SPEAK TO MB, SlU?” 


Dick. Good heavens, Sir ! Whom do 
you suspect ? 

General. I don’t suspect anyone, but 
there is a leakage somewhere. 

Dick. It certainly looks like it. Sir. 

General. The Germans get to know 
everything. They knew as much about 
my' last attack as I did myself; I’m 
not sure that they didn’t know more. 
{Picking up a pa^p^^) The result was 
that, instead of taking five or ten thou- 


sand prisoners and a hundred guns, as 
we might have expected, we actually 
captured (putting on, his glasses and 
reading from the paper) two mules and 
a sergeant-major. When the operations 
were over, we had advanced {ref eroding 
to^ the^ papier again) an average depth of 
nine inches on a front of twenty-seven 
yards. {Looking 2 cp) It won’t do, 
Mullet. 

Dick. No, Sir. There’s a Hidden 
Hand somewhere. 



Dick combs in, holding a woolly pen- 
guin IN one hand and a rbvolveb in the 
OTHEB. 

General. It isn’t the hand I mind, 
but there’s a Hidden Ear, Mullet, a 
Hidden Ear. 

Dick. Yes, Sir. {After profotmd 
thought) The question is, who is it ? 

General. You ’re quite right, Mullet. 
Who is it ? 

Dick {thoughtfully). Have you no- 
ticed the way Colonel Conger drinks 
his soup? 

Ge7ieral. Tut-tut 1 You mean ? 

Dick. I mean. Sir, are you sure that 
Colonel Conger is as English as he 
appears to be ? ^ 

General. Good heavens I you suggest 
that Colonel Conger’s is the dastard 
hand — dastard ear, I should saj" — 
which is plotting against England ? 

Dick. I think he ought to be watched, 
Sir. 

General. Yes, you ’re right. Keep 
an eye on him, Mullet. You’d better 
start keeping it now. 

Dick. Yes, Sir. [He goes out. 

General {returning to his maps). Tut- 
tut'! Conger? Tut-tut-tut. {The noise 
of. a child’s toy -pistol is heard.) Good 
heavens! ,the Germans have antici- 
pated our attack. 

[Dick comes holding a tooolly 

penguhi in one hand a7id a re- 
volver in the other. 

Dick, I shot this pigebn, Sir, as it 
was flying towards the German lines 
with a message in its beak, {flaking a 
paper out of his pocket) Here is the 
message. 


General {after 7 'eading it to himself). 
It seems innocent enough. 

Dick, As LoNGFBLiiOW said, Sir, 
“ Things are not always what they 
seem.” 

General, Which Longfellow was that 
— the gunner ? 

Dick. He ’s an American, Sir. I 
don’t kno'w if he ’s joined up yet. 

General. Well, I daresay he ’s right. 
(Beading) “ Ask Thomas to always cook 
kidneys i a.m. Bill.” But there’s 
nothing in that, Mullet, except that 
some officer called William likes his 
kidneys well done. That is, if he break- 
fasts at the usual hour. Thomas, no 
doubt, is his batman. 

Dick. The question is, Sir, why does 
William split his infinitives ? 

General. Probably he was a reporter 
before he joined the army. 

Dick. I think there is another reason, 
Sir. If you take the first letter of each 
word you will see. 

General. Tut-tut, Mullet. “A-t t-a-c-k 
4 A.M.” 

Dick (quietly). I think, Sir, that that 
is the hour for which the attack on 
Friday is arranged ? 

General (thumping the table). You’re 
right. We have discovered the leakage. 
,But one thing we have yet to discover. 
,{Binking his voice) Whose is the das- 
tard hand which screens itself behind 
’.the plumage of this innocent bird ? 

Eiiter a V.A.D. or W.A.A.G. or so7ne- 

tlimg, called Lillian, so as to get a 

little love-interest into the play. 



“Private IjING, ip you please, General.” 


Lillian. Oh, I beg your pardon, I 

Dick. Oh, General, this is my cousin, 
Lady Lillian Ling. Lillian, this is my 
General, Sir Hector Halibut. 

Gene^'al {holding out his ha^id). How 
do you do, Lady Lillian ? 

Lillian (saluting). Private Ling, if 
you please, General. 

General. I beg your pardon ? 
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Lillian. Private Ling of theW.A.S. 
S.T. 

General, Good heavens! who are 
they ? 

DicTc. The Women's Army of Stage 
Spy Thwarters. I was just going to 
suggest, Sir, that she might be helpful 
to us. 

Lillian. I went through a course at 
one of the principal London theatres, 
General. I am fully qualified. 

General. Tut-tut. This is most op- 
portune. {Sanding message) Then 
what do you make of that ? 

Lillian {reading). “Attack 4 a.m.” 

General. Ha, you were right, Mullet. 

Dick. Yes, Sir, I thought there was 
something fishy about those kidneys. 

Lillian. Who sent this, General ? 

General, That 's what we want you 
to find out.^ Whose is the dastard hand 

which screens itself — which How 

did I put it last time. Mullet ? 

Dick {trying to think). Something 
about innocent plumage. Sir. 

General. Yes, that 's it. Whose is 
the innocent plumage 

Lillian (helpfully). • You want to 
know who wrote it, General ? 

General {thoughtfully). Yes, yes. 
That ’s what it amounts to, doesn't it, 
Mullet? 

Dick. Yes, Sir. 

Lillian takes out a tape measure 
and measures the penguin, the 
letter and Dick's hoots. 

Lillian. I thought so. Have you a 
Colonel Conger on your staff? 

General. Good heavens! that's just 
what Mullet said. Yet never was there 




"I WATCHED HIM SIGNALLING.” 

a more obvious Englishman, or one 
who drank the King’s health more 
heartily on guest nights. 

Lillian. T knew something of Col- 


onel Conger in England. I watched 
him, while he was stationed on the 
East coast, signalling with his cigarette 
end to Zeppelins. I have seen him, 
when he was on sick leave at Brighton, 
floating on his back outside his bathing- 
machine and semaphoring with his 
feet to submarines. I know Colonel 
Conger. His real name is Schlossen- 
pofler. 

General (horrified). Schlossenpoffer ? 
The famous spy who photographed 
the defences of the Begent’s Park 
Canal in 1912 ? 

Lillian. The same. General. But we 
have never had enough evidence on 
which to arrest him. 

General. You shall have it now. This 
time we will catch him in the act. 

Lillian {anxiously). In the Last Act, 
General. Don’t spoil the play. 

General. This i.s the Last Act. 

"Lillian. Oh," well, then, it ’s easy 
enough. {Taking command) Dick, tell - 
the sentries to keep a sharp look-out. 
{Exit Dick.) General, tell Colonel 
Conger that the attack has been post- 
poned for an hour. He will send off 
another pigeon. Your sentries will do 
the rest. 

General {in amazement). What a 
woman ! ^ [He goes out. 

Lillian {to the ceiling). Dick! My 
Dick ! [I^ick comes hack. 

Dick. I 've told the Sergeant. {Taking 
her hand) Lillian, I have had no chanco 
to speak before, although it must have 
been clear to the audience that I love 
you, (Passionately) Will you marry 
me if I can wangle a fortnight's leave ? 

Lillian (iiohly). Until Schlossenpofier 
is powerless for evil I cannot think of 
love. I have my duty, Dick, 

[The General comes 
in hrisl ly. 

General. 1\q told him. 

You've warned the sen- 
tries, Mullet ? 

Dick. Yes, Sir. 

General. Good. Then 
we have nothing to do 
but wait. A 

[And the audience 
toould he in the same 
predicament did not 
the orderly come m 
at that moment. 

Orderly (holding out an- 
other toy penguin). The 
Sergeant of the guard’s 
compliments, Sir, and one “Who 

of his men has just bayone^ted this here 
bird as it was making off* to Germany. 
And here 's the letter it had under its 
wing. 

[Hands letter and goes out. 

General (tearing it open). Now we 
have him. (Beading) “Kidneys post- 
poned to five," That 's done it. 

Lillian, At last ! 














At last \ ” 

General. Lady Lillian, he is your 
prisoner. I ani at your orders. 

Lillian. Will you send him to mo, 
General? 

General. Mullet, tell Colonel Conger 
that I wish to see him in hero. {Exit 
Dick.) Lady Lillian, England will 
never forget what you have done for 
her this day. On behalf of the Ump- 
teenth Army I thank you. \IU (joes out. 

Lillian sits down at the Gctiorars 
table. Enter Conger, an obvious 
Hun to anybody not on the stage. 
' Conger. Ah, the pootiful Lady Lillian 1 
The General vos not here, hein ? 

Lillian {calmly). Sclilossonpoffor, 
further disguise is useless. Tlie day of 
reckoning is here. 

Conger (surprised). Who vos it you 
call Schlossenpoffer ? I am an English 










vos IT YOU CALL SCHLOSSENPOPFEE? ” 

colonel. Vos I not educated at Eton 
and Harrow, and did J not play polo 
for the M.O.C. {Seeing the i)e 7 iguin$) 
Ha, my so pootiful pirds 1 

Lillian. Yes, Schlossenpoffer, youx’ 
innocent accomplices have given up 
their secret. 

Conger {in baffled rage). Donnex'- 
wetter! Gott in Himmel! Hoch der 




She. “WEt,!., II LOOKED SO LIKE BAIl^ I WAS AFBAID THEY’D KEVEB GET DONE AT AM, IF I DIDN’T DO THEM AT ONCE." 


^ISEB 1 (Bringing mit his revolver) Lillian. Wait a moment, Dick. 

At least you shall not take me alive. 

(ITe shoots himself six times and throios Enter Orderly, 

the revolver doivn in despair.) Not even Orderly. Colonel Conger’s compli- 
vot you call a blighty ! ments, Miss, and he’s accidentaUy 

EiLLian. 1 m sorry. I took the carfc- swallowed of a Mills hand-grenade. 

Lillian {anxiously). Did 

V he say if he had taken the 

^^9 rk Orderly. He didn’t ex- 

Miss, but he 
seemed anxious like. 

up her 

' m m m [A muffled ea?^Zo5io7i 

/—Uf '‘jP'f — ... Orderly. Sounds as if 

X worked out, 

J - ^^iss. [He goes out. 

/ Dicik. Can you give me 

your answer now, Lillian ? 

A MUFPLED EXPLOSION IS HEARD ^ {givlug Mm licr 

, - . , * ^ , hands). You know what 

ges out five minutes ago. I thought it is, Dick. [iSo does everybody else, 
would be safer. Enter the General. 

Longer. Bah! I will get the better General (pattingpidkon the shoulder). 
you yet. ^ That ’s right, my boy. Embrace her ; 

\Jde rushes from the room. Dick she ’s yours. And when you come back 

comes in at the other door. from your honeymoon leave you will 

Dich. Lillian I Is it all right ? take Colonel Conger’s place on the Staff. 


Dick. I don’t know how to thank 
you, Sir. 




A MUFPLED EXPLOSION IS HEARD. 

ridges out five minutes ago. I thought it is, Dick 
it would be safer. 

% Co7iger. Bah ! I will get the better General 
of you yet. That ’s rig 

[He 7mshe$ fro^n the omm. Dick she ’s your 
comes in at the othe?" door. from your 

Dich. Lillian I Is it all right ? take Colon 


“Give these to the cook,” 


General. Tut-tut, tut-tut-tut, 

[He rings the hell and the orderly 
comes in. 

Orderly. Yes, Sir? ■ 

General. Colonel MuUet and Lady 
Lillian Ling will dine with me to-night 
{He hands the orderly the brace of pen- 
guins) Give these to the cook. 

Curtain, 










July 9, 1919.] 


PUNCH, OP THE LONDON CHAPvIVA.EL 


rMAPtx/APfA magistrate that the sandwich started 

OriAKiVAKlA. jj|^Q they were merely going 

Wk are glad to be able to state autliori- outside to fight it out. 
tativcly that so far the Peace casualties 

are not excessive in proportion to the We are pleased ' to note that the 
luimbers engaged in the struggle. Cowes pleasure steamers are out and 

about agaii^ after being laid up durmg 
Within two liours of the signing of the War. ^ 

Peace*'’ says an evening paper, “ a rag- ‘ 

time Peace song was written and set A woman recently informed the Bench 
to music.” With the exception of a few that her husband had stayed in the 
fires caused by pyrotechnics no other house eight weeks without speaking a 
serious trouble has been re- ^ — —v 

ported. ... ... 


Prohibition came into force 
in America on July 1st, and up 
to the time of going to press no 
news has been received from 
Scotsmen there. Much anxiety 
prevails. 

Eain heavily impregnated 
with sulphur is reported to 
have fallen in British Columbia 
on June 28th. Tlie Prohibi- 
tionists are making the most 
of the circumstance. 

j;: 

»:« 

The **dry” system has re- 
ceived a nasty blow. Asked 
how many brothers he had, an 
Ipswich publican is reported 
to have said, “Two alive and 
one in America.” 

At the South- Western Police 
Court an Irishman admitted 
I firing a revolver at a police- 
man. It was pointed out to 
him that it is illegal to shoot 
policemen in this country. 

What is described as the 
largest fire in the woiid is re- 
ported from New York. If 
America can bring it off three 
years in succession we under- 
stand that the lire becomes her 
own property. 



First Clubman, “ I see it pbbdictei) that oub moiining 

PAPERS MAT SOON BE DELIVERED BY AEROPLANE IN NEW 

York the same evening.” 

Second ditto, ‘‘Yes — but suppose tmeib papers do the 
SAME TO Ufir/”' 


A British soldier just in-L^TUlL::: 

valided home from the Allied forces in word. It apjpears that 
Russia has obtained a situation as a didn’t like to interrupt. 


It appears that the poor fellow 1 


lion-tamer. It is supposed that he was 
tired of bears. ,u 

“Mr. Garvin,” says a new weekly, 


“ Much benefit can be obtained from 
eating onions,” says a medical weekly, 
* * if people only knew it.” The difficulty 


THE EVERLASTING YARN. 

When in the beginning 
The Sisters sat spinning. 

While Clotho unravelled the skein, 
And Lachesis knitted 
The fortunes that fitted 
Till Atropos cleft them in hvain, 

I take it for granted ' 

This song was first chanted — 

“ One purl and one plain.” 

When the home of Odysseus 
Had suffered from misuse 
By suitors who courted in 
vain. 

While Mrs.-O. waited 
The sadly belated 

Return of her wandering 
• swain, 

She put off* their wooing 
By nightly undoing 
Her purl and her plain. 

The Upper Ten’s chances 
Were scanty mid France's 
“Fool-fury" that redden'd 
the Seine, 

When dames with a leaning 
Towards free guillotining 
Sat knitting in sunshine 
and rain, 

And, as the heads tumbled, 
The harridans mumbled 
Of purl and of plain. 

For works of Minerva 
From this you '11 observe a 
Fix’d craze in the feminine 
brain ; * 

When leisure was ampler 
Maids studied the sampler 
(A profitless task in the 
main) ; 

They now talk unceasing 
Of “ribs” and “increasing,” 
“Two purl and two plain.” 

roRNiNG And since for what ’s textile 
;n New In high or low neck style 
Prohibitive prices obtain, 
DO THE knitting mania 

Obsesses their crania 

At home, in the bus, in the train ; 
Bach works at a jumper 
For slim forms or plumper 
With purl and with plain. 


“is above all a Imman being.” And we of course is to keep other people from 
had been thinking all along he was a knowing. ^ ^ ' 

journalist. ** _ ^ 


f p We only knew it.” The difficulty “ The J^chbishop o£ York was re<^ived with 

course is to keep other people fiom Church Times, 

lowing. glad to see that that did not 

^ . stop him from delivering his own. 

We understand that m consequence ^ ^ 


Dublin contemplates erecting a statue of Peace distractions the largest goose- Hilsea arches, the historic portions of the | 
to De Valeka. We have felt for some berry will not be grown this year. fortifications at the entrance to Portsmouth, 

time that he has been asking for it, and ■-- ' have just been demobilised by consent of the 

we hope it will be a lesson to him. “Mrs. was in excellent voice and sang ^ ^ 

c Oriental Nights,’ approximately gowned in As the arches in question only joined 

Themanwhowasrecentlyarrestedfor a dazzling Oriental costume.’’-Hc^onarime5^ up” in 1861 their rapid release is m 

stealingarailwaysandwichexplainedtp. Very discreetly put. . ^ some quarters attributed to favouritism. 
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IN MEMORY OF THE DEAD. 

Thanksgiviiwj Day, July 6th. 

On this memorial day of Peace fulfilled, 

When to the Gk)d of battles praise is said 
For warfare done and the long clamour stilled, 
Forget not then the dead. 

It was for such a day as this they died. 

The prayer in which they spent their failing breath 
Asked for this hour— for England’s faith and pride 
Made perfect by their death. 


And now beneath the dust of shattered walls, 

Far off in alien fields forlorn and bare, 

There where they sleep the muled echo falls 
Of joy they may not share. 

But, could its rutnour sound within their ears, . 

This joy of victory won at what a cost. 

They would not have it less, nor touched with tears 
For all that we have lost. 

Yet will we keep,' who cannot else repay 

The dearept gift that_ Love has power to give. 

For them the first place in our thoughts to-day 

Om dead, through whom we live. 0. S. 

A CAPRICIOUS STAR. 

S'* “y favourite table in' 
the Oaf6- Efegal, scanning the pages of The Wottkr, when 
1 mscovered a pale-faced man sitting opposite me! ' 

I glanced at him casually. ^ Noij- only was he pallid of 
countenance, but also there Wa$ stamped upon his features 
an exprespoii of ddep melancholy. He had a look of ap^ 
pealing sa^ess in his eyes. 

As I was regarding' him he caught my eye, and I hastily 
turned my attention to a double-page set of photographs 
reveahng in detail the attractions of Miss Fred^e Fnnton 
the famous re-vne.. actress. * 

The sad-_fabed man leant across the table. 

' ‘ Fine girl that,'’ he said, indicating a portrait of Miss 
Fnnton playmg with her tame rabbits in the garden of her 
ripanan villa. “Fine girl; but, Hke all the sex, S.ir, fickle. 

. hardly, believe, Sir,” he continued, adjusting a 

pair of pince-nez upon his unassuming nose, “ that my life 
^Lton^’ associated with that of Miss Freddie 

indicating a polite reserve of astonishment. 
■VT i i’ “ destiny is a remarkable force.” 

thSe *0 s^y I *old him he was right 

“ Maybe you 'remember,' if you cast your mind back 
three years, r^din^abocft Miss Frinton’s attempt to throw 
herself oyer Westminster Bridge ? ” ^ 

“ My memory^ not whkt it was,” I said. '' but.: » • 

■I will refresh it. Sir. • Miss Frinton had been working 
very hard during the mn cff Siteg Of, ^ith t2 resuft that 
she scored from a nervous breakdown. When she tlmew 
herseff into the river a man .dived in and pulled her out I 

the stranger modesSy. 

a^ing at the (Ml^um. One night, after the petformancT 
ffa-nv nf stage-door when she was attacked by a 

** ^er purse. ' Perbjps 
^ reported in the Pr^s, Sir 

I seem lo bave a liazy idea——’’ , » 

Well, Sir, that tnghj luckily, I "was near by. I not 


only rescued Miss Frinton but I successfully put her 
assailants to flight.” 

** Well done ! ” 

The pale-faced man raised a deprecating hand. 

“One moment. Sir,” he said. “ Last year Miss Frinton 
became the recipient of persistent addresses from the son of 
a very distinguished house. The young man was a future 
peer of the realm, Sir, but unfortunately for him Miss 
Frinton did not respond to his advances. Enraged at finding 
1 himself repulsed, the unhappy youth became desperate.” 

- “ Dear, dear.” 

“One night, whilst Miss' Frinton was at the theatre, he 
succeeded in breaking into her fiat. Drawing a knife from 
his pocket the wretched young man cut from its frame her 
most treasared possession— a magnificent portrait of her- 
self from the brush of September James, the celebrated 
painter.” 

I regarded the stranger with increased interest. It was 
evident that he was labouring under the stress of some 
. strong pent-up emotion. He sipped a little whisky-and- 
soda with an e:^ort to simulate calm. 

“ When she discovered her loss,” said the stranger, “ Miss 
Frinton was distressed beyond measure. Her grief was so 
intense that she could scarcely bear to see even newspaper- 

.“She was naturally upset,” I put in. 

“Prostrated, Sir — inconsolable. And, though I say it 
myself, it was fortunate indeed that I was at hand to 
^ render assistance.” 

“ Ob, you were there? ” 

“ Yes,^ Sir, I was there. And with me to think is to act. 

T u were summoned, but long before they arrived 

xj- clues. Obteining the loan of 

Miss Fnnton’s magnificent motor-car I was quickly away, 
hot on the scent of the author of this dastardly outrage.” 

“ Good work.” ° 

“ And, Sir, I traced and caught him. I recovered the 
painting. I denounced him to his face. He confessed his 
‘I took it as a memento, because I love her.’ 

he said. 

“ Did Miss Frinton prosecute ? ” 

“ Miss Frinton did not prosecute. She was so overjoyed 
1 ^ portrait back that she allowed her generosity to 
get the better of her. She did not wish to injure the good 
name of a proud and illustrious family. Nevertheless the 
story of the episode leaked out and, save for the unhappy 
young man’s name, which was suppressed, the whole affair 
was widely reported in the newspapers.” 

“ I think I remember that,” I said. 

The sad man sighed wearily. 

“ After that,’’ be said, “ I was at her side always. She 
m^e me thmk I was indispensable to her happiness. I was 
at ter beckand call. I was her constant guide and adviser.” 
He swallowed the remaining contents of his glass. 

4 Asserted me for another. 

After all I ve donej after all the risk I ’ve taken; after all 
the devotion with which I have served her. But such is 
womans way. Having finished -with me she casts me 
aside hke a broken toy.” ° 

I breathed sympathy, but I also betrayed curiosity. “ You 
“? A your relations with Miss Frinton,” I 

® . M- ®'*^y chance her husband ? ” 

of the war, -when things were 
®'l*®««>'*ive was so unthinkably 


But what the matter with get ? 
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THE BRIGADIER’S BATH. 

Accoeding to the illustrated papers, 
one half of feminine England is arrayed 
at the present time in bathing costumes, 
and the other half parades the piers 
and promenades in dresses that closely 
resemble them. Very interesting and 
illuminating these pictures. But I 
would commend to the notice of the 
photographic press the fact that, having 
a very serviceable strip of ocean at our 
disposal, we on this side are also in a 
position to show some excellent lines in 
natatory wear. A snapshot of the 
troops’ tubbing parade at eighteen 
hours, with Frederick in attendance as 
0.0. bathing, would, I am convinced, 
promote the circulation of these popular 
organs. 

-Why a quite good subaltern like 
Frederick was selected for the duty is 
hard to guess. Possibly it was thought 
that with the advent of the Channel 
swimming season certain other ranks 
might be tempted to simplify the 
machinery of demobilisation by making 
a bee4ine for the cliffs of Albion, leav- 
ing a derelict suit of khaki on the coast ! 
of France. Or perhaps Those High in ^ 


Authority considered that the specta- 
cle of Frederick loafing round the huts 
made the camp look untidy, and de- 
vised this pretext for finding him honest 
employment. At all events they sent 
for him. 

“ In future,” said they, “ bathing will 
be a voluntary parade, under the control 
of an officer. That officer will be your- 
self. The times will be 6.30 till 7.30 
each morning ” (Frederick shuddered), 
“17.00 to 19.00 hours each evening” 
(another shudder), “ and Saturday and 
Sunday afternoons ” (convulsive tre- 
mors). “You will be required to 
arrange that the tide is up at those 
hours, that the troops do not go beyond 
the limits assigned to them, and that no 
unauthorised jelly-fishes or crustaceans 
are allowed on the portion of the beach 
under your command. That is all, 
thank you,” 

Thereafter Frederick might .be seen 
gloomily pacing the sands that an even 
greater soldier had trodden a century 
before. 

“What annoys me about the whole 
footling business is the fact that it isn’t 
military operations at all,” he said in 
confidence to Percival. “ It ’s really 


naval work. Suppose one of my swim- 
mers gets out of control and threatens 
to ram ^ passing vessel ; I don’t know 
tlie nautical drill for warning the 
skipper to get his torpedo-nets out,” 

“Some people are never satisfied,” 
replied Percival unfeelingly. “ Here 
you are, wuth nothing to' do but pace 
the yellow sands, bask in the sunshine, 
and watch the innocent sport of the 
troops, and yet you grouse about it,” 

“ Yes,” responded Frederick, “ it 's 
the innocent sportiveuess of the troops 
that puts the last touch of joy into the 
picture. It was their innocent sporbive- 
ness that made them dump an old suit 
of khaki on the beach the other day, 
and when I found it after they had all 
gone I nearly issued a Casualty Eeporb 
and fixed up a Court of Inquiry before 
I tumbled to it that I had been had.” 
And, with hatred in his soul, salt in 
his throat and sand in his eyes, he re- 
sumed his weary perambulation until 
the hour of 19.00 should secure his 
release. 

It was now 18.50, and at that pre- 
cise moment Brigadier- General Breech- 
block,^ who had recently arrived and 
occupied a billet on the sea front, from 
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which it was possible to observe the 
troops bathing, decided that it would 
be pleasurable to himself and helpful 
to moral if he were to join them. 

The Brigadier, I may observe, is an 
impressive spectacle, being so lavishly 
decorated that it is necessary for him 
to do chest - expansion exercises each 
morning to maintain the frontal accom- 
modation required for his polychromatic 
display of ribbons. His dazzle dado 
exceeds in richness and area anything 
to be found in Northern France. It is 
said that whenever a new decoration is 
being issued the great ones immediately 
send round to Brigadier Breechblock, 
asking him to drop in for a cup of tea 
and an O.K. or a G.P.O., or whatever 
it is that they happen to be pushing at 
the moment. So that the honour con- 
ferred on the troops by the Brigadier 
voluntarily mingling in the same sea 
with them was immense. 

Now it happened that Frederick 
knew not the Brigadier, and, though 
one is loth to make the admission, it 
is a fact that Brigadiers in bathing 
costumes are much as other men. So 
when at 18.57 hours Frederick saw a 
portly soldier shed an old mackintosh 
on the beach and proceed to attack an 
incoming wave his heart surged with 
bitterness against the laggard who came 
to prolong his vigil. 

“ Hi, there 1 *’ he shouted. Where 
are you going ? ” 

His destination being obvious, the 
Brigadier made no response. 

“You know well enough you mustn’t 
ba,the after 19.00 o’clock,” cried Fred- 
erick wrathfully. Come out of it 1 ” 

The Brigadier surveyed Frederick in 
bewilderment. “ Do you know who I 
am ? ” he said at length. 

“No,” answered Frederick, “and I 
don’t care. I suppose you think because 
you are a quartermaster- sergeant or 
something you can do as you bally well 
like. But 1 11 show you I ” 

The Brigadier was thunderstruck. 
He, a quartermaster-sergeant 1 It was 
necessajry that this presumptuous sub- 
altern^ should be crushed. 

“ It may interest you to know,” he 
said, dropping his thunderbolt, “that I 
am Brigadier-General Breechblock.” 

. “ Oh, are you ? ” replied Frederick, still 
living; “well, I’m Duggie Haig, and 
if don’t come out immediately I ’U 
put you under arrest for disobeying 
orders and for insolence to an officer,” 

The stripes on the Brigadier’s bath- 
ing costume quivered with suppressed 
passion. 

“ 1 11 give you one chance,” continued 
Frederick. “ Come out at once or 1 11 
throw your old mackintosh into the sea 
and keep you there till the tide goes 
out.” , 





William (aged 90). “Good mabi 
George (aged 89). “I bain't so 
William, “Swank.” 


They stood glaring at each other, 
two strong men at grips, till Frederick 
felt a twitch at his elbow and heard 
a hoarse whisper behind him. It was 
Percival. 

“You fatuous ass,” he said, “run for 
your life — dive down a drain — do any- 
thing 'desperate — but you disappear. 
It ’s a sure -enough Brig, you Ve got to 
do with I” 

And this is why Frederick has vol- 
unteered for the Murman Coast, and the 
Brigadier has ordered a complete new 
set of medal ribbons for attachment to 
his bathing-costume. 

“I have given my son 1 packet of Pig 

Powders to try.” 

JfVom testimonial in “ The Bazaar,"" 
We fear the writer is a Hog. 


Stands Scotland wliere it did ? 

A Canadian Officer writes complain- 
ing bitterly of having been imposed 
upon. ^ He ascended Ben Lomond and 
found that the height of this moun- 
tain is still exactly the same as given 
in the ante-bellum guide-books. Before f 
starting on his holiday he had been 
very clearly given to understand that 
everything in Scotland had gone up 
since the War. 

“Just a fortnight before I was in Paris—but 
that is ‘another story,* as Bobert Louis 
Stevenson used to say .” — SiH John Foster 
Fraser in “ The Evening Standard i" 

For those who know their Kipling 
this is indeed another story — of the fic- 
tional kind, . 
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personality next time he drops in with the othex* hand, feel there is lots of 
THE DIPLOMATS. a few more hundred pages. Probably hope for us. 

I. some Sinn Feiner will have supplied And so, you ask, it is our three selves 

My dear Henry, — They say that him with a map showing him where who are avowedly, officially, by the 


the new diplomacy should not be secret, 
don’t they? Let us, then, be the first Bill is a soldier ; not one of the bright of President Wilson, appointed to re- 
to oblige. new sort, who start business with the organise Europe and re-distribute it 

There are three of us ; the rest do not rank of Lieutenant-Colonel and earn amongst deserving and pushing appli- 
count. First there is myself, the brains promotion once a fortnight, so long as cants ? Well, Henry, not exactly yet ; 
of the business. Bill works away strenu- there is promotion left to earn. He is but it will come to that, no doubt, 
ously during office hours and looks one of the regular plodders, who take What is then our official position*? We 
knowledgable and discreet at meal- years and years to become captains have no official positioix, and that is 
times. Ealph d%rts about the Continent even. But if Bill is a regular soldier the most diplomatic thing about us. 
talking big in terms of Kingdoms and he is also an old soldier. You know It subtly eliminates the^ possibility of 
Republics, and using up his prestige to what I mean, don’t you? You ’ve bene- international complications resulting 
get first through the Customs at the fited by their efforts yourself, haven’t from our activities. But don’t go away 
frontiers. Without any reflection on you? In any case a very useful man thinking that we have done nothing to 
them I doubt if either of them could to compete with important personalities justify our title. Listen to this for a 
have achieved my masterpiece of diplo- who want to enlist his sympathy with start : — 

macy—for example, to have conducted private schemes for reoi'ganising the Our first need, we felt, was the best 


Ireland is or would like to be. 


grace of Heaven and with the approval 


to oblige. 


an hour’s interview with 
an important personality 
(endeavouring to enlist 
my sympathy in his pri- 
vate scheme for the re- 
organisation of the Bal- 
kans) so ably as to pre- 
vent his discovering my 
ignorance as to the exact 
difference between 
Bukharest and Budapest 
and my inner belief that 
they were both the same 
town, situated some- 
where in the Ukraine. 

Why the Ukraine, you 
ask? How come I to 
know anything about 
that ? I owe my intimate 
knowledge of the Ukraine 
to another , important 
personality who endeav- 
ours to effiist my sym- . 



^‘YOU MUST EXCUSE MR. ’OPKINS NOT COMING TO THE TABI^B. HE ’S VERY 
WOEBIED JUST MOW TRYING TO THINK HOW HE CAN GO ON STRIKE AGAINST 
HIS UNEMPLOYMENT ALLOWANCE AND GET IT RAISED.” 


possible car for the least 
possible price. We spot- 
ted the very thing we re- 
quired; fast but not fussy, 
rich but not rowdy. The 
question was how to get 
it off its present owner 
at the price we were pre- 
pared to pay, This price 
amounted to practically 
nothing. Wasthat amis- 
sion to be entrusted to the 
bmins of the business, or i 
to the old soldier? It was 
conceivable that a superb 
effort of tixe very oldest 
and tawniest soldiery 
might just pull it off; 
but, after discussion, we 
decided to entrust Hie 
mission to neither but 
leave it to the rogue. 

After a week’s roguery 


pathy in his private scheme for reor- 'Slavs, be they Jugo or Czecho. My he reported that he could obtain tiia 
ganising the Bussias. He has supplied affection for Bill is as profound as my transfer to our use, gratis, of the car 
me with two hundred and forty-three ^ admiration, but I fear there will be but not without the owner in it. We 
closely-printed pages of literature on trouble between us if our several inter- agreed to make a conce^ion on this 
the subject; he has also supplied me viewers go on supplying us respectively point, accepting delivery of the owner 

maps of Europe which agree so also on condition of his bearing the ex- 
Whatever else may escape one’s notice little with each other. Lash it all, they pense of the petrol and the tyres The 
on this map there is no getting away treat the Continent like a piece of happiest part of the whole affair is that 
rom the Ukraine. He is a Ukrainian pl^ticine. the owner is shaking hands with himself 

Inm^f and no doubt felt entitled to Balph, 1 am sorry to say, is a rogue secretly all the time, thinking it is he 
let himself go wben he <^me to this Irit — one of those persistent irresistible who has done the first-class wangle 
of ins map of Europe. The rest of the rogues who can wheedle anything out Why and how, you ask again? I have 
OcH^nent .^pears like the chorus at of anybody. Should your heart be set promised that diplomacy shall not be 
ihe ^tomime when it is standing by, on any part of this or the other hemi- secret, and I will tell you. We gave 
m -stwsd away mto the wmgs to leave sphere as a convenient site for a new cause to him, as we have given to you 
for Henry, to republic of which you would yourself to ask, if it is our three selves who are 

ga&em-lhiamap is to see the Ukraine, be President, you have only to mention appointed to reorganise and re-distri- 
jxe It were one man holding out corchal it to Ralph and a representative wiU bute Europe. But in his case we with- 
lands Jro anoi^,_stretching out its oall on you next day, asking you to held the true answer. He too is an 
fiontiars to-youin lio^ With but name your terms and to state if im- important personality with a private 
r m^uragement it I mediate possession is required. Those scheme for reorganising the Balkans, 

salvation at heart hoped the Enssias and any other country in 
1 ° affeetioaate em- that the War would- save him ; but he which he takes an interest. Yes, Henry, 


eam^ furtherye^ s^a«4o,toe^eIre- time ago. ^ -Nowfae has joined m they is oil. or the hope of oil. 
land, Iwouldntliketosay. I , feel there is no hope for him. We, on Yours ever. 


Charles. 
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Golf Professional {to member loaiiting a lesson ), “I think I should tell you, Madam, that my pees are now a guinea 

A LESSON.” J «f I 

Member , <‘Oh, thank you. In that case I . think I*ll conteS^t! Wsel^ with trying to remember what you !dold me when 

THEY WERE HALF-A-OROWN.” \ 


HOW TO KEEP EIT. 

By way of supplementing the in- 
teuesting information contributed by 
famous athletes to The Sir aivd Magazine 
on this subject Mr. Punch has collected : 
testimonies from leading statesmen and 
publicists as to the best way of main- 
taining their physical fitness. 

Mr. Smillie states that he finds an 
unfailing stimulus in, reading and re- 
reading Browning’s ‘‘Last Duchess.” 
His only regret in this context is that the 
poet failed to complete the picture by a 
companion study of “ The Last Duke.” 
He also finds himself greatly reinvig- 
orated by the perusal of tragedies de- 
scribing the downfall of monarchs and 
potentates. But he points out that 
Shakspeaee was guilty of a curious 
error in speaking of “ sad stories of the 
deaths of kings.” As a matter of fact 
in his (Mr. Smielie’s) opinion they are 
the brightest, the most cheering stories 
in the whole range of literature. 

Lord Beading, in the course of a 
genial and heart-to-heart talk with Mr. 


Punch’s representative, declared that 
he found his best refreshment and re- 
creation in the exercise of radio-active 
benevolence. He b^ieved in smiling. 
He further admitted that he derived a 
certain amount of healthy exhilaration 
from contemplating the difficulties with 
which the Government were confronted 
in the selection of an Ambassador to the 
United States. If only Mr. ' Smillie 
would be true to the correct pronuncia- 
tion of hi'S name, Lord Beading thought 
that he would be an ideal man for the 
post. Failing him, however, there was 
always Mr. Eustace Smiles. 

Lord Birkenhead, in a brief interview, 
observed that recreation could not be 
dispensed with, but it must be attuned 
to the position of the individual con- 
cerned, A Lord Chancellor, however, 
young and agile, could not possibly 
stoop to the reprehensible* contortions 
of Jazz-dancing. Swedish exercises in 
the privacy of the bathroom were legi- 
timate and desirable. But mental dis- 
traction was quite as important, and he 
had found it in preparing a new trans- 


lation of Cicero's De Seneetute^ which 
he proposed to dedicate to Lord Hads- 
BURY, in view of the interesting fact 
that he was now just half Lord Hads- 
bury’s age. 

Mr. Harold Begbie, though still 
sufi'ering from the strain of interview- 
ing the ex-Kaiser, kindly favoured Mr. 
Punch’s representative with an illu- 
minating monologue. The only way tQ 
keep oneself fit, he said, is to cultivate 
hero-worship. His own basic belief is 
that all the greatest criminals, if dis- 
passionately considered, prove to have 
been great benefactors, or they would 
have been if they had been interviewed 
from their early years by publicists en- 
dowed with sympathy, intuition and 
uplift. “I often regret,” Mr. Begbie ! 
wistfully observed, “that I never knew 
Casanova, Benvenuto Cellini, or 
Abdul Hamid. I feel sure that the ad- 
vantage would have been mutual, and 
that many misapprehensions might 
have been avoided if I had been consulted 
’ by the two first-named celebrities before 
1 their autobiographies went to press.” 
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THE HAPPY WARRIOR. 

Toby and I— both full lieutenants 
and ex- acting captains for various care- 
fully tabulated periods in The Gasette — 
were “ demobbed” at the same dispersal 
centre on the same day. We had never 
met before, but later we chanced to 
meet at the same counter at Cox’s. Here 
we asked, the same questions about our 
gratuities and were driven away by the 
same clerk. 

In addition we had both been wounded 
twice, and distinctly remembered the 
attractions of the same patient nurse 
at Wimereux. Our trials and sorrows 
drew us together, and we decided tq 
rest on the East coast while the gratui- 
ties materialised. 

I was senior by days, but I waived 
this point and we stayed at the same 
hotel on terms, to a mere civilian, of 
perfect equality. 

Eor two’ days w’e bathed and fished 
in the most gorgeous of old clothes, and 
never talked about the War until all 
the profiteers had gone to bed. 

On*the third day came the sharp re- 
minder that war and strife still stalk 
hand-in-hand through a stricken world. 

We were smoking in front of the 
hotel and Toby had just completed his 
daily checking of the actual amount of 
his gratuity, when a motor drew ^ up 
and an officer in full panoply — khaki 
touched with red — alighted. 

There was a sharp clicking noise at 
my side as Toby came to attention ; he 
then apologised, and I helped him to 
carry his right foot well away again. 

^ But we both gazed spellbound at that 
sinister martial figure; ail the dread 
horrors of war seemed to have surged 
back on our peaceful village. 

“ Has Hindenbueg- broken his word 
to me ? ” Toby whispered tensely ; wh ile 
I made a rapid calculation of the dis- 
tance to the Crystal Palace, which is 
my rejoining centre. 

“I don’t suppose they’ll pay one 
penny of gratuity until the second war 
is over,” Toby murmured in a voice 
that seemed to sorrow for England. 

At this’ moment the officer asked me 
if I could direct him to one Ben Harris, 
proprietor of bathing-machines. Now 
Ben Harris is the man whose fishing- 
boat we had been using, a local celebri- 
ty of no mean order and a man reputed 
to be bad to beat in a business deal. 

I l^pinted out the way with every re- 
spect' and then we slunk after him. 

He may be a disguised mine-layer,” 
said Toby as we approached the beach, 
** I am not going to lose sight of him. 
Eor all we know we may be present at 
the making of history.”, 

^ Thus we came to assist at that inter- 
view and caught a glimpse of the inner 

workings of the great silent mechanism 
of administration during the transition 
period (November, 1918, until Ilcavcn- 
knows-when). 

“ Good morning, Mr. Harris,” said 
the warrior with easy affability ; “ I ’vo 
come to have a look at your bathing- 
machines.” 

“ Camouflage 1 ” snorted Toby con- 
temptuously. “He knows wo’vo fol- 
lowed him.” 

“ You can’t deceive the Staff,” I re- 
plied with feeling as I recalled the inci- 
dent of the Brigade-Major and a rather 
soft cap of mine in 1916. 

But apparently old Ben could de- 
ceive the Staff' all riglit. IIo took him 
round those four bathing-machines and 
showed him, with figures, the damage 
(repaired by himself and so no longer 
evident to the eye) which had been 
done by exuberant members of His 
Majesty’s Eorces billeted in the village 
during the Great War (1914 to 19 IB). 
The figures and approximate dates were 
noted down, and the soldier and the 
famous ex-sailor parted amicably. 

After a bathe we returned to the 
hotel to find the officer resting in the 
smoking-room. We spoke to him — yes, 
he was quite approachable — -unci, ihoro 
being no profiteer present, we talked 
a little of the Great War, Ho did not 
appear to have been in any part of the 
line that we knew ; but he mentioned 
an anxious month that he had spent in 
the Inland Waterway Transport near 
St. Omcr; and he recalled with great 
vividness amair-raid warning in distant 
Etaples when bo was returning from 
conducting a draft in 1917. 

Also bo had found the Spring of 
1918 desperately cold at Noinvich, and 
doubted if he would care to live in the 
Eastern Counties. 

“ Are you getting demobbed soon ? ” 
Toby ventured to ask, 

“ I am in no hurry,” he replied, 
ing his band wearily across his brow. 

“ But don’t you sometimes feel that 
you would liko a rest after tlie strain ?” 
I asked him. 

“ Yes, at times possibly one does feel 
liko that ; but there are compensations, 
you know.” 

The. waiu’ior sighed and then smiled 
bravely as he went to the writing-table i 
to make out his claim for travelling 
alloiwance. 

y ‘ Quite like old times,* said a policeman on 
point duty in J3ond St-root, London, yesterday 
afternoon as lie disentangled a block of tram- 
way-cars in which an omnibus, half-a-dozen 
motor-cars, and a smart Victoria drawn by a 
pair of spanking bay horses wore involved. It 
was, indeed, like old times.*’ — Daily Pa;yer, 

The War had completely blotted out 
our memory of the deat old tramway 
lines in Bond Street. 

THE DUST ATTACK. 

{Lines rendered nugatory for ike moment 
hy the recent rains,) 

In punisliniont of what fell crime 

Are both my optics Iningod witii grime 
At every wind’s offensive V 

W^hat aim of reconstructive art 

Has swept away the watering-cart, 
Whereon small boys were wont to sit 
And have no end of larks with it‘? 

Why don’t wo wash the roads a bit ? 

"is water too expensive V 

It strikes mo as oxtremoly rough, 

When broken lies the Brince of IMnff 
And all ids sons and nopliew.s, 

That I should be compelled to eat 

The nastiest dirt about the street 

And have tiio action of a jaw 

That shouts “ What ho for Bight and 
Law ! ” 

Jammed up with iittlo bits of straw 

And odds and ends of refuse. 

I know a chap — a chap named Cox 

Who pinched a respirator (box) 

While still on service (active), 

And, when he notes a dust alarm, 

To keep his countonanco from liarm 

Ho puts it on at record pace, 

A splendid thing — in Cox’s case — 
Because the mask improves his face 

And makes him more attractive. 

But 1 ’m convinced the man U right 
And, though it is a curious sight 

On gustful days and gritt}'' 

To .SCO him conio fi'oin the “ alert ” 

And knock his hat off in the dirt 

And fumble with the tapes and string 
And bite the rubber teething ring 

And shout “ Gas shells ! ” like anything 
In Bond Btreot or the City, 

I too, regretful as 1 am 

A source of Loudon’s joy to dam 
i And substitute a spectre 

Eor that refres-hing sight and rare 

That rambles now through street and 
square — 

The bardic lips, the eyes of flame 

Unless the Boroughs meet my claim 
Shall feel compyelled to do the same 

And wear a muck-protector. 

And what is more I ’ll march along 
Equipped witli a tremendous gong 

And give it many a stout hit, 

Or make a Strombos horn to roar 

Its huge alarum at the door 
(I hate to do good things by stealth) 

Of that new shrine of wit and wealth, 

I moan tho Ministry of Health, 

And ask them “ What about it ? ” 

— Evoe. 

Cheerio 1 

“ Will Officers whoso Widows will Ijc eligible 
for pensions tinder the regulations of the Fund 
conamunicato with ' Pensioner * ? ’* 

Daily Paper* 












Golf Enthusiast (m her return from followmg important match— >ecsfaticalli/). “Oh, I^Iotheh! Ti£K chamimon hioich to miU ’ 
Mother, “How inteeesting, dear. What did he say?*’ 

Enthusiast. “Stand aside, there I” 


THE EAILWAY SCANDAL, 


“There has been, I know,” said 
Oantleberry, “ a good deal of discontent 
over the train-services, and I am told 
that some railways have adopted quite 
an off-hand attitude, making no attempt 
to conciliate their critics and even 
taking no notice of them. But what- 
ever may have been the behaviour of 
other railways ours has not shown it- 
self indifferent to our complaints. I 
am thinking just now of the case of the 
8.47 from Beckenridge.” 

“ What was that? ” I asked. 

was unpleasantly crowd- 
ed,” said Oantleberry; “you might 
almost say dangerously crowded. ' It 
used to arrive at Beckenridge full, and 
depart fuller. As for any discrimina- 
tion being made between first and third 
class, that was unheard-of; people 
pushed in Where they could, into the 
guard’s van, when he forgot to lock 
the door before leaving it, and even on 
j to the engine-tender. I have travelled 
I up m that train before now with twenty- 
one people in the compartment, not 
counting two inen (sailors) in the racks. 


When the train steamed out it always 
left on the platform a score of people 
who had been unable to get in any- 
where ; and naturally many complaints 
were made. Season-ticket holders wrote 
to the Company demanding that steps 
should be taken to ensure the 8.47 not 
being over- crowded. 

^ “ \Vell, the Company were not in- 
different. They took steps. The method 
they hit upon was so simple that one 
wonders why nobody had ever thought 
of it before. Personally I feel I should 
like to meet the man — traffic-superin- 
tendent, general manager, director, or 
whoever had the notion — and tell him 
to his face the opinion I hold of his 
ingenuity. The 8.47 is never over- 
crowded now.” 

“ And what did the Company do to 
bring this about? ” I asked. 

“They knocked the 8.47 off alto- 
gether,” he said. 


BIBD-LOKE. 
IV. — The lioiuK. 


Thk robin is the fairicB’ page ; 

^ They keep neatly dressed 
For country service or for town 
In dapper livery of brown 
And little scarlet vest. 


On busy errands all day long 
He hurrjes to and fro 
W’ith watchful eyes and ninible 
wings — 

Tliere are not very many things 
The robin doesn't know. 


And he can tell you, if he will, 
The latest fairy news : 

The quaint adventures of the 
King 


And whom the Queen is visitin 


And where she gets lior slices. 


“It would he impossible to say whom of the 
Big Three was the most popular.” 

Sitnday Paper. 

Not, at any rate, without seriously 
annoying the grammarians. 


And lately, when the fairy Court 
Invited me to tea, 

He stood behind the Royal Chair ; 
And here, I solemnly declare, 
When he discovered I was there, 
That robin wmked at me. 
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PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. 


FQQPIVIOP OP PARI IAI\/IPMT Grovemment un- that were not enough, they are further 

coSb.lMLrC. Ur rAKLIAIVi tlMT« impaired, to render Indian administra- enjoined by Lord Salisbury to combine 

Monday, June — Eorty-one years tion less rigid and frigid ” and yet do “simplicity’* with “caution,” and to 
ago a British Prime Minister, bringing nothing to quench the spirit of the remember that “ government by 
“ Peace with Honour ” from gentsia ’* is the worst govern- 


“ Peace with Honour ” from 
a foreign capital, received the 
enthusiastic plaudits of the 
people, and within less than 
eighteen months he was 
ejected from office by the pop- 
ular vote. Mr. Lloyd George, 
as he listened to the cheers 
with which Coalition and Op- 
position expressed, in Sir 
Donald Maclean’s generous 
phrase, “ our hearty congra- 
tulations to our most distin- 
guished colleague,” must have 
wondered if on this occasion 
History would exercise her 
inveterate habit of repeating 
herself. 

The performance of the 
National Anthem, by which 
the Commons celebrated the 
extinction of the War, as they 
bad marked its outbreak, was 
not seriously marred by Mr. 
Neil McLean’s refusal to 
take part. His abstention 
was more than atoned for by 
the tuneful assistance of the 
Ladies’ Gallery. 

After this interlude the 
House settled down to diseuss 
the Vote for the Local Gov- 
ernment Board. Dr. Addison 
gave a hopeful account of his 
housing scheme, but the view 
of several Members appeared 


t out that as Governor of Gib- 

RiEN was a serving soldier 
and therefore subject to the 
ordinary regulations, where- 
as Lord French was “an 
unemployed field-marshal ” 
and could act as he please^d. 

for the donation now attach- 
ing to that blissful state. 

Peace - celebration, and ex- 
pressed the hope that it would 
THE JUSTICE OF THE PEACE. be one of general rejoicing in 

Mr, Lloyd George {coming m again after changing his dress), “The all parts of the country. He 

.ST ACT GAVE ME ‘REPUTATION EVEN IN THE OANNON'B MOUTH.’ nnf- fhinlr hnwPVP>* flmf 






THE JUSTICE OF THE PEACE. 


to be that we had heard quite did not think, however, that 

enough of houses in the ab- to adopt Mr. Donald s sug- 

stract and that it was quite time we I.C.S., to give political power to a few gestion and prohibit the sale of all 
saw some of them in the concrete — or literati without diminishing the pro- intoxicating liquor would assist the 
any other suitable material. tection given to the voteless millions fulfilment of his hope. 

The Joint Committee of Lords and by the British Baj, is the problem set The Eeport stage of the Ways and 
Commons charged with the consider- them by the ex-Yiceroy, And, as if Communications Bill ^vas expected to 
ation of the Government of furnish a battle-royal over the 


India Bill cannot complain of 
lack of instruction or advice. 
They will first have to master 
the thousand pages of Blue- 
books, memoranda and special 
reports in which the wisdom 
of previous inquirers is en- 
shrined. Then they will have 
to face a dozen deputations of 
dusky delegates from the De- 
pendency, demanding diverse 
decisions on the “dyarchy” 
and other details. And all 
the time they must, bear in ^ 
mind the not altogether con- 
sistent counsels of perfection 
addressed to them by Lord 
Ourzon. How they are at 
the same time to endow In- 
dia with representative insti- 
tutions and yet leave the au- ] 




EMBARRASSING POSITION OF SIR GULLIVER GEDDES. 


roblem set The Eeport stage of the Ways and 
And, as if 1 Communications Bill ^vas expected to 

h furnish a battle-royal over the 
control of docks and roads. 
To the disappointment of the 
spectators^ however, it turned 
out that the fight had been 
“ squared,” Sir Gulliver 
Geddes having found his Lil- 
liputian opponents unexpect- 
edly numerous. The Labour 
Members indignantly de- 
manded their money back. 
Had they not repeatedly saved 
the Government against their 
own supporters during the 
Committee-stage, and were 
they to be sold like this ? Sir 
Gulliver assured them that 
lie bad given away nothing 
that he had ever intended to 
keep. The new clauses were, 
" however, carried by immense 

rULLIVER GEDDES. majorities. In the opinion of ‘ 
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[Juhy 9, I9ia 


most Members of the House just now 
Nationalization is not a blessed word 
in spite of its recent Sankeyfication. 

^ Wcdnesdaij, Jttly There are 

limits, after all, to the 'Ix>ed Ohan- 
omniscience. In friendly 
criticism of the Bill by which the 
Church of England seeks power to 
reform herself without undue inter- 
ference from Parliament, he observed 
that ** never was older wine put into a 
newer bottle.'^ His old friend Simon 
(the GellaTer^ not the K.C.) could have 
told him that there is nothing objection- 
able in this practice ; on the contrary, 
in the case of a rare vintage, it may be 
the only way of preserving its spirit 
from the ravages of time. So at least 
the Peers seem to have thought, for by 
a handsome majority they voted for 
the fresh bottle. 

The yociferous cheers with which the 
House greeted its Leader’s announce- 
ment that the Government had decided 
to abolish the Liquor Control Board 
gave place to groans when he imme- 
diately added that its functions would 
be transferred to a new Commission. 
Even the prospect of unlimited Gov- 
ernment ale ” at twopence a pint did 
not corn fort Mr. BottomLiBY, whose 
motto, in the matter of beer at any 
rate, seems to be quality not quantity. 

Encouraged by the successful issue 
of their skirmish with the Government 
OTer roads and docks the critics of the 
^ansport Bill sought to consolidate 
their position by extracting a definite 
promise that the measure should not 
be used for the nationalijgation of rail- 
ways, Mr.^ Brace, for the Labour 
^ considered nationalization in- 
evitable, but hoped the Government 
would not commit themselves at that 
moment one way or another. The 
Home Secretary was only too glad 
to follow this advice, seeing that, as 
bir Eric Geddes subsequently averred, 
Government nor any iiidi- 
Tidual Member of it has yet come to 
a definite conclusion on the subject. In 
some forms^ of locomotion our rulers 
may be behind the times, hut they are 
unequaOed at drifting. 

The House 

side the Theatre Boyal, Westminster, at 
tm early hour this afternoon, for floor 
to overflowing. 
fWrt closely paoiefl: 

thaHW^KmiB OF Wales hadVdifia- 

the^Kk®® Iwreditary seat over 

During pHestion-tiiaeU@jxibers were 
more inelmed to talk than to listen. 

_ ut they heard with satisfaction that 
m our preoccupation with the Great 
War the heroes of our Little Wars of 
the past have not been forgotten, and 


that all disablement pensions are to be 
brought up to the present standard. 

Any expedient for turning swords into 
ploughshares will be welcomed by the 
Ministry of Munitions. Mr. Krleaway 
was delighted with the suggestion that 
he might trade ofl* his smoke-bombs to 
fruit-growers for the purpose of ward- 
ing off* spring-frosts, and would much 
like to hear of a commercial use for his 
mustard-gas shells, now alleged to be 
making life a burden in cei-tain muni- 
tion districts. 

The War and its results form a 
theme too big for any man to cover 
adequately in an hour and a half ; and 
the Prime Minister need not perhaps 


BARGAINS. 





GOVERNMENT ALE. 

Oliver Bottomley *^a6Ks for morr” 

QUALITY. 

have^ devoted quite so much time to 
arguing that Germany had not been too 
harshly treated. It was at least sig- 
nificant that the loudest cheers were 
evoked by the announcement that the 
ex-Kaiser was to be tried^ — and tried 
in London. But the speech met with 
the cautious approval of Mr, Adamson 
and drew from Sir Edward Carson an 
unexpected paean on the League of 
Nations, for which he had hitherto suc- 
cessMly dissembled his love. 

Friday y July 4rt^. — This being Inde- 
pendence Day the House of Commons 
^ized the occasion to defeat the 
Government by passing the Women’s 
Emancipation BiU. Thus Nemesis, 
mad m petticoats, has overtaken the 
P^HE Minister with a speed that only 
Mile. Leno lek could e mulate. 

The Solution, 

“Where is all the whisky Mirror. 


I SKT out yesterday vibrant with 
happiness, full of a new palpitating 
joy. My heart \vas ihmbbing, jny 
wdiolo being }>ulsated with the pnrc 
ecstasy of beirtg alive, Ijots of otiier 
women feel like that when they’re 
going to the sales. And this year there 
is a hint of genuine reductions in the 
sale-time atmosphere. 

Bo with a heart, as 1 have said, full 
of lightness and a purse full of Bra<l- 
burys I turtiod my face to the We?>t. 
I went into one of the big Btores and 
approachetl an assistant. 

“ Have you got any bargains in cos- 
tumes, or am I too late?” i inquired 
eagerly. 

I said Am I too late? ” because as 
a rule, if you arrive live minutes after 
the doors have opene<i on the very first 
day of the sale, some invisible throng 
of super-shoppers seems to have been 
ahead of you, swept up all the ddoct- 
able bargains you read about in the 
advertisements, and vanislitKi while the 
sliopwalker is telling you to take the 
thinl turning on your left, eight sliops 
through. 

But on this occasion I was in time. 
Yes, Madam,” murmured theassistant, 
we still have a large number of greatly 
reduced costumes.” 

My soul rejoiced. The world seemed 
a pleasant place; tlie mountains skipped 
like rams and the little hills Hire younu 
sheep. ^ 

”it’s just a shopping suit I want,” 

I explained; ** something quite plain 
and simple.” 

” Certainly, :^radam. Will you try 
on this coat?” 

I wm about to plunge my arm into 
the sleeve when 1 was seized with 
a paralysing numbness. I drew back 
shuddering and pointed to the ticket 
hanging from a buttonhole. 

”\yhat figure is that?” I asked in 
a hollow voice. 

^ half guineas, 

Madam.” 

**But I want something cheap,” 1 
said, ** something that is reduced- a 
bargain, you know.” 

^‘This is reduced, Madam. It wuis 
formerly twenty-two guineas.” 

It was dreadful to feel the girl’s quiet 
scorn of me as she said tlaat. Not, 
mmd you, that she was impertinent; 

nothing in her actual words 
that would justify a complaint to the 
management. But, oh, how her un- 
spoken thoughts lashed me I 
“ This is the kind of thing we have 
to cope with in sale-time,” she seemed 
to say, ** a rabble that knows nothing 
of the elegant world of our regular 
customers ; ” and she sighed 
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Will you try it on, Madam ? sli« 
asked aloud. 

I was about to refuse when it occurred 
bo me that I should like to see how, 
I looked in a plain oostucoe that cost 
nearly twenty pounds. What gr»©©, 
what distinction such a garment must 
give to its wearer. -I put it on. 

There was an odd silence and then 
the assistant broke out with the usual 
exultant expressions relative to per- 
fection in style, cut and fit, and winding 
up with the solemn assurance, “ It was 
built for you, Madam.” But I felt that 
her paean of praise *was only half-' 
hearted; for it was the bitter truth 
that the costume did nob give me an air j 
of distinction, after all. It even sagged 
a little at the shoulders and dipped a 
trifle at the back. Of course my figure 
was to blame. The eyes of the assist- i 
ant told me that. It was I, not the’ 
costume, that was wrongly built. 

I 'm sorry,” I said humbly ; I don’t 
feel I could pay all that.” 

“We have nothing ohmper, Madam.” 
In silence she hand^ me the sheddy 
garment in which I had entered" the I 
shop and which I had thought very! 
expensive when I paid ten pounds for it. ! 

It is an awfel moment . being helped i 
into your things -agaiin fey an assistant; 
who knows you don’t intend to make i 
apuri^hase ; chasms yawn between you. ; 
Only the thin veneer of civilisation — 


thinner than ever at sale-time — pre- 
vents an open rupture. 

I turned to go. And then a sudden 
impulse prompted me to low’or my 
voice and say with 'disarming frank-' 
ness, But, I sajr, you know, don’t you 
think it ’s an awful price to ask for 
a costume ? ” 

Por a moment she wavered. And 
then a look that was almost human 
came into her face as she whispered, 
“It’s terrible. Madam.” 

“Miss was theotiner st^oist, and played 

most beautifully, -Sbe is a most sympathetic 
interpreter in trios and quartettes, ansd throws 
her whole sole into the work ,” — Local 

So that*s how the conductor got his 
black eye. 

“A Berlin message announces that the 
famous General, von Talkenwayn, has been I 
placed on the half-pay list at his own request. ■ 

At one time von Valkeiihayn was the out- j 
standing figure of the war on the Grerman 
side ... In Palestine, after his retreat, one 
weary ofiicer in the- pursuing British Army 
bad the Mieity of * sloping in ’Falkeahoyn’s 

* If Germany goesfdown it will be honourably 
and fighting to ^ the last ditch and the last 
man;* was one' of Wkenhayn^s mifulfilled 
boosts. — Daily Daper. 

It is helicved that the retiring com- 
mander has come to the conclusion that 
further evasion is uBefess and ha's de- 
cided to rev^t to his original name of 

FAIiKENHiVN: '■ 


EUTHANASIA. 

[“Victory Bonds issued at $85 rank as .$100 
for death duties.”] 

(“ II f&ut vivre^** ue v/)is pas la 

“We ’re mined tfeorugh we won the War, 
For prices rise and rise,’* 

Says Labour. But the *OHAMBnLOB 
Eejoins with mild surprise : 

“ What though the price of food and 
coals 

Is ludicrously high ? 

J ust save your unemploym'i^t doles 
And buy a Bond — and die.” 

“ We ’re ruined,” say the Newly-Eich 
In petulant despair ; , ‘ 

“The taxes are a burden which 

We really cannot bear.” ; 

“ Why blame the poor old Cabinet ? ” ' 
Says Austen. “ If you try 
YouTldo the British Public yet; ‘ 
Just'huy my Bonds — and die.” : 

Then let us praise the Gk)vea:nment, 

, Which saves us froin.-our ills ; 

Shall life in anxious care be spent ? 

Ltet *s go and make our wills ; 

No prudent citizen desponds ; 

To life he need nob cling ; 

O "Grave, you ’re beat by Yiefeory Bonds ; 
O Death, you ’ve lost your sting. 

The Spread of Oanmbalism^ 

“Laige Hotel Oookiug Bange, in goad order. 
Cook 150-200 people,'” — Daily Paper ^ 
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t-ur-Ki AMn Kirwki 01' ^^hat that gloi'ious fifth baron, and obliterated the nose 

THEIM AND NOW. should bo touched by fingers pol- of Eondebert, twelfth baron. Curfew 

THBtime was July, 1914. The scene luted with Blogg’s Blacking. So the must have him punished severely, if 
w^as the great hall of Curfew Place, the breast-plate and back-plate go with us it ’s true." 

stately but rather dilapidated mansion to our London home." Her eye fell on a certain largo glass- 

of the ancient race of ]^uldy-le-MalL “Eight-o," said Eaymond. fronted cabinet and she started, 

alien. The persons weW the widowed “ Empty !" she cried. “ Where are the 


of the ancient race of ]^uldy-le-MalL 
alien. The persons we!® the widowed 
Baroness Curfew and her younger son, 
Eaymond Eaoul Eondebert Mouldy-le- 
Mallalieu. “Oh, Curfew, Curfew," cried 


“Eight- 0 ," said Eaymond. fronted cabinet and she started. 

'I' -- 'is “ Empty !" she cried. “ Where are the 

One evening in the Spring of 1919, breast-plate and back-plate of Guy 
the widowed Baroness Curfew and her Godfrey Gollibert, the Crusader V 
lunger son. Eaymond Eaoul Eonde- Wretched boy! Have you been robbed 


V K-AJ.V4.jr -AV/ WK.AW ^ Y A Vi. T V V./ Wl, CVJ. V/ Ii? C-VXAVi- AXK^J. VJIWVA.li.W^ VJI VxXl 

Mallalieu. “ Oh, Curfew, Curfew," cried younger son. Eaymond Eaoul Eonde- Wretched boy! Hav< 

the old lady, apostrophising her absent bert Mouldy-le-Mallalieu, were again of them 7 " 
elder son as she looked round the lofty tete^cUtSte, this time in the drawing- “No, mother; I — I 

hall, “to think that you, the degenerate room of their London home, a flat at She seized his ai 

head of the ancient race of Mouldy-le- Kensington. “Speak! Have you s< 

Mallalieu, should have let Cur- 1 " (lector to pay 


few Place to that fearful man, ^ 
Blogg, who made his money J 

by that frightful composition, i 

Blogg’s Blacking 1 " 

“I don’t altogether blame 
Curfew," said Eaymond Eaoul 
Eondebert, as he leaned limply 
against the wall near an an- 
cient suit of armour ; “he ’s in 
a rotten state of debt, and so 
am I, When have we got to 
clear out, mother ? " 'WMn 

The Baroness wrung her 
hands. “ Within a week. Oh, 
woe is me! To think that 
Eoundelay, thirtieth Baron 
Curfew, should do such a 
thing ! He, directly descended 
. from Guy Godfrey Gollibert 
Mouldy - le - Mallalieu, near 
"whose armour - you lean so 
limply — the armour he wore at I 

the siege of Acre, when, sur- { 

rounded by a hundred thou- / 

sancl fierce infidels, all striking i I 
at him with — ^with — whatever . 

the weapons were that the crea- 
tures used— he held his own 
against them and received only *> 
that one little dint on his 
breast-plate ! You yawn, my ^ 

son. Ah, Eaymond, you mean “Bx( 
well, but you also are degen- 'Eyes 
erate. To think that you, de- “We 
scended from that doughty 
Crusader, should have a heart- 
weakness that forbids a military career 
and a brain-weakness that fits von onlv 


Dom of their London home, a flat at She seized his arm convulsively, 
[ensington. “ Speak ! Have you sold them to a col- 

. lector to pay your miserable 

I debts 7 Degenerate scion of an 

— V ancient race ! " 

‘ " coat the breast-x)Iato and back^ 

plate of Guy the Crusader." 

“ My lieroic son I " and she 
threw her arms round him. 
who's iiruiNo “ What worc the daugcrs youi* 

.lY KEPHEW HAS TO PUT A SHIEEIKO 

CH WAYS. Now YOU'LL PEOMISE KOT TO LET ME ^/OU 

't you?” a day 1 What is the one little 

Tpr: — — ; flint in the breast-plate, which 

How did you leave them all at Old- was all the damage a hundred thousand 


“Excuse mb, but aeb you the jockey who's iiruiNo 
'Eyes Eight'?” “Yes, Mum.” 

“Well, my nephew has peesuadeb me to put a shilling 

ON YOU BOTH WAYS. NoW YOU 'LL PEOMISE NOT TO LET ME 
DOWN, won’t you?” 


DnrT o L-u T — T -r^ , ^ was au tuc uamage a hundred thousand 

foi dlpk^ r® Eaymond as he fierce infidels could inmofc on tirOiusa- 

“Buck nn\*-nrvf Lav o 1 f + 1 * lounged limply by the fire, for his der, compared with the fearful battering 
voiii^plfnn+A?of»” ’ ^ returned from a thatbothplates— breast and back— have 

’ yf Eaymond. visit of some months to her brother-in- suffered while worn bv voi* < Worbhv 
r?; u-K been fedup with law and sister, Lord and Lady Oldgore. descendant of Guy GodSv Gollffl 

Sid^lSunLS°?hoMan?^^ “ the Baroness. Mouldy-le-Mallalieu,tiie famous Knight 

s f £: s ... 

What are you gom’ to take away with heard dreadful things about Curfew 

y®^- . „ , , Place, Eaymond. The Oldgores say Ambidexterity. 

ouriew auows me to take some the man Blogg has been in the habit of ®’“s oamo slowly, and at 25 the bowlers 
rniture, some articles of vertu, and turnins his six bovs into tb« changed hands.”— H«Z1 Times. 


fiirnifnvJ A- 1 i! T , “ -“logs Jias neen m the habit of 

tbn ilv articles of vertu, and turning his six boys into the pioture- 

' the back-plate of Gny gallery to play, and they’ve shot with 


hands.”— HwZi; Times, 

More Profiteering, 


.toy .bonia b. b, i 





Instructor. “Now in salutin’ you being the ’and up smartly in a circular motion till the finger-tips are just over 

THE RIGHT EYE. YoU *LL FIND THAT YER FINGERS ARE OF DIFFERENT LENGTHS SO AS TO PIT UNDER THE PEAK OP THE CAP,” 


HOW TO BRIGHTEN DOMESTIC SERVICE. 

What is crudely called the Servant 
Problem remains unsolved. Chloe and 
I did our own washing-up again to-day, 
or rather she did ifc and I encouraged 
her by my conversation. 

None of the devices suggested in the 
Press seem to give domestic service the 
glamour necessary to make it attractive 
to the maidenhood of our village. 

Even the permission to wear mufti, 
to dismiss daily at 2 p.m., to entertain 
gentlemen friends ft the drawing-room 
twice a week, to use our gramophone 
and our Christian names, has so far 
failed to lure any young lady to our 
assistance. 

Chloe thinks that perhaps the very 
word “kitchen” is offensive to deli- 
cate ears, and intends in future, when 
referring to this department in the 
presence of Ladies of the Household — 
or whatever they elect to be called — to 
speak of it as the “ orderly room ” or 
“ your studio.” 

She is willing to address hen: aides<le- 
cliamhre in any way they choose — ^IMiss 
Jones or Jonesy, if simple Gladys or 
Gwendoline is barred. (My suggestion 
of “ Your washup ” she treated as levity 
of the first water.) 


My own serious conviction is that 
service on the domestic front must be 
! brightened by the introduction of that 
sporting and competitive spirit which 
in most other departments of life serves 
to encourage esprit de corps. 

To begin with, cooking competitions 
for valuable prizes should be inaugurated 
all over the country.- In every district 
Gastronomic Boards or Committees 
should be constituted to judge, and the 
winner of the local contest would re- 
present her district in the county or even 
the national championship. In this 
way the names of prominent kitchen 
artists would become household wordsi 
healthy rivalry would be fostered and 
public interest enlisted. 

People of taste would feel it in- 
cumbent upon them to know something 
of the characteristic work of the local 
champion. The most brilliant culinary 
stars would very likely become 
ciiisinUres errantes, and go on tour 
about the country. Dining out would 
acquire a new interest if every guest 
was aware that in the preparation of 
the dishes some well-known specialist 
might have been concerned, whose style 
people of culture were expected to 
recognise ; if one was supposed to spot, 
say, a Mrs. Martha Brown amongst the 


sweets as quickly as a Corot amongst 
the pictures. 

Other branches of domestic work 
offer even finer opportunities for the 
introduction of the sporting spirit.^ 

Bed-making, for instance, regarded 
as an indoor game, would become 
much more popular than it is. One 
can easily imagine public enthusiasm 
being aroused and maintained for this 
branch of household athletics by articles 
in the Press discussing the system of 
training, the moral and chances of the 
various entrants for some big compe- 
tition. Schools of bed-making — the 
Graeco -Eoman, the Catch-as-catch- 
can — would develop each with its en- 
thusiasts. Doubtless some Queiens- 
BERRY would arise to formulate rules 
for the sport, some Lonsdale to endow 
an embossed silver teapot for the 
Heavy-weight Mattress Tossing Oham- 
pionship of England. 

The personal appearance, hobbies 
and styles of the favourites for sucb 
contests as the Championship of the 
League of Bed-makers would become 
familiar to the public through the 
medium of the movies, which amongst 
topical items would show Miss Daffodil 
Smithson practising bolster-t hr owing 
or quilt-squaring with her trainer. 
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Every girl in the country, thrilled 
by the example of her illustrious sisters, 
would emulate their achievements, and 
thus not only would the pace and 
methods of domestic work be infinitely 
improved, but its popularity ensured 
as yet another ladder towards the 
pedestal of public idolatry. 


SWELLED HEAD. 

“ What we want in this country,” 
said the man with the red tie, “ is 
equality of opportunity. Why ain’t I a 
lord and a duke ? Of course I wouldn’t 
be one, not if I had the chawnce ; lot 
o’ blinkin’ parasites, that’s what they 
are ; but I ain’t never ’ad the chawnce, 
’ave I? No, nor you ’aven’t ’ad the 
chawnce neither. Why, any one of us 
in this ’ere compawtment might ’ave 
the natural capacity to be the best 
Prime Minister England ever ’ad, but 
what chawnce ’ave we ’ad to prove it ? 
N one at all. Because, ” h e ended loudly, 
“ we ain’t got equality of opportunity.” 

The old man in the corner woke up, 
yawned noisily, rubbed his eyes and 
broke into the conversation. 

“ I got the biggest ’ead in the City o’ 
London,” he said surprisingly. 

We stared at him, 

“ Yus, I ’ave,” he insisted truculently, 
though nobody had disputed his re- 
markable claim. There ain’t a ’at in 
the ’ole o’ London big enough for me 
— not a ’ard felt ’at, like yours.” He 
darted a skinny finger suddenly at the 
man opposite. 

Taken aback for a moment, the 
wearer of the “ ’ard felt ’at ” got a grip 
on liimself. 

Yus, there is,” he said, 
tell yer there ain’t — not a ’ard, 
felt ’at—not in the ’ole o’ London.” i 
And I say there is,” was the con- 
fident retort. 

The old man was annoyed. ** There ' 
ain’t, I tell yer,” he repeated; “I’ve 
bin everywhere to try to get a ’ard ’at. ; 
’Ow should you know anything abaht 
it? Your ’ead ain’t no more than a 
pimple alongside mine. I tell yer there 

ain’t a ’at Weil, then, you tell me 

where I can get a ’at big enough.” 

“Well,” said the other, “I know 
where there ’s one, at any rate. Out- 
side old Jimson’s shop — the one ’e ’as 
,for a sign. That’s big enough, ain’t 
it ? Abaht four foot ’igh.” 

Plainly i in the old man’s view, this 
was trifling with a serious subject. 

“ We don’t want no jokin’ abaht it,” 
he said. “I’m gi vin’ yer fax, I am. 
There ain’t a ’am ’at big enough for 
me in London — not for sale,” he added 
hastily, “ Why, I once went into a 
shop with a friend 'oo wanted a ’at, 
and after the shopman ’ad served ’im 


’e turned to me an’ ’e says, * Don’t you 
want a hat ? ’ ’e says. I says, Yus, 
if you ’ve got one big enough.’ ’E 
laughed, thinking I was jokin’, no 
doubt. * * Big enough ! ’ ’e says ; ‘oh, 
W0 ’ve got one big enough.’ 

“‘All right,’ I says. ‘Trot it aht; 
but I ’ll bet five bob you ain’t got one.’ 

“ Well, ’e took the bet very confident. 
’E tried on a dozen, I should think. 
At last ’e give it up. ’E looked at me 
very respectful like, an’ then ’e says, 
‘ Would you mind my tryin’ the ma- 
chine on your ’ead? ’ 

“It was a machine something like a 
typewriter, what fitted rahnd yer ’ead. 
’E put it on an’ fiddled abaht with it 
an’ took it off an’ looked at it. 

“ ‘ Well,’ *’e says — * well 1 ’ 

“Then ’e showed me a bit o’ paper 
with the shape o’ my ’ead marked on 
it. I never see anything like it myself 
— not unless it was a map of Ireland. 

“ ‘ There,’ ’e says, * it ain’t your fault, 
I suppose, but that ’s the shape o’ your 
’ead, life-size. You’ve won the bet. 
The only thing I ’ve got in the shop to 
fit you,’ ’e says, ‘ is a ’at-box.’ 

“ ’E seemed a bit cross, hut ’e cheered 
up when I said I wouldn’t - take ’is 
money. . So thei’e you are. There ain’t 
a ’ard felt 'at in the City o' London 
what ’ll fit me.” 

He leaned back and surveyed his 
audience complacently. 

“Waru’t it Gladstonk?” asked 
someone, “ what ’ad sucli a big ’ead ? ” 

“That’s iti” cried the old man ex- 
citedly. “My ’ead’s the same size as 
old Gladstone’s was — the same size 
exactly.” 

“Well, that’s a case in pint,” said 
the man with the red tie. “Equality 
of opportunity — that ’s what we want. 
If your fawther ’ad 'ad the money to 
send you to college like Gladstone’s 
fawther sent 'im you might ’a’ bin 
Prime Minister of England.” 

“^I think it's very likely,” said the 
old man. “ Any’ow, I got the'ead for it.” 


Lord Leverhulme’s Oversight. 

[TM Lwerjpool Daily Post announces the 
association of a Newcastle company with 
the “fish canning enterprises of Lord Lever- 
hulme.”] 

When his rank to a Barony earned an 
advance 

Lord Leverhulme missed a superlative 
chance ; 

Eor it 's clear from his prowess in 
company planning 

That he ought to have chosen the style 
of “Lord’ Canning.” 


Commercial Candour. 

“Euhber Gloves for protecting the hands, 
while they last, 1/7J pair.” 

“ The Sun,^’ Sydney^ Australia. 


STILL ANOTHEE PERPLEXITY. 

Last week IMr. Punch permitted me 
to inquire how false stories come to bo 
invented and put into circulation. This 
week I have a further problem to pro- 
pound — a mere trifle, but one to which 
I should dearly like a reply : Wiiai is 
Truth ? No more than that. 

The subject has been worrying me 
ever since my partner at dinner made a 
certain remark. “ How can you,” she 
said, “take all that salt? Don’t you 
know that salt promotes gout ? ” 

I was nover so astonished in my life. 
I have always taken plenty of salt, 
principally because I find things insipid 
without it, hut a little also in the boliof 
that it is a healtliy accessory. And 
this is the first breath of slander to 
impair its fair fame. Tliat I am inclined 
to be gouty, I knew, but of all the 
contributory causes salt wotdd bo the 
last to occur to me. Quito the last. 
Indeed I am not sure that my addiction 
to salt is not in part due to a sub-con- 
scious, unthinking belief that it is a cor- 
rective to gout. As dogs instinctively 
nibble grass when in need of medicine, 
so liad I probably taken refuge in salt. 

And now 1 was to hc‘ar thi.s, lightly 
dropped in })etwccn talk of books and 
ballets, but far from lightly received. 

For it is part of my character to be- 
lieve rather than to suspect. Strange 
though it may sound, even after half a 
century’sexperienceof this sinful world, 
my first tendency is to accept state- 
ments at their face value, and only later 
— or not at all— to set them under tljc 
microscope. On tliis occasion, however, 
I put the case, hitting mo so nearly as 
it did, to tlic company at largo. 

“ Is salt l)ad for one ? ” “ Does salt 
conduce to gout?” “Is one bettor 
without salt at all ? such momentous 
questions as these wore passed about the 
table, to the complete rout of Massine 
and Lopokova, but with no reassuring 
result to me, for every one differed even 
as this morning’s r3bing exports of the 
newspapers differ as to tliis afternoon’s 
winners. 

Since then I have asked several 
medical men, and these also make con- 
tradictory replies. And now half my 
pleasure in food has gone, because, if i 
take salt with it, 1 am afraid I am doing 
i myself a mischief, and if I abstain from 
salt there is a want of flavour. Bee 
what harm a dinner- partner can do ! 

Meanwhile I retuim to the greater 
problem, What is Truth ? 


! “Pensioners are notoriously long-lived. The 
last survivor of the American Civil War died 
in 1869 at the age of 109. He feught as a lad 
of shite&n.‘*^--Weehly Paper. 

He seems to have aged very rapidly. 




OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 


{By Mr. Punch’s Staff of Learned Clerks.) 

Apart from its criticisms of certain individuals, Lord 
French’s 1914 (Constable) is not very conspicuous for its 
revelations on such debated matters as, for instance, the’ 
change in von Kluck’s plans. We get more detail about 
those of Lord French’s own schemes which were thwarted 
either from home or by the French Government. But 
perhaps the chief interest of the volume lies in its revela- 
tions of the author’s personality. His courage and fore- 
sight in resisting the temptation to seek refuge for his tired 
troops in the walls of Maubeuge, and so avoiding the trap 
laid for him by the enemy, shows him at his best and strong- 
est. Elsewhere we often find him too much given to alter- 
nation between sanguine hopes and unwarrantable fears. 
And whatever he may have thought at the time, and what- 
’ ever stimulus was needed to strengthen our thin line at 
Ypres, he shows a strange lack of faith in the nation’s 
courage and resource when he asserts to-day that the break- 
ing of that line and the consequent loss of the Channel 
ports would have ended the existence of the British Empire. | 
' Of the final chapter, in which he attacks the Government 
of the day for their neglect to supply him with adequate 
ammunition, we have not heard the last. It is noticeable, 
by the way, as significant of Lord French’s loyalty to his 
friends (the volume abounds in generous appreciations), that 
while he protests against the diversion of material to the 
Dardanelles he has no word to say against the original 
promoter of that campaign . . , Nothing in this book can 
^ lessen the debt of gratitude we owe to Lord French for the 


great part he played as Commander-in-Chief of, our Expe- 
ditionary Force, but its untimeliness is, I think, beyond 
question; and, whatever the relation may be between his 
statements and the ultimate verdict of history, the indiscre- 
tion (to use a polite word) of his attack upon those whose 
lips are sealed is not likely to help either the writer or the, 
Empire in whose service he still holds an honourable place. 


Admirers of “ Sabber’s” short stories may have wondered 
what sort of a job he would make of a novel, and in Mufti 
(Hodder and Stoughton) they have it, prologue, epilogue, 
all complete. Sternly he keeps himself to the main path, 
the digressions which were such conspicuous features of 
his former work being negligible here; but the symptoms 
of bitterness which he has lately developed are still to be 
found. It is rather easy sport to hold a plebeian knight up 
to ridicule by making him an almost impossible vulgarian. 
**Sabber” has better work to do. The light he throws 
upon life as certain classes lived it during the War is a true 
and useful light. The theme of his love-story, tragic in its 
essentials but relieved by comedy and humour, is an ancient 
one, dealing with the question whether a girl should marry 
the man whom she loves or one whose wealth would save 
her family from disaster; but it is made fresh by its war-time 
setting, and no one recognises the changes that war has 
brought about in the old order of things more clearly than 
■** Sabber,” or writes about them With greater force. I need 
hardly add that the dialogue pf this story is excellent, 
and I am convinced that Mr. Cyril MoNeile has the way 
clear before him if he can only keep himself out of the 
rut of cynicism. 
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That a private soldier in Toound''”'' Incidentally lefc'n.e add that none hat tl.o youlh- 

bu ton made from the brass of ® Luy impatient should miss tl.is brief but <,«ite bdlli^mt 

vessermay^weUhaveLemedtoMr.W. A.DABLiNaTONaje^^ criticism by one who is himself a niasicr of the craft with 
of the richest promise. But unfortunately Priuafe Iffijrpms which it deals. As to the actual nitriguo licio_uiua\ ol ed, 
was of too retiring a'nature to utilise the services of his nothing shall induce ino to give so mucli as a hint at it, lost 
oenie for the practfeal purpose of capturing the Kaisbb and clumsy handling should supply a duo that would rum all. 
Sis High Command, and so bringing the Wr to an abrupt You must even accept my word for it that voiy seldom in 
c-^^iolui inconsistently enough he sets himself the far such a business have I been fur hm- from tho truth or movo 
Xe diLult task, when L leavl, of winning the hand of startled by its disclosure. And il. as always attimunon 
a Society beauty by taking a large house in her neighbour- was not quite equal to the laptuio of pmsumg, that is hut 
Lod and displaying great wealth and magnificence. But further praise of the ingenuity tl.at prolonged this pleasure 
in the trenches his enterprise is confined to comparatively to the last possible moment. 

trivial ends, in which the supply of unlimited beer figures ^ . . 

largely. The most amusing effect, however, was undesigned. My Best Cure (Grant RrciiAuns) shows our pronuor jestor 


trenches should have a 


tunic I liberality of writing a penny dreadful so as to make it worth 


On the firsjb appearance of the genie Higgins, petrified with 

1 • 1 #. 1.. f 


My Best Cure (Grant RrciiAuns) shows our promior jestor 
and War-fund accelerator yielding to the temptation, that 


V./1A UAXC3 JJL1.0U CU)JlJ<3CIlACUU.VCl WI.AV/ ,.|-l fit t* m I 

horror, exclaimed, “Strike me pink!” with the result that besets all accomplished artists, of attempting to express 


his skin took on a colour which demanded immediate iso- 1 himself in another medium, i owe so jiiany laughs 60 

lation. Eventually he v/ ' u ^ 

was restored by the r f ”*'1 

same medium, bub Cap- Eflfi with the stroiig- 

tain Brown,B.AM,G., n !l S “ esfc souse of pleasurable 

whose treatment of the ^ antlC!patlon»-a!\^a}s,l 

unprecedented malady T ! “ hazardous 

and preposterous intri^ tho wug said of B 5 r 

gue that held the whole Thke'b Ham- 

adventure together. ^ ^ would not ripply* 

"Lacking this, “Bear Sir, — write to thank you for the marvellous benefit which I have And yet quite a good 

tow (Jenkins) does not received from your wonderful book on the Training of the Memory. I study this of it, if it could 

nnifl r.f truly remaikable volume at odd moments with tremendous success. u^a 4^1,^ 

quite, like those of or- Professor Memo. “ Yours faithfully, H. Tipton.» assistance 

dmary humanity, come I , , , of those archea brows, 

off. But the author has a pleasant sense of quiet humour, those mischievous shrewd eyes, that telescopic nock, that 
and his own experiences in the War have given him a sound impossible bowler, and that air of genial impropriety, would, 
knowledge of the speech and habits of Thomas Atkins. I feel sure, have reduced me to tho old helplessne.sK. 

His publisher, by the way, claims, I think, to have dis- — 

covered Mr. Darlington, bub he has, of course, long been The Taste of A]) 2 ?le$ (Skefpington) is a simple tale of : 
known to readers of Punch. a delightful old shoemaker w'ho had just a soiip^oji of 

— I genius, and his small round wife who existed to make pies. ■ 

The pleasure you take in The Skeleton Key (Collins) will They are Americans, sent by their wealthy son to have a 
j be overcast by the knowledge that it is,, I suppose, the last holiday in England. While “Mother,” by dint of admin- 
work we shall read from the pen of the late Bernard Capes, istering much affection and even more pie, is rescuing 
Hob a page in the present book but proclaims eloquently the Wally Tilton, her son’s old school-friend, from evil ways, tho 
extent of that loss. Tlie tale itself is an excellent example of shoemaker wanders about making friends with all sorts and 
the mystery or detective type ; one of the best indeed that I conditions of men and, true to his last, continually studying 
have met this great while^ so well is its interest sustained feet. It is in the description of liis adventures that a 
and so adroitly is the reader baffled. Usually iii murder- memorable paragraph occurs: “One class stood apart — 
stories the sole interest lies in the game of spotting the well-shod, their heavy serviceable boots alert and corn- 
culprit ; the affair becomes a kind of contest between author petent . . firm on both feet, they overlooked the crowd — 
and public, in which the finer literary graces are too apt to the one class that stood neither to gain nor lose by unrest — 
be neglected. But Mr. G. K. Chesterton, who contributes England’s truly great ones— the Metropolitan police.” Mrs. 
a short appreciative introduction to The Skeleton Key, Jennbtte Lee’s book, with the right page turned down, 
rightly draws attention to the touch of dignity that Mr. will no doubt be left in public places by countless thousands 
Capes never failed to impart to work of this kind, carrying who share her enthusiasm and sometimes fear to find the 
on the artistic tradition of Stevenson, in “the technical “alertrboots ” of their idol filled with common clay. 






“Bear Sir,— I write to thank you for the marvellous benefit which I have 
received from your wonderful book on the Training of the Memory. I study this 
truly remarkable volume at odd moments with tremendous success. 

“To Professor Memo. “ Yours faithfully, H. Tipton.** 


owe so many laughs to 
Mr. Gkohok lioHKY 
that I took up his 
hook with the strong- 
est sense of pleasundile 
anticipation»-ahvays, 1 
suppose, a hay.arcious 
attitude. I n the end 1 
found myself saying, 

“ But this will not quite 
do.” Bather machine- 
made (is it not?) this 
account of a comedian’s 
holiday -at Little Rio- 
cum — the Mayor’s wel- 
come, the village idiot, i 
the lumpy mattro.ss, tho 
country-side noises in 
tlie small ijours, the 
punt accitlent, tho es- 
cape. I am not sure 
that the converse of 
what tho wiJg said of Rir 
IIeubeht Tree’s II<m- 
let would not apply, 
s And yet quite a good 
^ deal of it, if it could 
have had the assistanco 
J of those arched brows, 
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New Kronen banknotes issued by the could get a Member of Parliament to 
Hungarian Bank bear an inscription come and deliver a speech for nothing. 
[iV Huns, forbidding their imitation. A few sham * . * 


A TBOJPO^i of trying the guilty Huns, forbidding their imitation, A few sharp 
not only the Ex-Kaiser but his ac- lessons like this ought to teach forgers 
complices, a correspondent draws our to be very careful, 
attention to a certain apjfositeness in 

Mrs. Glasse’s cookery-book instruc- Now that Peace has been signed 
tion, Pirst catch your Herr,” practically every German prisoner is 


Concerning the statement that the order to get his version of “ How I es- 
Kaiser is to be supplied with a house in caped'* into print before the crowd 


lessons like this ought to teach forgers A British aviator now claims to have 
to be very careful. flown round the world. It transpires 

that he ascended from an aerodrome 
Now that Peace has been signed near Eastleigh, remained in the air 
practically every German prisoner is while the earth revolved once, and then 
anxious to be the first back home in landed in the same field again, 
order to /cret his voraion nf TTow T ac- 


London while awaiting his trial, might arrives 
it not be sufficient punishment to make . 
him find it himself ? It hi 


^ is shortly to be introduced in London 

We hear that force of habit is so in which a bedroom scene will appear. An attempt to define the phrase 
deeply instilled in von Beuter that no We trust that unscrupulous producers “ Working - classes ” in the Scottish 
sooner does he enter his bath than he will not be meamenough to appropriate Housing Bill has been defeated.' We 
pulls out the bath-plug, this novel idea, ^ .. agree. The suggestion that as a matter 

’ of course any class works has a nasty 

Up to the time of going to press the An army horse which had seen ser- smack of pre-war feudalism about it. 
Germans had not yet'l j ^ 


ped into print before the crowd Should golf caddies give advice ? ” 
rives. ... ... asks a contemporary. We ourselves 

‘ prefer a caddie who occasionally strikes 

It has leaked out that a new play the serious note. ... 


put forward the plea 
that the sinking of their 
fleet was the vrork of a 
British floating mine. 

si: 

si: 

The Admiralty an- 
nounces that permits 
are no longer required 
from persons proceed- 
ing to the Orkney 
Islands. Londoners 
should remember, how- 
ever, that the Orkneys 
have a housing problem 
of their own. 

, sU >ls 

Agents of the Prohi- 
bition movement, de- 
clares The Weekly 
Dispatchj are already 
(arriving in England 






^ I ^ member of a cer- 

' 'i U V j London club re- 

^ — — small but useful, like 

• PACIFIC PUNOTILIor ’ antimacapara, aspidis- 

tras, or china dogs, every 

i Reveller. “May I, Sir, on this auspicious day, take the very lodeing-house keener 

[iIBERTY- ?” T liu oo jj 

should be able to re- 

Pussy- 1 vice in France, Italy, Belgium and Servia | ceive at least one. 


PACIFIC PUNCTILIO. 

Polite Reveller. “ May I, Sir, on this auspicious day, take the very 
great liberty- ?” 


from the United States ! ! should be able to re- 

with ample funds. Notably “Pussy- vice in France, Italy, Belgium and Servia ceive at least one. 
foot ” Johnson. All we can say is there was offered for sale last Tuesday, but no 

may be a bottle or two of the stuff hid- buyer was forthcoming. It is thought “ I broke into the wrong house,” was 
den away somewhere, but it will take that it may now be sent to one of the the defence of a burglar charged at 
more than ample funds to ferret it out. Allies' stables in France to act as an Tottenham Police Court. Mistakes will 


Every word in Article 227 of the 
Peace Treaty, says an Evening News A bull-dog in Hyde Park last week 

correspondent, means exactly what it was seen to attack a dachshund and The wife of a Limehouse bargee last 

says and what it was intended to mean, take away a bone it was carrying. This week gave birth to triplets. We regret 

This is an innovation in connection seems to imply that the indemnity is we cannot publish the neat speech, of 

wdth State documents. already bqing exacted. the bargee, because it is still p'oceeding. 

There is some talk of its being orches- 

The London Education Committee A sad story reaches us of a discharged trated for a Jazz Band, 

has just spent a trifle of ten thousand soldier who was recently given employ- ^ 

pounds on new furniture. We under- ment on a fruit farm but who completely A scientist denies the recent state- 
stand thev will purchase the other chair broke down when he was informed that ment that the end of the world is at 


interpreter. 


happen of course in the best regulated 
business. 


The wife of a Limehouse bargee last 


later on. | 

We believe in keeping enra'pjport with' 
the causeries of the day. At the same 


the orchard in which he had to work hand, and points out that the earth 


contained only plum and apple trees. 

'A- * 


will last another million years at least. 
Jerry-builders are said to be alarmed. 


the causeries of the day. At the same Gillingham Corporation has been 

time the man who wrote to The Daily asked four guineas an hour for a Punch The various schemes for celebrating 
ik^a^Z saying that he had just shot a tele- and Judy show fpr a children's Peace Peace Day are so novel that people are 
phone with fifteen wireworms in its crop celebration. The expenditure, it was asking why somebody didn’t hit on the 
has our sincere sympathy. urged, was , unyrarranted when they idea of having a war before. 


VOL. CLVri. 
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HIDDEN TREASURE, 

As soon as Charles came in I asked 
him anxiously whether he had any clue 
as to the whereabouts of my gold safety- 
pin. I did not ask him this because 

1 considered him to be the successor 
of the famous sleuth-hounds of serial 
fiction, but because about a week ago 
he borrowed the bally thing and lost; 
it. If the narrative that follows ap-; 
pears to be rather melodramatic in 
form you must blame Charles for it, 
not me. 

“ Wait a moment,” he said, drawing 
his hand wearily across his brow, 

** and listen. I have had to-day the 
most terrifying experience of my life. 

I am still greatly overstraught and' 
unmung — I mean unmanned.” 

The cocaine has run out,” I said, 
humouring him. “ Some one left the 
back-door open. Have a go at the lime- 
' juice.” 

He drained a deep draught and con- 
tinued. 

I took a bus this morning from the 
Temple to the British Museum. I de- 
cided to return by two Tubes and the 
Inner Circle. I waited in the tioket- 
ofiing until my turn came to be served. 
As I was leaving the wire entanglement 
the man behind me clumsily dropped 
his change on the floor. I gave one 
glance back before I hurried to the lift, 
and met in his eyes a gaze of such 
•sinister ferocity that I was positively 
appalled. My knees trembled under 
me. A cold shiver ran through my 
frame and chilled the very marrow in 
it. I shall not keep my marrow in a 
frame any more. 

“ The whole way down in the lift, 
across the intervening mass of heads, 
this man kept glaring at me. The 
carriage I had to get on to was rather 
crowded even for the Ttibe. 1 had to 
run full tilt at the gateway and take 
the wind of the passenger just in front 
of me. Then the conductor slammed 
the gate and the fellow expanded again.' 

, You may not have noticed it, Watson, 

' but they are rather dangerous things, 

. these Tube gates. Once when I was 
in uniform I caught ' the' tape of my 
right puttee in. the thing as I got oft’ ; 
#ien the carriage went on I had- 

to spin round faster and faster on that 
Iqg, with the other in the air, till the 
train took the whole puttee aw4y like 
a* streamer and left mo spinning. 

"'But I have dijgressed. I did not see 
#Ee sinister man on that Tube or the 
nest ; but when I was pushed ofif at 
Charing Cross there he was wedged in 
amongst the crowfl a short distance 
1 away frorm me, an4 still glaring at me 
i with the-saiMi^ expression 6i intense 
^ j and bloodthirsty hate. I felt absolutely 
» 

certain now that lie was pursuing me. 

I wormed’ my way out of the crowd and 
hurried on I knew not and cared not 
whither. Suddenly I found myself at 
the foot of an escalator, but, alas, the 
wrong one. It was going down, not 
up ” 

“ You can’t,” I hazarded. 

" Napoleon once observed,” said 
Charles gently, “ that there is no sticli 
word as ‘ can’t ’ to a man who has iieen 
a field-marshal’s batman.” 

“ Go on,” I groaned. 

** Almost at the same moment with 
the tail of my eye 1 caught a glimpse 
of my enemy in hot pursuit. I was 
overcome with unreasoning terror. 
Almost without thinking I plunged up 
the falling stairway and in a few seconds 

I realised that my pursuer liad done' 
the same. 

“ The horror of the next moments will 
be with me as long as 1, live, Tlioy 
seemed an eternity. You realise that 
the downward motion of the stops kept 
counteracting my forward rush, and 
for longer than 1 like to think we tw^o 
were pounding away, with our knees 
almost up to our chins, on that terrible 
treadmill. 

“Cold beads of perspiration burst 
forth on my brow. Mechanically I 
counted them as they burst. How 1 
ever reached the top I do not know. 
But reach it I did, with the foe hard on 
my heels. With a desperate courage I 
turned round and pushed off his hat 
and had the indescribable satisfaction 
of seeing him halt and pass rapidly 
away from me downwards and back- 
wards. 

“Bor a moment the pursuit was 
baffled, and I saw no more of him. 1 
reached the Temple Station without 
further adventure and was half-way to* 
my rooms when suddenly I heard the 
sound of pattering feet behind me. I 
suppose that my nerves were shattered, 
for I know that I screamed aloud and 
ran as I have never run in my life 
before. My imagination played wikb 
tricks with me ; 1 began to fancy even ; 
that this was no earthly adversary at 
all, but the reincarnation of some long- 
dead spirit- Miat I had unwittingly 
evoked from the haunted shades of the 
Museum, 

“Nearer and nearer came his heavy 
boots; nearer his loud pants. Just 
before I reached the staircase to my 
rooms along skinny hand reached out 
and clutched my shoulder. My heart 
stopped. I turned and faced him, and 
for the first time he spoke. 

Excuse me, Sir,’ he said, "but I 
think you have haif-a-crown of mine in 
the turn-up of your left trouser-leg 7 * 

“ And as a matter of fact I liad.” 

There was a long pause. 

“ Ohaiies,” 1 said at last sadly, w hy 
have you told me these things *? ” 

“ They ’re perfectly true,” he said ; “ 1 
can piove it.” 

“Yes?” 

“ Well, I ihouglit I ’d look at the 
other trouser-leg while T was about it, 
and 1 found your rotfon old safety-pii! 
there.” 

And ho handed me the missing 
trinket. Evobl 

THE POWER OF THE NEW NAME. 

That }>okl actor-manag<jr and brave 
soldier, Colonel Bobkht ijOiUiNK, has 
revised the title of Vymno de Bertjemu 
to Cyrano pure and simple, after toy- 
ing for a while with T}m Mimiance of 
Cyrano, At the same time ISUhh Lihi*An 
McCAHTUiT, in her advortisemerit, is 
printing SL < irorye (md the J)rH{ion,% the 
original style of Mr. Mdkn PinLw»oTTs’ 
comedy, in small typo, and accentuat- 
ing its sub-titlo, Tha WUr Hlnliop and ila*, 
Foolkh Vtnjim ; and the two changes 
suggest thal any vitalising virtues that 
re-christening possesses might l)e tcBtcd 
more gonoraily. There are several plays 
in London just now that might securp 
for themselves really good runs if they 
could be named again. Chn Chin ( 'haw, 
for example, re-dressed and called 0pm 
Sesame, might be quite it success. 

But the oddest development of the 
moment in play-titles is that of the 
forthconung South African drama, J)r, 
James Barry, Here is distinctly a now 
idea. In default of acquiring a comedy 
hy the author of Dear Briitm and BeMr 
Ban, give another play his name, witlj 
a sliglit change of spoiling to avoiil 
trouble! Could anything i;e more 
. simple or efficacious ? Imitation being | 
a law of life, wa may expect shortly a | 
melodrama entitled The lUi\ Arthur 
Wing Blnmroe ; a comedy of West 
Country manners, to bo known as 
Somerset Matom ; and an idealistic play 
of American life and uplift since the dry 
period set in, called Ham Drinhvater, 

B'rom a soldier’s testimonial to a 
patent medicine : — 

“ I aui writiug of the hplendid rcriuitH i re- 
ceived from your Bplendid , I used it hi 

Bulonika and it made my nor\(‘H splcudid. 1 
cannot speak too highly ol your spieodid 
■cure, and I am (xmtiimally reconnuemling its 
Bplcndid rasults to my comrades.*' 

Who said Tommy had only' one ad- 
jective? 

“ An lutcro.sting cricket match was played 
i at Unter-Eschbach on Wednesday between the 
19th and tho 2Srd Middlesex* Lieut. Potter, 
of the SSrd^ made some brilliant hits, getting 
a total of SI after being bowled by Big, Taylor/* 

iivlogm Pont* 

' TbeMrua Britom ^ver knows when he 
. is beat. 



VICTOB AND VICTIM. . 

Me. Smillie. “IT’S A GREAT TRIUMPH WB’'VE WON FOR THE MINERS. A LOT MORE 
PAY AND A LOT LESS WORK.’’ , , , ' 

WOEKIN0 Woman. “YES. AND COAL UP SIX SHILLINGS. .'WHAT MAY BE EUN FOR YOU 
MEANS DEATH FOE MB?* ' ' ' ' 
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CHAELIB. 

Charlie is a dog ; I believe, though I 
have never seen him, a little dog. Befcty, 
who owns, or rather owned, him, tells 
me that he was born black, but one day 
he got on to the roof — I don*t quite see 
how he could have, but these things 
present less difficulty to dogs of Charlie’s 
breed than to those of others : at any 
rate the point of the story is that to 
get down he had to take a jump, which 
frightened him so much that he became 
perfectly white all over, with, as Betty 
says, placing a fat finger upon her 
own, “ just a lifetu tiny black noshe.” 

Probably you Jiave guessed from this 
chapter of his history that Charlie is a 
maginary dog and have begun to envy 
Betty’s mother because she has only 
maginary tax and ’maginary muzzle to 
deal with on his behalf. But fornaughty 
tiresomeness Charlie is the peer of any 
real dog who ever, wagging a propiti- 
atory tail, grinned at his owner, and as 
long as she had him Betty’s mother 
used sometimes to wish that she hadn’t. 
There was his tiresome habit of lagging 
behind on walks which often neces- 
sitated that Betty should stand in a 
narrow shop doorway during the busy 
hopr of the morning — when in our 
suburban village everybody who is 
anybody goes shopping — stamping a 


sandalled foot at him and screaming, 
** Charlie, Charlie, ’turn here, Sir,” while 
potential customers with empty baskets 
struggled to squeeze in past her, and 
satisfied customers with full ones raged 
behind her trying to get out. 

Then there were the occasions upon 
which he elected to dash across the 
flower-beds in the park and hunt ’mag- 
inary rats in the shubberies beyond it, 
spite of all- Betty’s shouts and even 
tears (for a pure-bred ’maginary dog, 
Charlie can be remarkably determined 
and wrong-headed). More than once 
at such moments all Betty’s mother’s 
explanations (aside) have failed to con- 
vince a park-keeper, and strained rela- 
tions have threatened to ensue. 

There was too the discomfiture of 
Betty’siit tie holiday governess. I know 
that all governesses are conventionally 
little, but Betty’s was only just so much 
larger and older than her charge as 
enabled ^ her to qualify for the post. 
Betty, sitting demurely with her on the 
sands at the seaside, called, “ Turn here 
and lie down besides us, Charlie ; ” and 
a large Australian soldier, unused to 
'maginary dogs, rose f^om the shadow 
of a breakwater and accepted the in- 
vitation, to the* gre^t annoyance of 
Betty’s little governess, who is very 
dignifiepl. , . 

All the same, since Charlie has been 


given away Betty’s mother has felt 
ridiculously sorry that ho is gone. She 
misses the shrill admonition and en- 
couragement which Betty addressed to 
him all day long, misses even the sight 
of the solid little boy next door who 
sometimes looks over the garden -wall 
at Betty, and in spite of all her efforts 
to exhibit her pet to him has never yet 
understood wiiat Betty is playing at. 

Charlie’s exit carno about in this 
way. Cook’s young man’s brother was 
discovered to be one of those soldiers 
for whom the War is never got tig to ho 
over, who are still “ carrying on ” with 
unbelievable courage, though all the 
rest of the world goes past outside their 
hospital -walls savouring the joys of I 
peace. Cook’s young man’s brother, | 
or Joe, as his friends more simply call i 
him, has been brought by the Bate ' 
who usually mismanages tiie disposal of 
wounded soldiers, kind for once, within 
a reasonable ’bus-ride of his brother’s 
young lady’s mistress’s home, and so 
Betty s mother and Betty, and of course 
Charlie, for dogs of his breed have dis- 
tinct advantages where ’buses and hos- 
pitals are concezmed, set out one day 
last week to visit him. Taking Charlie 
was in the nature of an experiment. 
Joe might have been one of those curious 
P^ple,^ like the little boy next door, to 
whona^ maginary dogs are invisible, but 
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be wasn’t. He saw him at once when 
Betty called him to follow her into the 
ward, held out a skinny arm and clicked 
bis fingers at him. When Betty, pant- 
ing elaborately, for Charlie has lately 
grown very fat, hauled him up and put 
him on the bed — no nurse gainsaying 
her — Joe pulled his ears and Charlie 
licked his cheek. 

“My word, Missy,” said Joe, with 
Charlie curled up on the red quilt 
against his well leg, “if I had a dog 
like this it wouldn’t half be company 
for me, would it now ? ” 

Betty nodded, smiling back at him, 
but was, for her, so quiet that, as they 
walked away from the hospital, her 
mother looked down at the top of her 
small round hat wondering. 

* “ Where ’s Charlie, Betty? ” she said ; 
you ’re not looking after him.” 

“ He ’s sitting on Joe’s bed. I leaved 
him for tumpany.” 

Betty’s mother saw a stray tear 
Splash down on to the yoke of her frock, 
sink in and leave a round dark spot. 
Being her mother she didn’t suggest 
that there must be as many Charlies 
in imagination as ever came out of it. 
She only squeezed her daughter’s hand 
very tight for sympathy, .wondering 
what the chances are for a little 
’maginary dog with even the kindest 
owner who doesn’t know he is there. 


AT THE BAEBER’S, 

Ahhived in Town from overseas 
About the hour of noon, 

I blew as cheerfuLas you please 
Into the “ Gents’ Saloon.” 

Unbrushed, ungarnished, oddly garbed, 
I found it evident 

'Twas more the barber than the barbed 
Made claim to be the “ Gent.” 

He was not of us lesser folk ; 

Erom boots of black and tan 

To smooth coiffure, his mien bespoke 
The perfect gentleman. 

Within I pondered on the tip 
Due to his special kind, 

What time milord retired to snip, 

With dignity, behind. 

I saw his scornful glances fall 
And hopefully surmised , 

He would accept no tip at all 
Erbm one he so despised. 

Between the cutter and the cut 
There was no loss of love ; 

His curt “ Shampoo ? ” appeared as but 
An order from above. 

Towards the basin with disdain 

* My wrotched head he thrust,' 

And functioned as a god of rain 
Who lays the summer dust. 







« A — 

'fr- 

Traveller, “One V’ginia Water.” Booldng Clerh, “Single? 

Traveller, “No, double: and put some ice in it,” ‘ 


I wondered from the depths below, 
Did Providence design 
k hand so kempt as his to go 
And mix with hair like mine ? 

Ablutions done, remained a mess 
As grimy as could be ; . 

His pride of self was even less 
Than his contempt for me. 

But did I give my end away? 

Emphatically not ; 

I had the impudence to say, 

“What dirty hands you’ve got 1 ” 


The InfLuence of Environment. 

“ From Llandrindod you proceed along the 
lovely valley of the Ithon, growing more 
beautiful as you proceed.’.’ — Motor Cycle, 


“ The British trans- Atlantic Steamer Mauri- 
tania broke the world’s record by making the 
voyage from Halifax to Liverpool in 24 hours.” 

Eabtern Spectator, 
Where ’s your E34: no\Y ? 

“Be Smart. — Fashionable foreign hotel 
labels for your luggage ; specimen, twelve 
penny stamps.”— in Daily Payer, 

The Travellers’ Club ’must be careful 
about the credentials of its candidates, 

“ The erection of the hotel has only reached 
the skeleton stage, but its dcsigu and plans 
show that it is to bo a most up-to-date esta- 
blishment, into which every conceivable in- 
convenience is introduced.” — Scotch Paper, 

The architect must have had all his 
work cut out to surpass in this respect 
some existing establishments. 
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ARTISTS UNDER FIRE. 

Critic (distant)* “My little bloke keeps peckin’ away somethink wondeiiful, ’Ow’s voukbV” 

Critic (near). “ Pecking- ? There’s none o’ yer pecklv’ about old Bolshy ’ere. ’K ’s m . ivins ' it on lavish.” 


EESTAUEANT D’ESPAGNE. 

As I entered tlie expensive restaurant, 
to my great surprise the head-waiter 
Jmrried up and led nae to a table. He 
spread the carte de jour before me and 
asked if I was sure I ,felt no draught. 
He pointed out such things as were 
good and such as were less to be de- 
sired. He could not recommend this 
as he would like, and, as to that, he felt 
certain I should be better without it. 

Directly the head-waiter disappeared 
the wine-waiter was at my side to know 
wliat I should like to drink. As I had 
never before succeeded in getting any 
unsolicited attention from this function- 
ary I was still more surprised. 

The, meal began to arrive quickly 
and%as served with a rhythm such as 
the best restaurants once were noted for 
’’Mt latterly have disregarded : whether 
because they have lost pride or because 
their customers are unworthy of it, I 
; cannot say. ^ 

Several times the head-waiter came 
back to me of his own accord to know 
if everything was all right. At first 


I thought I was the one privileged 
person to be so preferentially treated, 
but on looking round I found that he 
was showing everyone else the same 
fitting but unusual attention. I 

The table- waiters also were assiduous. I 
My own attendant could not do enough 
for me and I never had to call‘‘ Waiter ! 
once, or send other waiters to find liim 
and bring him back. No other waiter 
came to remove the cheese before I liad 
done with it. 

Indeed it really seemed as though 
the whole place for the moment existed 
only for the comfort of each guest; 
which of course is the right restaux'ant 
idea, but is too often forgotten. 

Towards the end of the meal the 
‘wine- waiter reappeared, without being 
sent for, to know if I I'equired a liqueur 
and a cigar. 

The coffee was both hot and strong. 

There was nothing in the bill that 
was unjust. 

Unfortunately I can’t tell you where 
this well-conducted establishment is,’ 
because just as I was preparing to pay 
I woke up. 


Commercial Candour. 

“ Ak an Adyc*rtisinf< IMialhuu You can’t Iwar 

the Itevii'w. Mv<»ry iiionth brings fivsb 

(*viclencc'.”-- fndian Majanne. 

A Mixed Bag- 
“ KoLTCHAK’B SuCi’LhS. 

Hamara T.tken. 

. . • , Pahih, May Pb 

A minister’s wife, a doctor’s wife and iin 
portant town on the left bank of the Volga.” 

AuntraVtan 

“Between 09 and 70, both oiU<^eri, and iiK‘n, 
were present.”— Paper. 

The slight unceriainty as to the number 
is probably due to its having included a 

quarter-bloke.” 

“Ballatine says thi.s prospect d<x‘s not 
trouble hiin. The big thing for Jiiin was that 
he made the trip. 

Ballantinowas the only member of the crew 
who felt ill during the trip.— Exchange. 

Ballantyno (adds the Central hlews) was dis- 
covered stowed away among the tanks a few 
hours after the airship had left East Fortune.” 

Pail}} News. 

It has not yet been announced by tlie 
Press Association that the man's name 
is Valentine. 
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PEACE CELEBRATIONS. 

Excited Small Boy, “ Look, Uncle ! Here they come 1 ” 


THE LEAVE HAT, 

It iiad long been a tradition that I 
crowned each leave with a new hat for 
Pamela, and it was a rite by no means 
devoid of pleasure for me. The varying 
expressions on Pamela’s face and her 
ultimate rapture were worth paying 
for, . But what I did grudge was the 
number of golden hours spent away 
'among those strange creatures who 
apparently reveal their inner natures 
to Pamela, but to me are just soulless 
mannequins. 

Last leave, therefore, I hit on a new 
plan. 

The price of the leave hat had never 
exceeded three guineas, 

“ Look hei'e, Pamela,” I said, “ I ’m 
going to make you a sporting offer. 
We’ll go and buy the hat to-day. If 
you choose it within five minutes it 
shall be a five-guinea one; if within 
ten, a four-guinea one ; and so on, 
twenty-five minutes being the time- 
limit. What do you think of it ? ” 

Pamela thought a moment. 

“ Very good,” she said. “ I ’ve never 
dared go to Jocelyn, but I shall this 
time.” 

We' duly went to Jocelyn. Pamela 
intimated that five guineas was about 
her price. A gracious satin ladjr sailed 
forward with a succulent model in each 
hand. 

“These are five guineas. Madam,” 
she said. 

Pamela turned both down in that 
firm shopping tone which is my despair. 
I took out my watch. 

Suddenly she darted across the show- 
room and plucked something from a 
stand. “ That ’s the hat,” she cried, 
jamming it on her head. It certainly 
suited her as well as all other hats. 

“That’s charming, and it goes per- 
fectly with my frock,” raved Pamela, 
with the light of victory in lier eyes. 
“How mucli is it ? ” 

“Three guineas, Madam.” 

And only four minutes had run. Our 
eyes met; hers darted fire. 

“There may be one I like still better,” 
she said venomously. Then she tried 
on others, with a staccato “ No ” after 
each; Thus ten minutes passed. 

“You are now ■within the three- 
guinea zone,” I whispered. “ You had 
better make sure of your first love be- 
fore it is too late.” 

So she did. But then she did a hor- 
rible thing. 

“ I think I ’ll wear the new hat and 
leave my velour to be done up,” she 
said. “Do you think yoncould do it ? ” 

Yes, for a guinea and a-half the satin 
lady graciously thought she could. I 
parted with four and a-half guineas 
and we left the shop^ 


I was beginning to tell Pamela what 
I thought of her when a large drop of 
rain splashed my nose. 

“ Good heavens,” cried Pamela in 
horror, “ it ’s going to rain on my new 
hat! Oh, there’s a taxi — what luck — 
fiy for it I ” 

I fiew ; and once in the taxi I was 
able to give her a piece of my mind. * 

“ It was implied,” I finished up, “ that 
if your feminine instinct lacked the sub- 
tlety to distinguish a five-guinea hat 


from a three-guinea one, the advantage 
should be mine. It’s the old, old — 
too old — story: women have no sense 
of honour,” 

“ They can’t have everything,” said 
Pamela generously. “After all, i’ve 
had quite a lot of nice things this after- 
noon — a new hat, a done-up one, a taxi 
drive and a not-too-bad husband ” — she 
peered to see what the taxi-meter reg- 
istered — “ who is seven-and-six up on 
the outing.” 
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THE DIPLOMATS. 

II. 

My dear Henry, — Some people look 
upon the diplomatic business as em- 
ploying only Britain's picked brains. 
With three exceptions, Bill, Ralph and 
myself, or possibly only with one ex- 
ception, myself, this is not exact. (I 
am sorry not to be able to be certain 
about Bill and Ralph in this despatch, 
but I am a little cross with bpth of 
them at the moment. Whatever his 
private motive. Bill should have kept 
an- escape-hole open when sympathis- 
ing with his Italian ‘partner at bridge 
the other evening; and there is no 
reason why Ralph should have gone 
the whole hog with his Jugo friends 
just because he was out for the day 
with them. It made my lunch with 
my American friend, who is well 
aware of the partnership, very difficult 
to conduct yesterday. However, let 
Fiume pass ; we have more important 
matters to deal with than a mere port.) 

Some people, on the other hand, re- 
gard it as any fool’s job. This is clearly 
wrong. Beyond the intimate knowledge 
of human nature demanded one requires 
also an exact understanding of all the 
nuances and an instinctive appreciation 
of the margin one should allow — in writ- 
ing one’s official despatches, I mean. 
As many a battle has been lost by the 
failure of a careless officer to observe the 
right official phraseology in making his 
application for leave, so many a country 
abroad has lost its whole position and 
prestige owing to an incompetent diplo- 
mat having concluded with — 

I have the honour to be, Sir, 

Your most obedient 

humble Servant, 

in circumstances where he should, ac- 
cording to paramount and fundamental 
principles of international statesman- 
ship, have written — 

“ I have the honour to be, with great 
truth and regard, Sir, 

Your most obedient 

humble Servant, 

You note the difference — the vital, pos- 
sibly fatal difference ? 

Some people again think that, as in 
every other function on this earth, from' 
producing a first-class herbaceous bor- 
der to making a success of married life, 
the thing never has been and never will 
be done xjroperly in any instance with- 
out the aid of that omniscient and om- 
nipotent element, the Business Man. I 
do not agree; not, at any rate, with 
regard to diplorQj0,cy. Say what you 
like of the inevitable habit of “ availing 
oneself of this opportunity to renew to 
your Excellency the assurance of one’s 
highest consideration,” even at the end 

of a letter where one has informed your 
Excellency that there will be the devil 
to pay unless your Excellency tenders 
an apology, and that at once : but I 
don’t concede that this can bo improved 
upon by following the business model. 

Anyhow, the diplomat doesn't feel 
obliged to call every “ Sir ” dear, doesn’t 
flood his memoranda with proximos, 
insts., and ultimos, doesn't assure one 
of his continued attention at all times 
to one’s esteemed orders, and very rarely 
notifies one that all future correspond- 
ence must be addressed to that expensive 
item, his solicitor. For my part I am 
content that my country should con- 
duct its correspondence as at present, 
and shall derive no comfort from see- 
ing its future letters bear a business- 
like heading: — 

A.B.C. and A1 codes used. 

British Empire, 

Incorporating England, Scotland, Wales, 
Ireland, India, et ccetem. 

Head Offices : London. 

(Branches all over the world.) 

King : H.M, George V. 

Prime Minister: D. Ldoyd George, 
Esq. 

Disiriot Bepresentative : Sir A. Blank, 
KO.M.G. 

Terms: Net cash. 

Telegraphic Address : Britomp.” 
Telephone No, : 1 (9999 lines). 

And lastly, if my own sensations arc 
anything to go by, the diplomatic note 
gives one a warm feeling inside, which 
the business communication trios hard 
but entirely fails to reproduce. When 
a colossal firm calls me, affectionately, 
“your good self,” I am filled witli 
horror and suspicion. But I am glad- 
dened and uplifted \vhen one of Ilis 
Majesty’s Ministers Plenipotentiary 
and Envoys Extraordinary has the 
honour to be, Sir, my most obedient 

humble Servant, , as they always 

have, whatever may have gone bofox’e. 

That this deliberate courtesy is main- 
tained up till the very last minute the fol- 
lowing incidents will show. The writer 
of the despatches was His Majesty’s 
Consul in an outlying district in a very 
troubled land. The subject matter of his 
despatches was unusually enthralling, 
to wit the advance of a riotous and blood- 
thirsty horde, bent on burning every- 
thing, especially consulates, and killing 
everybody, especially consuls. The de- 
spatches faithfully narrated the march 
of events, and with infinite respect and 
submission asked for aid. And, though 
the danger was ever described as coming 
ihore near and the aid as remaining no 
less remote, the writer always had the 
honour to be, Sir, your most obedient 
humble Servant, John Smith, Consul. 

It was nob until the very last de- 
spatch of all that the writer permitted 
himself a slight, a very slight but ne- 
cessary variation. Perhaps it was this 
that brought the desired iiolp. How- 
ever that may be, he described how the 
violent hordes were now within sight 
and must but for intervention very soon 
achieve their fell purpose locally. “ In 
which case,” ho concluded, 

“ I shall no longer have iho honour 
to be, Sir, 

Your most obedient luanblo 
Servant, 

John Smith, Consul,” 

I, on the other hand, will eoncliulo 
this present despatch in the neo- Rus- 
sian form, which was employed by the 
Bolshevist Legation during its siiort 
stay in our midst : — 

Yours, Charles. 

TO A FALLEN HERO. 
{Aeroplane propellc7^s are being sold for 
hai-slands,) 

With no unsympathetic hand 

I hang you in the hall ; 

My artist soul can undersiand 

The pathos of your fall ; 

What glorious paths you might have 
frod, 

What stirring seasons had, 

What feats performed . * . Oh, Tchabod! 

It really is too bad. 

Shaped for a warrior’s eareei*, 

Ere yet our combat cease<i, 

The heavens were your intended sphere 
(Not Camberwell, S.E.)^ 

Ear from this humdrum homo of mine 
Your part you sliould have played, 
Outsoared the lark, and booti, in fine, 

A really dashing blade. 

You should have winged your way 
through space, 

Bub Fate, forbidding that, 

Makes you a peg on whicii to place 

A common bowler hat. 

But obsequies you shall not lack ; 

In such I will nob fail ; 

With muffled hammer let me smack 

The sacrilegious nail. 

“Assistant Wanted; able to make butter 
necessary,” — Devon and Exeter Gazette, 

But the bread does that. 

“In the immortal phrase of the * Bcccssional,* 
written for an earlier period of triumph, * Let 
wo forget ’ 1 Paper, 

Mr. Kipling is said to liavo retained 
the services of Sir Edward Carson* 

“ The now holder \vas loading 5 -3, hut Mrsf. 
Chambers, by splendid placing and net work, 
won the sot by 6-4.”— -DfluV?/ Paper, 

We gather from the score that Milo. 
Lenglen temporarily “ dropped her 
game.” 






THE MAN WHO ASKED A HOUSE-AGENT IF HE HAD A HOUSE TO LET. 


NECTAE. 

Ah ! ye gods, could we only discover 
What mixkire your goblets contained 

When you quaffed them and tilted them over 
To show that no heel-taps remained ! 

Could we know what gave Venus her roses 
And Juno her generous bust, 

And Bacchus his brightest of noses, 

And Vulcan his smile tbrougli the dust. 

Could we learn where to purchase the potion 
That fashioned your goddesses’ charm, 

Saved Neptune from cramp in the ocean 
And muscled the Thunderer’s arm ; 

The stuff that kept Mercury running 
And bent for XManaishe bow . . . 

But, alas ! though we mortals be cunning, 
’Tis a secret we never shall know. 

Ay, alas ! Bor if beer-barons brewed it' 

And Chestertons sang in: its praise, ' 


And “ Pussyfoot ” Johnsons pursued it 
With curses down devious ways 
If the pub. at the corner but tapped it 
All doubts and -discussions would cease 
As to which was the one drink adapted 
To pledge this superlative Peace. ^V. H. 0. 

“ Out of every liimdred women, fifteen marry between the age of IG 
and 20, fifty-two between 20 ancb 25, forty-six between 25 and 35,. ten 
between 35 and 40, ten between 40 and 50, and one between 50 and 
CO .” — Scottish Paper. 

As that makes 181, and there is no allowance for old 
maids, we fear there must be a lot of bigamy about. 

“ The Judge said he had come to the conolusion that the horse wa--; 
not sound, as made out in the warranty., and he must give iudginent 
•for the plaiptiff. 

The total takings for the two “days was upwards of £300, and the 
number of visitors was close upon three thousand.” 

/ , Provincial Paper. 

And this in a mere county court 1 Mr. Justice is said 

to be qnite jealous. . . 






Mamma {to Susan, aged four). “How is it you a.bu such a NAumixy littIiW oiul? is nkvkr nai uiitv, am» nwvi'U 

HAS BEEN.” 

Mabel {aged six). “I s’pose it*s because I’m ‘pre-wab/ Hummie,” 


MILLENNIAL MINSTRELSY. 

There once was a bevy of bardlets, who swore 
By Poesy’s rules to be fettered no more, 

So they shook themselves free from the shackles of scansion 
And plunged in the ocean of formless expansion. 

Compared with the “ curve of their wonderful line, 

Walt Whitman was simply as water to wine ; 

And Masefield himself in his goriest mood 
In gore wa^ not nearly so deeply imbrued. 

Old fogies emitted malevolent screams 
At their frankness of speech and the choice of their themes ; 
And the Bishop of London and Cardinal Looue 
United in keenly deploring their vogue. 

Their sales were immense and their royalties high, 

When a thunderbolt fell from a radiant sky ; 

Eor Pn^sident Smillie began his crusade 
Eornutionalizing the poetry trade. 

The Report, which was swiftly embodied in Law, 

Attacked the irregular bards tooth and claw, 

And made it a penal offence to transgress 
A rigorous system of scansion and stress. 

Coigi^lsory rhymes were an integral part 
Of the State-supervised and State-recognised Art, 

Wlmh nullified royalties, as in the mines, 

While the output diem was fixed at ten lines. 

Ob, the poetry teashops were loud in their wail, 

Eor several minstrels were locked up in jail — 

Mr. Gosse wrote a letter (big type) in The Tirties 
On the barbarous State-restoration of rhymes. * 


A mooting was summoned in Ihdnting-houso ScpiiirC”” 
Urbane Mr. Marsh was of course in the chair, 

And his protest evoked a sympijonious liowl 
Prom T'he Nation, The English Jieview and Thu OwL 

But the conflict died down in a peaceable close, 

Eor the statute imposed no embargo on pro.se, 

And by running their verse on without any stop 
The '‘poets that count’' came again to the top. 

■ Por those who had suffered and languished in clink 
Celebrated their exit in orgies of ink ; 

And pseans of joy to the zenith upflew 

Prom The Nation, The Owl and The TTnglish Neviete. 


“The Reynolds’ portrait of Mrs. Siddons as the Tragic Nurse was 
sold at Christies’ yesterday for 52,000 gmmmT— -Provincial l\qm\ 

Unlike the painter’s better-known “Tragic Muse,” this 
picture is believed to be absolutely unique. 


“If you really cannot refrain from standing under a tree. chcx>so a 
beech or a birch, for these trees are seldom if ever struck by 
lightning .” — Daily Exgyress. 

Smith Minor discredits this. He himself has felt a distinct 
shock followed by a scorching after-glow when recumbent 
under the twigs of the second-named tree. 

. “A public meeting * for women under thirty * was held at the IMomor- 
lal Hall, Earringdon Street, London, last night, at which all the 
speakers were under 03, except the proposer and soconder of the votes 
of thanks, who were aged 7*2 and 02 years.”— .Proni 7 ioia^ Pap^, 

By way, no doubt, of redressing the balance. 
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seiitatives saw in the increase, wliich 
the Minister had definitely ascribed to 
the consequences of the Sankey award, 
a coverfc blow at their policy of Nation- 
alisation, and clamoured for a new 
Commission to investigate the causes of 
the reduced output. This idea did not 
find much favour. “Bar Bolshevists,*' 
boomed “Boanerges ’* Stanton. “ Have 
no economic freaks ! ** squeaked ' Mr. 
Macquisten. And Mr, Bonar Law 
thought a Commission was superfluous, 
since no amount of discussion would 
alter the facts. The country has got to 
pay the miners’ wages in one form or 
another, and it is fairer and certainly 
more conducive to economy that the 
cost should fall upon the consumer than 
upon the tax-payer. 

The few Members who remained 
in the House for the resumed debate 
upon Preference were rewarded by an 
entertaining speech from Commander 
Kbnworthy. Before the War, it seems, 
he was an ardent Preferentialist, but he 
has been converted from the error of his 
ways by conversations wnth Colonial 
soldiers and sailors, who, according to 
him, never talked about Tariffs — this 
does not surprise me — but were elo- 
quent upon “ the future organisation of 
the world, the founding of a common- 
wealth of all people.” This does sur- 
prise me, since it is not the experience 
of others who have had the privilege of 
conversing with these gallant fellows. 
Is it possible that the Commander’s 
companions could have been indulging 
in the favourite Colonial pastime of 
“ leg-pulling ” ? 

One or two Coalitionists spoke and 
voted against the Government, but the 
majority held firm, and enabled Mr. 
Chamberlain to extend his Preference 
not only to the existing Dominions and 
Dependencies but also to any “man- 
dated territories” — hideous term! — 
which the League of Nations may see 
fit to entrust to us. 

Thursday j Jitly 10th. — Although the 
so-called Enabling Bill passed through 
’Gommifctee in the House of Lords the 
New Beformation is not likely to begin 
just yet. The measure has still to ob- 
tain the approval of the Cabinet and 
4fae House of Commons, and even if it 
Survives these ordeals will only enable 
the Church to legislate for herself sub- 
ject to the approval of an Ecclesiastical 
bQbmmittee of the Privy Council and of 
i%oth Houses of Parliament. In these 
conditions Church reform is not likely 
to exceed tlie sj^ed-limifc, and there is 
dittle danger of His Grace of Canter- 
bury figuring in the rdle of Jehu. 

' On the Third. Beading of the Transport 
;fciG Geddes made a praise- 
worthy effort to live up to Mr. Bonar 
Law’s recent description of him as one 


of the most modest men I know.” Yon 
would think to listen to him that he posi- 
tively enjoyed the network of advisory 
committees in which the Lilliputians 
had attempted to enmesh him. As for 
the roads, to which he was supposed 
to be an enemy, he was so enthusiastic 
in praise of their coustiTiciion aiid so 
lyrical in description of their infinite 
possibilities that Mr. Joynson-Hioks 
beamed with satisfaction. And the 
climax was reached when, in announc- 
ing the proposed personnel of the new 
Ministry, he revealed the fact that, with 
a moderation that astonished the House 
no less than himself, he had included 
in it only two officials of the North* 
Eastern Bailway. 

Only the National Paiiy still re- 
mained obdurate. Bi^* F^K’HAunCooPKu, 



Mr. Heyinald McHen. “And to 'liiiNiv rniA 

ARE THE ERtriTS OP .VV EAST SmiNU ! ” 


its “odd file,” saw nationalisation in 
every line of the Bill, and moved its 
rejection. He was nobly supported by 
General Page Croft, and insisted upon 
cliallenging a division. The gallant 
pair were duly named as tellers. But, 
like tlie Needy Knife-grindei*, they had 
“none to tell, Sir,” and the Third Head- 
ing was carried by 245 to 0. 

Business done (as Toby, M.I*., used 
to say). — Tlio National Party’s. 

“The colossal Diplodocus Uoernojii in tho 
South Kensington Natural History Musoum/* 
Birmingham Daily Post. 
What a 'judgment on Mr. Andrew 
Carnegie, who presented the Diplodo- 
cus and-is an enthusiast for phonetic 
spelling, 

“ Marshals Foch, Joflro anfi Petain arc to 
lead a victory march through Paris on July 14. 
Windows in the Champs d’Blysees, from which 
to view the seone, are being lot at prices 
ranging from ^80„to £400. 

The price of bricks has now risen to about 
IJcZ. each.” — Ym'hsliire Papei\ 

It looks as if tliey expected some 
strangers in the procession. 


IF FLOWHKB HOilLD WALK. 

Ik fiowers could walk about, I know 
Daintily, daintily they would go ; 

To and fro along the grass 
Ifi'ettily, prettily smile and pass. 

I know that they would ine<jt un<i talk 
in coloured groups along the walk, 
And, ladylike, with perfect ease 
Bow low to every passing hree^^o. 

I see them move and set afloat 
Their clouds of perfumed petticoat 
And chide with aromatic kiss 
The liaby buds that walk amiss. 

I almost see thorn turn about 
I And spread their scented sunshadtn out , 

I Or pause and, laughing, lean as one 
: With jowoiled siuiles iowi^n] the sum 

But whim the evening star hung li)w 
Above tim sunset’s fatlsng glow, 

Back to the borders, light as air, 

Like drifting rainbows they’d repair. 

And tiicn a perfumed prayer they \l say 
And fold their fragrant frocks away. 
And go to sleep like “iny son John,' 
Keeping their green silk stockings (m, 

‘H'uok active, Una|juau-v, .u»*. 

ksjgtluif time ; Wi'll upiuH.uujc, fmit' 
break-making,’ - Hvottish 

We fear her sauce and sliall give her 
a miss in bau!k.% 

“ 'Huj hon«*> momi is being i ut Ti.n- 

bridge WcIIh, the britb*gronm iiuiving In a 
roNtunn* of fuwn *unftii>!nt, Georgette hat, 
trinuiu'd with silver, fbAVors un<! braid/* 

I^tqhr. 

It is .sup|)i>sed that he wished to avoid 
attention. 

hVom a draper’s adverfciBOinent: - 
A C'f»ll<‘ctiun <ii FerHnntilly-ernateJ 
FOR O ARM ENTS 

of x>articidar intcjrcsfc to buyers of iiigli-elass 
Furs nmv offcml at Smnimfr Friecs,’’ 

At last we know the meaning of the 
announcement so often .seen in furriers’ 
windows, “Ladies’ Own Skins r^lade 
Up.” 

“UuW'illK BUBINKSS <1|RL CAN KlUO* FiT, 
series of articles of great value to tbc busi- 
ness girl has been specially written for ihe 
Daily by Dr. , O.B.K , the dis- 

tinguished lady surgeon. 

Embracing rowing, walking, gymnastic oxer- 
cMsos, dancing, the articles will appear at in- 
tervals of a few days.^—A’rcRliirf; Paper. 

We understand that the compositor 
who refrained from putting a comma 
after “embracing” has boon rewarded 
for his self-control. 

There was a fair lady of Sheen 
Who dyed her blond chevelure green, 
But she got into print, 

Not by means of her tint, 

But by calling a Bishop “ old bean.” 




A FORCED SALE. 

(A/i BpisodQ of the great Furniiure 
Famine,) 

It was linding the table in the bath- 
room that gave me the idea. 

Prudence,” I said, “why is that 
table in the bathroom ? ” 

“ I ’ve been spring-cleaning the hat,” 
said Prudence, as though that ex- 
plauied eveL’ything. 

“ I know,” I said ; “ but now there’s 
nowhere for me to dry myself unless I 
stand on the table, and then I should 
bump iny head against the ceiling and 
bring the Postlethwaites through. You 
know what these ceilings are.” 

“We ’ve never really had room for the 
wretched thing,” remarked Prudence. 
And then I had my idea. 

“ We ’ll sell it,” I said ; “ furniture is 
fearfully scarce just now and fetching 
tremendous prices.” 

“ Splendid I ” said Prudence. “ I ’ve 
been wanting some new silk stockings.” 

As a matter of fact I hadalready ear- 
marked the proceeds of the sale for the 
purchase of pyjamas; but a husband 
should not be selfish. 


Next week the following advertise- 
ment appeared in The Hampstead 
Harbinger : — 

Foa Sale. — Table, kitchen top, dining- 
room legs ; 30s. to good home. — Apply 7, 
Peachblossom Mansions, West Hampstead, 
hetwQ.cn 9 and 6 on the 29th inst. 

;!c 

While we were sitting at breakfast 
on the morning of the 29th inst. Pru- 
dence suddenly said: 

“ Can you hear that noise, Joseph ? ” 

“ Now you come to mention it,” I 
replied, “ I can hear a kind of murmur. 
It sounds,” I added dreamily, “ like the 
voice of the sea.” 1 have a touch of 
the poet in my composition and often 
throw off little lyrics in my spare time. 

“ It sounds to me like a strike- 
meeting,” said Prudence. 

I went to the window and looked out. 
At the entrance to Peachblossom Man- 
sions stood a large crowd gassing up- 
wards with anxious expectant faces. I 
called Prudence to the window., 

“Good heavens,” said she, “what 
on eartli has happened? ” 

“Prudence,” I said solemnly, “ there 
has been a murder at Peachblossom 


Mansions, and these people have come 
to visit the scene of the crime. We 
shall be famous at last ; our portraits 
will appear in The Daily Snap : ‘ Mr. 
and Mrs. Joseph Simpkinson, who heard 
the dying screams of the victim.’ By 
the way, did you bear anything last 
night?” 

“ I heard something^ said Prudence, 
“but I thought it was cats.” 

“What you thought,” I said judi- 
cially, “ is not evidence. You must be 
more precise in the witness-box.” 

“And it’s time,” said Prudence in- 
consequently, “that you were off to 
the City.” 

I put on my hat and gloves, kissed 
Prudence, went to tlie front-door and 
opened it. Without the slightest, warn- 
ing a large female of menacing aspect 
shot over the threshold, struck me 
amidships and felled me to the ground. 

I rose stiffly and saw that slie had 
been impelled by the weight of a large 
crowd behind her. 

“Madam,” I said, “there is some] 
mistake ; this is not the scene of the 
murder.” 

“ Isawyou first,” she said truculently. 
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“I know ” I muraiirecl, rubbing my slightly rumpled but bright-eyed and J went on to liuwl. My iirst imll iiit 

damaged salient, “ but ” triumphant. ’ * the tijtipire at my end. He woke up 

“ Where ’s that table ? I want that “ I ’ve got it,” she said e.Kultingly. yawning and streleluid out bin arms to 

table!” she went on. “ Got what? ” 1 asked feebly. _ tliuir full o.^tonl. My no-st hall fell 

A hoarse shout of protest rose from The moiiev, of course,’* slio suicl. within roach of th<w>atstiiuu, it was a 
the croAVcl, which now filled the hall. You forgot the money, you silly old slow half-voliey. l]h up it mimnl in a, 

“ If you would wait a moment ” thing.” beautiful purabohe enu ul 1 watched 

I be^^an. I looked at her reproachfully. it sleepily. It remmded mooi Uiodoar 

** Sammy!” she shouted. ^‘Oo you mean to tell mo,’ I said, old howitxer i used |dus with “out 

“Coming, mother,” said a gruff “ that you, a frail woman, have tackled there.” It lookcci its if it would never 

voice. I heard the sound of groans the heavy-Aveight champion of Canning come down. liut it did in the neici 


and. muffled cries of pain proceeding Town for a paltry thirty shillings V ” 


from its immediate neighbourhood 


“It w’asn’t nearly so bad as the 


“"My son,” said the female, her grim Bakerloo,” said Prudence cheerfully. 


face relaxing for a moment, “ ’eavy 


Aveight champion of Canniii’ Town.” \a/ad>c actcduhatu 

The groans sounded nearer, and sud- WAK o Ar i tKiviA i M. Iu landed (without au^v assisiauco 

denly a burly unshaven man of repul- In the old days I w’as not thought from tlio batsman) Cull pitch on the 
sh^e aspect emerged and stood beside much of as a cricketer. When I was pavilion balcony. The captain began 
her. The family' likeness was most allow’ed to play at ail, I W'ont in ninth to get nervoun, and tried to take niooff 
striking. * • . wicket (unless wo were one man .short, hy megaphone. The umpiiT* ul my end 


field but oim. 

It was then iliat I found myself 
murmuring: “If the hboet is tt> bo a 
success, I must put on elevation for my 
next shot.” 

It landed (without any assisiauco 


• “ Wofcabaht itjguv- ' 
ner? ” he said, breath- 
ing heavily. 

“What about 
AA^hat?”! asked. 

“ That table,” lie 
answered briefly, 

I calculated my 
chances against him 
and dismissed them as 
negligible. The main 
thing seemed to be to 
get rid of the table; 
that gone there Avas' 
some hope that we 
should escape with 
our lives. 

“It’s in here,” I 
said, pointing to the 
bathroom. 

Closely followed by 
the vanguard of the 
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THE DEMOBBEB HOUSE. 
The Boy Scout happened to sound the 


Ohakok.” 


seonuid quite keen | 
about it, hut the i 
H(|uare h*g one object- 
ed, and said t must 
finish my tner. i 

! depressed eonsid- 
erahly for mv next 
shot. The bull hit my 
left toe (full pitch) and 
ncocbettiul towards 
thebalMman, No one 
knows what happened 
to it after that. 

However, tiny gave 
me a new hall, ami I 
was satisfied, I had 
bracketed. 

The next delivery I 
prepared w ith e.onsid- 
erablo cuiro. 1 had no 
intention cd discharg- 
ing it until 1 had pro- 


crowd, Sammy plunged into the bath- when I w^ent in eighth). I was one of ducod pencil and paper and worked it i 
room and reappeared holding the table those fellows who go on to bowl after out to a nicety. Then I ran up .to the 
above his head. the wicket-keeper has taken off his pads crease and swung my arm. In an al- 

“ lable s sold, he roared in a huge to have a try. I was usually put at most inappreciable space of time the 
voice, and then, ably seconded by his square leg when the off’-theory man was ball had vanished completeh’. The urn- 
parent, commenced to fight his way bowling, and long stop to the slow stuff, pi re signalled a wide, 
towards the dooi^ After a superhuman Now I go on to bowl first. After waiting in silence for u short 

struggle he won through, and the crowd, There has been a war. I have in- time ho produced anotlior new ball 
mffamed by the sight of the table, vented a new kind of ball. from his pocket and ordered mo to pro- 

foloAved^him out. I shut the front- It happened in this way. Our op- ceod. 1 argued the point, 1 said that 
door, staggered back into the dining- ponents had scored 850 for none, wo hadn’t soon the last of the previous 
rooimand collapsed on the settee. Most of our side had been carried into ball ; that its xnuzzlo velocity\vas six 
inin^SfcL lioa^ely,.imag. the pavilion in a fainting condition. It thousand feet per second, and its clcva- 

tiou (as measured by my pockcfe-clino- 
when the last bowler struck. He said meter) eight-nine degrees five eight 

answer. A terrible his union Avould not let him work minutes; that by all the brightest atid 
to ouffht flashed into 171 V minrl WUa.h ^ 


thought flashed into my mind. What more than eight hours a day. 
if :i)here had been a murder in Peach- Then it was that our skioDf 


best of the laws of gravity it was bound 


KsZ uJiZ" T W , r do^soSr/re; that if ho 

setr^Td fcMfeSv throS balcony, would not beliavo mo lie must at least 

marched trantically thiougli our little had a brain- wave. He put me on to take the testimony of so eminent a 

■ . T, , piy»w»trs2oLSTsrs»tif 

» Thav I 1 i’ -■ T ^ f as pS-int. I had been he would only condeseond to look at it I 

I £u“ 4' 
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*‘My DEAE, CONGEATULATIONS I How DELIGHTFUL 1 I ^VE JUST HEAED YOUE BOY HAS BEEH GIVEN THE L.B.W. I ” 


When I found him adamant I ap- 
pealed to the batsman. I explained 
that a projectile with a muzzle velocity 
of six thousand feet per second would 
strike the earth at a very similar pace ; 
that I didn*t w^ant to frighten him, but 
I had the range to a nicety — it was 
twenty-two yards, no feet and no inches 
to speak of ; that I was very sorry, but 
I wasn’t at all sure that I wasn’t a 
yard out in my calculations, and I might 
have worked on a basis of twenty-one 
yards; that I had forgotten to allow 
for drift, which, as doubtless he was 
aware, was not negligible when the ball 
was new. In short, I exhorted him not 
to place the onus of marislaughter upon 
me, but to leave immediately. 

He left. In fact, they all left. 

They had not, however, gone very 
far before a sharp exclamation from me 
made them all turn round again (I had 
gone to inspect the batsman’s wicket), 

“ Look ! ” I cried. “ It ’s an O.K. 1 ” 
They all looked towards the wicket, 
and perceived that though both the leg, 
and off-stumps remained in situ, the 
middle one had completely vanished. 

Ignoring the risk, they rushed back 
- to the spot. Sure enough; it was just 
as I said. There was no trace what- 
ever of the middle stump. 


“'Umpire,” I said in clear ringing 
ton^s, “ how is that ? ” 

The man was shaken to the core. 
Tears of emotion quivered on his eye- 
lashes. He raised his arm impres- 
sively. 

“ Out I ” he replied. 

When I had a moment to myself I 
took the stump out of my trouser leg 
and concealed it behind the lockers in 
the changing room. The ball I kept as 
a souvenir. 

Bryan O’Lynn— New Style. 
Bryan O’Lynn wished to buy some 
new boots 

And replenish his wardrobe with twelve- 
guinea suits. 

But having exhausted his balance at 
COUTTS 

He has gone to the woods, where he 
' lives upon roots. 

In a garb that would scandalize Fat- 
staff's recruits. 


Application received for a post in the 
Copying Department of an Indian 
Government office: — 

“Hearing that there is necessity of some 
more plagiarists in your plagiarism office, I 
beg respectfully to offer myself as an -ap- 
prentice and a candidate as one of them.” 


Perils of Mixed Bathing. 

“The bride was given away by her bather,” 
^ Frovincial Pajper* 

“ Wanted Lady who could manage a Christian 
boarding-house, or man and wife,” 

CJiurch Times. 

If she is wise she will choose the 
boarding-house. 


“The Note of the Supromen Council oh the 
sinldng of the G-erman fleet reflects pretty 
well the general feeling here.” 

Provincial Paper. 

No doubt the Council are supermen, 
but ^yhy not spell it properly ? 


“ Here and there the uniform of a Biffeman, 
the light blue of the Air Porce, khaki service 
dress or the darker lue of the hArmy Medical 
Service struck a distinctive note.” 

Daily Paper. 

We protest against this libel upon a 
corps noted for its intelligence. 


“The seventh section deals with responsi- 
bilities and punishment and provides for the 
trial of the ex-Emperor Wilson.” 

Shanghai Times. 

China seems to be labouring under a 
misapprehension, which may account 
for her withdrawal from ’ the Peace 
Conference. 
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PENSIONEERiNG. 

Since I became the unwilling recipi- 
ent of a stray portion of a Teutonic 
obus, some two years ago, I have ac- 
quired the board habit, developed along 
strictly medical lines. Therefore 1 was 
not unduly surprised the other day to 
receive a neatly typed but illegibly 
sighed missive summoning me to one 
of those orgies which seem to form so 
integral a part of my official life. 

This document, however, departed 
■ from its customary form in so far as it 
' hinted that a period was about to be 
put to my term of service, and that, if 
I could show myself to be suitably de- 
crepit, a pension might be arianged. 

Had this invitation found me still in 
the state of disrepair from which I was 
suffering some eighteen months earlier 
all wo'uld have been well. But Time 
the Healer, assisted by professional 
masseurs, has done his work so effectu- 
ally that my step, which was at one 
time unsteady to the verge of syncopa- 
tion, is now as firm as an army cook’s 
souffle. 

It was in a penurious spirit, there- 
fore, that I decided to ride to London 
rather than pay the ‘first-class fare for 
a third-class train service. Accordingly, 
on the cessation of my labours of that 
day, I "set out on my two-and-three- 
quarters h.jp. (hen power) motor-bicycle 
to ride to' London. Whether it was 
the fierceness of the sun or the fiery 
temperament of my mount I know not, 
but hardly had I traversed four miles 
ere she gave a heart-rending sob and 
ceased. 

Of her exact ailment I am unaware, 
but I am informed by those instructed 
in such matters that she had “seized”; 
what she had seized I could not deter- 
mine, but certainly it was not the bit 
between her teeth. However, what- 
ever may have been, the cause, the 
effect was that I had to furnish the 
means of locomotion for myself, for my 
so-called mount and for some hundred- 
weight of baggage over another foun 
miles, back to the starting-point of my 
endeavour, in an atmosphere so close asi 
to be almost adjacent. ' ' '* 

between the .anecdote and my text i 
the coUnection may not at first bei 
evMmVbut all will be clear when I ex-' 
plain that* by the end' I had -recovered 
my long-lost limp. 

1 eventually reached my destination 
hjf tuain and pn^netually the next morn- 

After I had 

\^aited aboht an hour in the ante-room 
files marked “Secret 
which” littered the 
tablfe ithefrem, the mai^p of the cere- 
lasionies-a^iv^.n- He took; I "think, an 
instinctive dislike to me, and, * Wving < 

presented me with a hectographed form, 
on which my name vras mis-spelt in 
one of the many ways that a life ol 
three years in the army has accustomed 
me to recognise at sight, instructed mo 
to report forthwith to a certain military 
hospital the other side of London, men- 
tioning at the same time that, unless 
careful treatment was meted out to it, 
the door had a tendency to slam on 
closing. 

Nothing daunted and with a well-de- 
veloped limp I proceeded as instructed 
to the hospital. There I found the larger 
part of the British Army assemldocl on 
a similar mission. After an hour’s wait 
I was provided with some forms to fill 
in, for the edification of the Medical 
Officer. Amongst other questions was 
the following: “ What in your opinion 
was the cause of your disablement ” 

I gave it as my opinion that a Gor- 
man high velocity shell fired with malice 
aforethought was the cause, adding a 
footnote to the effect that I was not 
bigoted, however, but prepared to he 
.convinced on suitable evidence tliat it 
'might have been the doctors who 
operated, or rather excavated, after the 
event. 

After another wait of throe or four 
hours, during which the rest of the 
British Army arrived, I was ushered 
into the presence of the Medical Officer. 
He promptly gave me another form 
to fill in, to show his authority, and 
then asked, “Whereabouts were vou 
wounded?” 

“ Left thigh. Sir.” 

“Then let me hear your heart.” 

As he did so a look of ineffable gloom 
spread over his face, but he continued 
brightly, “ Do your shin bones hurt? ” 

On my denial of this soft impeach- 
ment his face feli as low as a bank holi- 
day barometer, but still lie canied on, 

“Do you limp?” be asked. 

This of course was what I had been 
waiting for. I showed him the limp. 
A smile lit up his countenance and, 
hastily seizing a buff slip, he inscribed 
the mystic formula C.ll thereon, adding 
as an afterthought the word “ two ” 
m brackets, possibly to guard against 
forgery on my part ; but since he omitted 
to place my name on the document and 
even to sign it, the precautl^ seemed 
to me superfluous. 

This talisman he ordered me to bear 
forthwith to yet another office. I did 
so, and the officer, on his return from 
lunch, said that of course the certifi- 
cate was null and void, but that he was 
delighted to see me and that in all 
probability the M.O. would eventually 
forward him an official document, on 
the receipt of which I should be de- 
mobilised and receive much money as 
a pension. 

Nowmypoinfiistlii«. irad niyhicycle 
not “ seized ” (some object unknown) I 
should liavo had no limp and conse- 
quently no pension, (I know that the 
income-tax will probably have to bo 
raised anotlior shilling to pay for it, but 
oven then I Iiojie to bo the gainer}.’ Of 
course my rigid to tho pension is tm- 
questionable, but still I think tho public 
should know how I oaino by it. 

TRANSPOET. 

I ’VH had to move divisions over Flan- 
ders, 

With horses, limbers, guns and Lord 
knows what, 

Stern brigadiers, divisional commanderB 
And all the blessed lot. 

Whole stacks of grub on “ active opera- 
tions ” 

By lorry to tho ration - dumps iVe 
sent, 

And learnt by heart iu all its conjuga- 
tions 

Tiio magic verb “ iiidoni.” 

I hoped that, once deinobb’d, I VI ovor- 
moro shun 

The tasks 1 VI known as A.A.Q.M.G., 
Ihit Fate*s roservetl one “ unexpetuled 
portion ” 

Of labour still for nu). 

For back again to England, homo and 
beauty 

(My scarlet tabs and cap- band all 
gone West), 

1 Vn learning how domestic transport 
duty 

Makes child’s play of the rest. 

I d rather cope witli Thomas A. and 
his kit, 

Arrange for troops (tho’ iiines were 
out of joint), 

To reach with forage, bully-heef and 
biscuit 

The “ concentration point ” 

Than move (it needs a real adminis- 
trator) 

One better-half with bags and trunks 
for three, 

Om son and heir and one perambulator, 
From London to the sea* 

“On April 27th ... the wife of of a 

mn. Assistant Superintendent of Surveys, 
Ceylon, 2nd Lieut., B.F.A.”— 

The little pluralist I 

“Batha: more than fourteen -and -a- half 
years ago we were thrilled by the cleverness 
in^nsity of a young Russian Jewess in 
Kugen TschinkofE's * The Chosen People/ She 
came to London unheralded by N*clama.” 

JMUy 

It wag very encouraging to find that 
without the aid of this famous Zulu 
impresario she won due reco^ition. 




OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

{By Mr. Ptcnch'sBiaff of Learned Glerhs.) 

1 WAS delighted to greet yet a third of those happy little 
hill-top books in which Mildred Aldrich so engagingly 
details for us her experiences, pleasant and otherwise, as 
an American householder behind the Western front. The 
sight of it was like that of a friendly face ; interesting also 
to find upon the cover a charming drawing of the house 
and garden (showing, as the history books say, “cab- 
bages cultivated at period”), about which I now share. with 
the author so many genial memories. Incidentally, a pity 
that this admirable illustration has been confined to the 


remedy, of course, is obvious, and I trust that the writer 
will soon see her way to a fourth volume that shall include 
the released photographs and tell us how reward came to 
the watchers on the hill-top. Meantime (I had almost 
forgotten to tell you) the title, significant enough, of the 
present instalment is The Peak of the Load (Constable). 

When founel make a not-e of.” 


The only prejudiced thing in Mr. Keeling’s little book 
on Bolshevism (Holder) is the lurid picture on thewiapper 
of a tarantula with the head of Lenin (or is it Trotsky 1) 
for a body. This is an error of judgment, as the value of 
the book is its sobriety and tolerance, and it would be most 
profitably read, not by the conservative-minded, but rather 
by the wrong-beaded stalwarts of the- extreme Left, who 
have, I am afraid, rather cold-^shouidered our author because 
he couldn’t prophesy smooth things abcnik the Bolsbewsi' 
regime. Mr, Keeling is a trade-unionist who has lived as 
a workman in Bussia since just before the beginning of the 
War, and was actually, before his escape, employed in the 
Education Office of the Bolshevist Government. He testi- 
fies that, whatever be the idealistic basis of Boisbevisnt^^a^ 
ax^eed to free humanity, in fact iLxs the mosti^damptiihte 
tyranny^ using naked terrorism and complete 


precarious existence of a paper wrapper ; it is^ in every way 
deserving of reproduction within covers, particularly since, 
as a note informs us, the censorship regulations have held 
up the photographs that were to have figured there. As 
for the writing, that is as brave and humorously observ- 
ant as ever ; though, even for this courageous and witty 
lady, the hopes-def erred of ’17 and the trials of early *181 
were obviously not without their effect. The record ^ops, 
to my disappointment, in August of last year, at a time 
when, though theligbtwas hourlygrewing, no <me y^knew 
how near we were to- the full sunrise of victory. The 
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of free speech as the only means of continuing in power, 
and putting its detailed administration in the hands of axe- 
grinding and axe-wielding scoundrels of the very worst 
type. Mr. Keelino hoped that his fellow-workmen in 
England might be glad to listen to his first-hand account 
of the misery in which Eussian working men who do^ not 
happen to belong to the Eed Army are at present living ; 
but he has found an England divided into two camps or 
schools of prejudice, one holding that a Bolshevist can do 
and mean no right (and that every malcontent is a Bol- 
shevist); the other that a greedy capitalism has frankly 
invented the legend of the Eed tyranny. Not much of an 
audiaence for a man who has a short truthful story to tell 
for what it may be worth. 

Messrs. Abohibaed Hurd and H. H. Bashe^obd claim 
Sons of Admiralty (Constable) is the ** first attempt 
to give in narrative form a reasonably complete and con- 
secutive history of the naval war.” Eurthermore they 
have tried to show that 
the “ spirit of admiralty ” 
has never - shone with 
greater splendour in our 
race than during the last 
few years. Temperate 
enthusiasms, combined 
with knowledge and 
sound judgment of naval 
affairs, are obviously 
needed for such a task 
as this, and the fact that 
the authors have been 
successful in their at- 
tempt is due partly, at 
any rate, to their refusal 
to gloat over our vic- 
tories or to shy away 
from the one or two in- 
cidents over which we 
had no reason to rejoice. 

Except on what must be 
called the political side 
I cannot say that those 
who are already primed 
with specialists* accounts of various phases of the War] 
will derive much fresh information from this book, but 
nevertheless it is absorbingly interesting and can be com- 
mended freely as a glorious record of our Navy’s part in 
the War. One may not always be able to subscribe to 
the authors’ opinions about hither men or matters, but in 
avoiding anything in the ’nature of sensational disclosures 
they have shown an admirable reticence and have handled 
their task in a spirit worthy of it, which is high praise. 

As a frontispiece to In the Morning of Time (Hutchinson) 
iihere is a drawing of the progenitor of all the villains of 
melodrama carrying off in true kinema style the first-known 
distressful heroine. He.is called Mawg and she A-ya, and 
they lived in the epoch of cave-dwellings and flint-headed 
spears, of easy manners and no irksome complex civilisa- 
tion. 'Mr, Cb[4bees G. D. Eoperts, putting together care- 
tul^notcairo^^a b.a,d 4ream and a good museum, has written 
a yarn which, ^en without .the note which the publishers 
thoughtfully enclosed for the benefit of the reviewer, I should 
have had no difficulty in recognising as one “ that depicts 
the perils whioh surrounded our remote forefathers.” This 
is even an nnder-stat.ement, for, in .fact so amazingly are the 
perils sek'forth. that one has hardly a moment’s respite all 
the way through from the most fascinating apprehensions, 



and is inclined to cry wiiii A-ya, when by chance someihing ] 
does run away from and not towards us, how deliglitful it : 
is for once to bo hunter instead of luinUHl. Ho portentous 
are the author’s dinosaurs and maminoths and sabre-tooths 
that one feels they could easily brush aside the centuries to 
emerge from the arena of his pages and attack us innocent 
spectators. Think, for just one instance, of si dicky-bird 
twelve feet high and witli the iicad of si crocotiik\ walking 
delicately, intent on gobbling up mankind — it did, in fact 
gobble up Mawgt and that, as it happened, most oppor- 
tunely. The special point about tlie book is that, though 
we have in a way known it all before, this world of the 
fossils, yet in the form of a story, even thougli the plot is 
of the simplest, it has a new and strange fascination. A 
really jolly tale— of its sort —but who’s for iiio simple life ? 

The invasion of W'elsh fiction contimios unabated, thougli 
I have yet to find among the invaders one whose work 
reveals any conspicuous aficction for the laud of his fathers. 

Here, (or example, is 
Mr. Ki'iEiH Lnovn giving 
us, in Searlet Nest (iIor>- 

UKH AND HrOUtiHTON), 
what one might c.all a 
romance of the Welsh 
kailyard. Chiefiy it con- 
cerns the infatuation of 
a young (little t^) minister 
for an alleged operatic 
singer, who fascinates 
him to the undoing of 
his ministry and the 
scandal of the elders. 
There is also a local far- 
rticr-squiro, ii rival suihjr, 
wriiose emotion con- 
strains him to ride vio- 
lently about on an un- 
tamable numntain pony 
called Megan^ and event- 
ually to shoot Nest (the 
improfnibio name of the 
enchantress) in mistake 
for her lover. It is about 
her that scepticism assails me. I very willingly admit the 
probability that Mr. Lloyd knosvs more about the home-life 
of South Wales than I do ; in this spirit I accept en bloc his 
elders, squires, ministers and other native products. But I 
am driven to ask myself if he is perhaps a thought less 
trustworthy on the habits of London opera singers. Would 
they, for example, even in t!)6 off season and on holiday, 
give al fresco recitals on the harp, or attend chapel in cos- 
tumes of ** scarlet velvet”? It all leaves mo with tlie 
impression that, in neglecting to send a pliotograplier to 
Owm Herlod, illustrated journalism missed the chance of 
a lifetime. =============^^ 

An Imaginary I>uhlin Bialogua. 

Said Lord Ebenoh, “ Is it really true. Dr. Walsh avick, 
That you’re seriously thinking of turning a Bolshevik? ” 
Said the pious Archbishop, “ Go long wid ye, French avick, 
Sure I never was more than a moderate Menshevik.” 


Editor, “Our readers have lost their taste for %var-verse, 
Miss Throstle. A lot of ink has flowed under Fleet Btreet 
SINCE 1914.’’ 


“The loss to the State on the working of the railways to-day ho [Sir 
B. Geddes] estimated at d660,CXX),000---'Which includes the guarantee 
of the net receipts of 19s. 3^. to the shareholders. 

Considering that the shareholders were originally promised 
all they got in 1913, the Government might have sprung 
another ninepence and made it even money. 
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berries off the bush yesterday and eat noying in view of the fact that the 
them. Surely this is very unusual?” woman had purchased another needle 
f.Via wvif.Aa Q. p.nrrftH-nonilAni; nf T^h/t T)n.iVlJ in tllG meSintilllO. ^ 


» blieuj. OLUCiJ UIXIO lo VOl.^ UUUDUOH 1 vvvjjacuAX xauv.*. 

Up to the time of going to Press the writes a correspondent of The Daily in the meantime, 
date of the German Peace Celebrations Mail. There would only be one re- 

1 -• 1 1 e* n i-vf i V» YTTO a /MTV TV* ft /^si.ncfftv n 


corded instance of it if he was our 
darling doggie. * * ' 


CLSIDG 01 uue vjerma.li jcotiuo t^oiouiaiuiuuo x«. v¥^-»«x«. wxxxj . i • i • 

had not been fixed. corded instance of it if he was our The danger of premature burial is 

>is ^ sii darling doggie, y. ' ii-ot great, declares a Sunday con- 

A Mexican who arrived in London on ' tempOTary. Our view is that what 

j July 19 th inquired the reason of all the The leading lady in a West-end play with Peace celebrations anclJazz music 

commotion. He was informed that recently had a dispute with the man- it has never been Ipss. 

Peace was being celebrated; but in spite agement and in consequence was irn- _ i t 

of the repeated efforts of several sym- mediately dismissed. However it is Joseph , who was knocked down 

pathisers no one could make him un- highly gratifying to learn that several by a motor-car, says a weekly paper 

derstand what Peace really, meant. young ladies in the cast stepped forward is not out of danger yet. He is still 

* >;« • and offered to take her part. in the hands of the doctors. We rather 

Workmen in many parts of England *** , . fancy we have heard that one before, 

insisted on working on Peace Day, says Now that the War is over it appears tv , -r, *. tt • • « 

a news item. Peeling, no doubt, that that a certain music-hall comedian, hav- The British Empire Union indicates 

they needed a little change, like the ing no further use for the same, would that the enemy in our midst, in order 

rest of us ... like to dispose of the well-known Mess- to trade, is already adopting the name 

*** up-otamian ioke, only been used a few of Smith. It would be interesting to 


seen the sea-serpent. 

Some alarm was aroused 
in Liberal quarters last week 
when the news went round 
that Mr. Asquith had been 
presented to King Albert 
of the Belgians, 




Many dogs seem puzzled by the f act thousand times. I know which Mr. Smith s name is being 

that, although Peace has "" ~~ 7 "i^sed. 

* papers profiteering is going 

^ -x X' on as badly as ever. Some 

Quite a sensation was L ^ 1 V ^^x cud w ^ ^ 4.^ 

^ XI j X l;yxx>U!g \y^ \ . m I UL. merchants do not seem to 

PpS.£riSy 

Some alarm was aroused ^ ^ lost from Oswestry station 

iaLibiralqmrtolaslweek — f “ Y^y ri?;, Tpty 

th.lMr - oov.ry* i» .doltM by the 

SrSgfJ pebe/i„ch«geofth.c„e, 

til B ard - GLOOMYILLB CREEK. various offences 

.,f 4«^«,ylfLa°tV.«^f-irmprci’ THB ABSENCE OE EIBB-WATEB HAS MADE THE INHABITANTS SO. ' igaiust the Bolshevists a 

ot Agiicuiture tne larmers peaceable that Deadhead Habold is bbduoed to eightinq Petrograd tailor has been 
greatest need }l his own befleotion. I sptenced to a total of sixty- 

ItTs^expec^ed^that Sir Bbio Geddes A sad story reaches us from Norfolk two years’ imprisonment. It is ex- 
will be asked to give the matter his concerning two six-months-old twins pected that this will be^ a lesson to 
earnest attention and consideration. which were so much alike that the poor him. hc * 

mother, whilst bathing them the other 

Prom recent statements by Sir Ed- morning, dried one of them twice, The Daily Express points out that 4 
J.XUU1 xoucixu D j o ,1 1 /. • xu_ XT.,_ A.YV1V AmiNULLAH IS auxioLis for 




The Daily Express points out thati 


Prom recent statements by bir jjiD- morning, aneu one ui uuoua uwix.o, 

wi^bdOaeson we gather that peace may whilst the other one was left in the the Amir Aminullah is anxious for 
g J u.xu -nftfi.ftft. ftoTTiG newsuaDers can never 


soon rage in Ireland. 


bath and nearly drowned. 

Hs * 

* 

President Carranza has begun con- 


peace. Some newspapers can never 
keep a secret. .u 


Every boy must' be trained for the President Carranza has begun con- . , , , • -x 

next war, says Sir Douglas Haig. A fiscating the property of British Com- In a recent breach-of-promise case it 
simple training manual, containing such panics in Mexico. It is not yet known was stated that the defendant, a farmer, 

elementary words of command as ‘‘For- whether he is relying for moral support after Pf 

Mr. Smtdlie or the Irish- American [fiancee for twenty-four years on one 


elementary words otcommana as “JD or- wnetuer xie xciymg lux xxiuxcux dwa^/j^v/xu ^ 

ward, my^ Provisional Government!” on Mr. Smillie or the Irish- American fiancee for twenty-foui jears on one 
» To arms, the Volunteers ! ” “Perish vote. „ F’etext or another, informed her that 

the Plunketts!” etc., is, we understand, * . ui W 

alreadv in preparation. Described by the pohce as a thoroughly with the matter. To one of a less 

aireauy in prepa ^ released by the mercurial temperament the danger of 

“Our only enemy remains the British Tottenham magistrate because he had not adding “for the present” would 
Empire,” Count Westaep recently a pleasant little face. It appears that have been manifest. 

assured’the Pan-German party. That’s another aspect of the case was not . "'*7 . r ji 

^U L hopeto jojla do.l. with .. lb .bo^a h.y, bean. 

preLed by the ^possibility of -becoming A gramophone needle which entered drowned the man himself entered the 
the Irish-American Empire. ^ the arm of a Chicago woman some room. It is not yet known whether 

Ji: ;;c years ago has jusfc emerged from her this constitutes “ contempt of court 

** I saw my Pekingese dog bite rasp- shoulder. This, of course, is most an- or not. 


vvxieuu vvw xxvj^v uw --- 

be idle to pretend that we are unim- 
pressed by the possibility of -becoming 
the Irish-American Empire. 
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INSPIRATION. 

I FIRST met the Serbian major in the 
spring of 1918 in the Chapel of the 
Arena, Padua, studying through opera- 
glasses Giotto’s impressions of a busy 
day in Hell. We went and had some 
wonderful cofl*ee'rums together in a 
little resort off the Piazza Gax’ibaldi. 

I met him again in the late spring of 
1919 in the Zoo at Cologne, quizzing 
a moth-eaten yak through a tortoise- 
rimmed monocle. Wewentandhadsome 
iced beer together under the chestnut- 
trees by the Ehine-side and talked of 
many things. 

All about us (it was Sunday) obese and 
' perspiring Teutons gargled their liquor 
and hiccoughed Pros'ts and MahlseiU 
to one another, the ladies’ paper-under- 
clothing rustling whenever they moved. 
My Serbian shivered. ‘‘Ochl hoch ! 
woch ! * The language of horses ’ — and 
that is a libel on a noble animal,” he 
quoted. *^Fas jolie — hern? Allons- 
musP We strolled down the riverside 
towards the Hohenzollern Bridge. A 
white paddle-steamer labelled ‘‘Hinden- 
burg” flapped past us down-stream, 
laden to the guards with cheering 
British Tommies, en route for home and 
demobilisation. .A smart Hun police- 
man saluted us punctiliously. Outside i 
a tall liouse the folds of a great Union | 
Jack stirred lazily in the evening breeze. I 
Signs of the times. ' 

“ Pirst the Eomans, then the Pranks, i 
then the Austrians, then the Prench j 
again , then the Prussians, and now you,” 
the Serb commented, nodding his head 
towards the fllag. Well, I wish you 
could do something that none of tlie 
other masters have done, and that is to 
dilute the jargon. Listen to it all about 
us. Oh, dreadful ! Eeminds me of one 
of your Channel steamers.” 

Then suddenly we saw her. She was 
threading through the moving crowd 
before us, accompanied by a sky-blue 
officer. She was petite, she was pretty, 
she was smart, she was plainly not 
indigenous. The Serb nudged me with 
his elbow. “ Prench, from the Liaison,” 
he whispered. ** Listen — follow.” And 
follow we did, like a couple of the 
moat brazen vieuno suiveurs, round the 
Babnhof, across the Dom Platz, half- 
way up the Hohestrasse, drawn by the 
music of that little woman’s voice, the 
purl of her laughter and the play of her 
fluttering hands. At the corner of the 
Eing the couple turned into a restaurant 
and we turned back. 

“ Whew ! ” whistled the Serb. ‘ ‘ What 
a relief! like a lark singing in a 
pam)t-houae. She tinkled and rippled 
like a baby brook, didn’t she? I’ll 
wager she was amusing, too. Lid you 
note how that fortunate devil had his 


head bent down to catch every word ? 
How his shoulders shook — hein? ” 

“Oh, yes,” said L “Yes, they can 
be very charming, Prenchwomen.” 

He nodded. “Charming! There are 
none like tliem. I will tell you of a 
little episode if you like. It was in the 
early days of the War, just after our 
disaster. My battery was wiped out 
and they gave me a species of a job in 
Paris — diplomatic work. 

“ One morning I was mooning in the 
Bois, wondering what there was left in 
life for a gunner without guns, when I 
saw a lady walking in front of me with 
two children and a nurse. A lady cVun 
certain dge,vous savez; but oh, my friend, 
with what ankles ! All my life I had 
kept my eyes about me, but never be- 
fore had 1 seen such a perfect pair. 
They were ” 

He made a gesture in the air as 
though to describe some Hogarth ian 
line of consummate beauty, failed and 
kissed his fingers piously. 

“Like that ? ” I suggested. 

“ Like that,” said he. ** Exquisite.” 

“Por balf-an-hour I followed them, 
worshipping. Presently she came to a 
gate and lifted the latch, and I realized 
that in a moment those wonderful 
ankles would disappear and I sliould 
I never see them again. I called up all 
my courage, stepped forward and 
saluted. 

“ ‘ Madame,’ said I, ‘ will you be very 
gracious to an old soldier who has not 
known much good fortune of late ? ’ 

“ She bowed, smiling kindly — every- 
body, I think,^ was sorry for us in those 
days — and said she would do anything 
in her power. 

‘‘‘Madame,’ said I, ‘you have the 
most perfect pair of ankles in the wide 
world. They are beyond belief. They 
are the most beautiful things I ever saw. 
Immortal sonnets have been written 
for far, far less. To-morrow I leave 
Paris,, go back to my people, and I shall . 
not see you again. But I have here in 
my pocket a little camera. Could you, 
would you, will you permit me to take 
a tiny souvenir of your so exquisite 
ankles to sustain me through the hard 
time that is coming? ’ 

“ She blushed, she bit her lip, she 
hesitated, she dimpled, then she backed 
into the gateway and lifted her skirts 
slowly jmqu'aux gmom^" He patted 
his chest. “I have the photograph 
here in my case. It has been a great 
source of inspiration to me these last 
ears.” He turned and tapped his long 
ngersi on' my shoulder. “ But is there 
any other woman on earth but a 
Frenchwoman who could have carried 
it off with such grace, such dignity? 
Tell me that, my friend.” 

“ Is there any other man on earth | 


but yourself who would have had the 
frigid impudence to ask it? Tell me 
that,'' said I, 

He chuckled and lit a cigarette. 

PATnANDER, 


DUNSLEY GLEN. 

There is no road to Lunsley Glen, 

I should not know the way again 
Because the fairies took me there, 
Down by a little rocky stair — 

A little stair all twists and turns, 

Half hidden by the spreading ferns. 

High overhead the trees were green, 
With little bits of blue between, 

So high that they could see, I ’m sure, 
Beyond the wood, beyond the moor, 
The water many miles away 
Mistily shining‘in the bay. 

Deep in the glen a streamlet cool 
Ean down into a magic pool 
With mossy cavenjs all aliout 
Where fairies fluttered in and out ; 
Their sparkling wings and golden hair 
Made dancing twinkles here and thcre. 

I stood and watched them at their play. 
Until I dared no longer stay; 

I knew that I niiglit seek and seek 
On every day of every wet‘k 
Ere I should And the place again — 
There is no road to Lunsley (xlen. 

R. P. * 

The “Bernier Cri” at Lord's. 

“ Tea tables were crowdtul uftur Kuin ‘ de- 
claired,’ but the pretty frocks of the pn*vious 
day were absent, althbu^^h most of the wearers 
were present.”— 7 >r/i7iy JMi7, 


“Export of gods from Switzo-rland is to bo’ 
allowed by the Department of Puhlie Keonom\ 
a-s from to-morrow. - Pmr'mvinl / \ifKr , 

Will Holland follow this example and 
export the EX-ALL-IlKtHEST? 


“ As the Mayor and his followT'rs <njtered the 
churcli, the choir and congregation sang the 
morning in his gold chain, cocksl hut and. 
National Anthem.”— Times. 

This must have been one of the un- 
settled mornings we have had lately. 

Prom an article by “A Lady In- 
structor”:— 

“An expert woman-driver is quite, if not 
more, as dependable than most men.” 

.\XotorUig Paper. 

But a little reckless, occasionally, in 
matters of syntax. 

Prom a testimonial 

“Please send me a tin of , as these 

beastly cochroache.s have appeared again. 

^ drove them away for twelve months. It 

IS excellent, and so far as my experience goes, 
harmless to dumb animals.” 

It is the incessant cliattering of these 
creatures aftft- Ugbts are out that has 
always annoyed us most. 




RE-MOBBED. 

SisiieisAiiT Eob«et«. “NOW THEN; WHO SAID 'DISMIBS'! AS TOD WEEB 1 -iUli IN 1 1 1 " 



THE STANDAED SHIP. 

If you ever sailed on board the Polyhymnia 

You *d have noticed in her Captain and her crew 
An affection for their craft, whom they worshipped fore 
and aft, 

That was quite incomprehensible to you. 

She ’d a character as strong as any human, 

She was wet and hard to handle in a sea, 

But her charm was in the way that she spoke to thorn 
all day. 

Just as easily as you can speak to me. 

You *d not have understood the Polyhymnia, 

‘ Except perhaps a sentence now and then, 

But her fancies and her tales, in the doldrums or the gales, 
Were like picture-books to simple sailor men ; 

Then they sent her off to cross the North Atlantic, 

But she never told the story of the trip, 

; For she struck a floating mine well below her water line 
And her crew were sent to man a standard ship ! 

A standard ship ! Poseidon and his Court 
Made holiday to mock what time they saw 
A ship that was no ship ; for, though her lines 
Were rigidly correct, she had no soul. 

But only such a life as springs half-dead 
From Government Departments, and she told 
No legends, such as deep may tell to deep: 

As when and why the coral insect learned 
To be the architect of lonely isles 
Set for the harbouring of weary craft, 

Nor what shall happen when the starfish shine. 


Not she, indeed, but droned unceasingly 
Statistics of the shipyard whence she came 
Correct, as ever, to the second place 
Of dreary decimals, and these she would 
“ Submit for their concurrence to the crow, 

Who grew morose, then thin, and, staring out 
From her bluff bows, saw madness in the seas 
And raved at her; and then just in tiie nick 
The pitying waves washed up another mine, 

Whereat the crew, half-witted and unmanned, 

Drave her thereon and took them to their rafts. 

Now they ’re gone to sea again in the Euterpe, 

Who ’s as fanciful and wayward as you please, 

With the family complaint of a scarcity of paint 
And a tendency to wallow in the seas. 

She ’s the sister of their dear old Polyhyynnia 
And her magic is to comfort and condole, 

So they fatten and rejoice 
At the music in her voice, 

As is common in a ship that has a soul, 

“Large quantities of water have iimndatod the countryside, hut the 
Great Western Railway employees have prevented serious trouble by 
damning the canal /" — Glcnccesfershire Kclm. 

A not uncommon expedient, but rarely so successful as on 
this occasion. 

“To be Let, three minutes from sea, — Gentleman's well Furnished 
detached House. Eight bed, three sitting rooms, good kitchens, pantry ; 
bath-room (h. and o.) ; cloak-room; x>retty servants' sitting-room,” 

Times. 

A correspondent wishes to know whether the pretty servants 
win be left in the house, or whether the tenant will have 
to bring some with him. 
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Qloomy^Folicefiian. “You’ve had enough. Beitter go home.” 
Revdler [far from satiated) ', “ Shurr-ue — Pussyfoot I ” 


THE NEXT BILE. ' 

The great man leaned back in his 
chair. A thousand bell pushes aur- 
irounded the desk. 

“ I shall, as you see,'* he said* smiling, 
“ be in communication with some of the 
more important of my assistant-under- 
secretaries. But, as you will observe, I 
have to be modest in my requirezherits. 
Thdeed^ r ia^bd'td shdV quite"' a stiff lip 
to the House before making, it sanction 
the paltry prdvisioit now permitted — 
that is, for three thousand two hundred 
under-secretaries' for Ways and Com- 


munications, and for twelve thousand 
assistant under - secretaries — though 
how a department is expected to carry 
on in this crippled'way I don't know." 

“ Still,'" I suggested, “ we may con- 
gratulate you on the fact that your 
policy is winning its way 7 " 

The great man shook his head mourn- 
fully, doubtfully. ** Things are scarcely 
aS I could" wish. Eor instance, the 
offence" — gross*, as I consider it — of 
makingmse* of a steamer for a journey 
from one coast tbwU to another, b0tweeii 
which a railway exists, is still merely 
a misdemeanour and not, as I feel it 


ought to be, a felony. I can only hope 
to strengthen the Bill by subsequent 
amendment," 

“ The Bill, then, if it takes the shape 
you desire, will differ a good deal even 
: fiom: the Bill as we know it ? " 

Certainly. I demand an unspecilied 
; aind quite unlimited number of assistant 
secretaries, I must be able to create 
I Uew offices if T consider it necessary to 
[do so, even at the rate of liundreds a 
day, without being troubled to go to 
Parliament for permission in trivial 
I matters of this kind. Tn the midst of 
: all my work I cannot be expected to 
I remember to an odd hundred how many 
employees of a certain efficient Bailway 
have applied to me for jobs during the 
plast twenty -four hours, and as I am 
bbund, if only in 'the country's inter* 
efets, to take tlicm on as secretaries, I 
must not be trammelled by the thought 
that all the existing offices are lilled." 

“ xA.nd what other powers* do you 
claim ? " 

I must have power to pay such 
salaries as I consider suitable. It is 
ridiculous to suggest that the employee 
of a peculiarly remarkable Eailway 
should be expected to rub along on the 
remuneration that would no doubt be 
proper in the case of other people. 

“ I want also to secure the definite 
abolition of all canals, coastal steamers 
attid roads — all of which lead simply to 
Wasteful competition with railways and 
which in the past have made it difficult 
fbr us to raise freights to the level to 
which we feel they ought to go." 

“ And does your amlntion end 
there ? " I asked. 

“ No," he said, as ho rose to conclude 
tlje interview ; ** I shall not be satisfied 
until the nation as a whole realises 
that upon the railways, and ultimately, 
Upon^ the most efficient line of all, its 
happiness and prosperity depend," 


THE HOUB OF TBIUMPH. 
To-day my lady walks with pride ; 

And who has better right than site 
To put an inch upon her stride 

Who found a cook 'twixt lunch and 
tea? 

What though her working hours be few, 
Her wage the ransom of a king ? — 
More glory than Napodeon knew 
Is hers who caught her on the wing. 

What matter if by Monday week 
We hear that she has changed her 
mind ” 

And gone some other place to seek, 

As is the fashion of' her kind ? 

What matter if her trunk arrives 
And leaves next day — accepted style ? 
The triumph of the hour survives : 
We've. owned a cook a little while. 

W. H. 0. 






^Ocrmatose Pixsaenger. “How my ear berns! Someone meSt be speaking oe me;’ 


A WAR CROP. 


When the litter of warfare is finally i 
cleared up, onn Y.M.O.A, hut 1 kno*W’ ^ 
of will yield a choice crop. 

It (the crop) 'was raised over the^ : 
period in which 'various minor States' ' 
joined the Allies. Thus, whm China 
came in, the manageress suggested to 
our Colonel that he and his officers 
should present the Chinese 'flag to her 
hut. The Colonel approved, the flag 
was got down from London, and the 
manageress arranged a ‘‘ Chinese even-' 
ing’’ conceit. At this function the 
Colonel unfurled the flag, and our pet 
pianist played what the programme' 
declared to he the Chinese National'' 
Anthem, during which we all stood at 
“ attention.’’ ‘ I was in favour of giving 
three hearty ‘*ban 2 ;ais,” butremembered 
just in time that this is the Japanese 
form of jubilant expression. A Padre 
(ex-missionary to China) ’gave us forty 
minutes of dynasties and chances of 
converts, whereas we would have 
preferred five minutes’ compressed in- 1 
formation in pidgin English. The rest 
of the programme was commonplace 
and insular. If the men hoped for 
a free issue of 'edible birds’-nests they 
were disappointed. 

When Siam threw off the channg 
. bonds of neutrality the manageress in- 
formed our Colonel that Siam had^done 
so. A week later we attended a “ Siam- 


eseevening.” TheOoioneldidirheunfuri- 1: 
ing as before. Our pianist hammered 
the black nptes and called his noise' 
the Siamese National Anthem — proba- ‘ 
hly pmust fiction, but we daren’t risk s 
lit, and stood solemnly at ‘■‘attention.” ? 
Biere being no ex-missionary to Siam 
present, the Colonel, made the oration, s 
an d spoke about the man-power of Siam I 
as affected by that nation’s productivity’ i 
in twins. Then we settled down to the ( 
©Id familiar routine of “-God send you' 
back to me” and Corporal Jenkins’ 
farmyarS imitations. 

When Cuba perceived on which side* 
truth and justice lay, We had a *‘Cuban 
evening.” We unfudLed the flag, "stood 
stiffly white the pianist played sorpe- . 
thing Spanishy, listened to theColonel s 
thinly- veiled ignorance of Cubism and 
the Cubes, and smoked Havana cigars 
byway of compliment to onrlate^ ally. 

Even Liberia’s timely beflicosity did 
not daunt the manageress, theColdnel 
: or the pianist. The interror of the bub 
i began to look really bright. The Lib- 
©rian National Anthem ^sounded like' 
i ‘•‘Chopsticks” syncopated, and when’ 

I asked about it the pianist said they 
’ were by the same composer. | 

r As events moved the good work wnnt 
on. We grew thoroughly cosmopolitan, 
y and felt that onr hut was theverrhey- 

- stone of the Allied edifice. ' It Was a 
3 blow that EatagOnia failed to start.’ 

- We would have delighted to honohr the 


broncho rampant on a field of esparto j 
grass. The pianist would probably j 
have utilised that weird thing *frorn 
“Peer Gynt.” But we bad compen- 
sation in Panama, and “Peer Gynt” 
was utilised after all. 

That is how the crop was raised. 
SDo whom shall the harvest be given ? 
Surely, to the League of Nations, as a 
free gift towards the equipment of 
G.H.Q., Geneva. 


OTHER TIMES, OTHER MAUNtRS. 

{A weekly paper deplores the cigarette 
huhitamong theyoung mothers of to-day. ) 

A TIME there was, if anguish racked 
The infant soul and, incommoded, 

It vocally announced the fact 

(As, reader, you yourself, you know, 
•did), 

Nor laid aside its tearful mien 

For “ dummies ” doped with glycerine. 

Phe harassed neighbours far and wide 
Asstimed (and nightly) that the wee 
thing 

Whoi^made them muse on babycide 
Was busily engaged in teething ; 

Its fretfulnesswas^ wholly due 
To tiny msohurs toaicking through. 

But u'ow another tale ’s to tell 
■'To-day ohe cannot gather clearly 
In diagnosiiig baby’s yell 
’Whether ’tis due to teeth, or merely , 
’■ That parUS assail the little pet 
Through sparks from moth'er’s’cigarette: 
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A BOOK FOR ALL. 

Self-praise, if; used to be held, is 
no recommendation ; but that was be- 
fore the War. The War has altered so 
many things that it may have altered 
this too, and self-praise be the best 
recommendation of all. Mr. Punch 
hopes so, because he wants to indulge 
for the moment in the pleasure of ex- 
tolling one of his own products: he 
wishes in short to urge upon all his 
readers the merits of Mr. Punch's 
History of the Great War (Cassell and 
Co.), which one of his young men has 
been “ assembling” in time for the com- 
pleted volume — and a very handsome 
one it is — to be all ready for book- 
buyers as a Peace Day gift. 

Having read the History from cover 
to cover Mr. Punch is able to af&rm 
with perfect impartiality and not a 
little pride that it is very well done. 
The labour of compressing the record 
of four-and-a-half critical and crowded 
years, when so much .was happening 
simultaneously on different Fronts and 
in different countries, into a small space, 
and preserving lucidity and movement, 
is no inconsiderable one, and the author 
(who attempts to conceal his identity 
under the initials *‘C. L. G.,” but fails 
woefully with all those who peruse our 
half-yearly index or who have read The 
Haioarden Horace and The Life a7id 
Letter's of Sir George Grove and the 
Diversions of a Music Lover) is to be 
felicitated upon the skill and judgment 
with which he has carried it out. He 
has shown a fine discretion also in his 
selection of quotations, both in prose 
and verse, from the weekly issues, 
which with consistent self-effacement 
he always prefers to his own comments, 
shrewd as those can be ; and these pas- 
sages, together with the profusion of 
illustrations, are numerous enougli to 
give Mr. Punch the cordial feeling, 
however illusory, that he is really both 
author and artist himself. Since to be a 
good-humoured trustworthy historian 
has always been his ambition, we must 
not grudge the old gentleman his glow. 

Looking through this record, which, 
after a brief glance at the immediate 
antecedents: of the Great War — culmin- 
ating in Tenniel’s picture of Germania 
with her indemnity leaving France in 
1871 and being saluted with ‘*Au 
Bevoir /” — settles down in August 1914 
to a narrative that ends only with Peace 
in the summer of 1919, Mr. Punch 
finds himself almost too poignantly re- 
living those difficult, grievous, wonder- 
ful years. But with the pain is pleasure 
, too : recognition of the stout-hearted 
gaiety of the race and all its smiling com- 
posure under dark clouds. “ 0. L. G.” 
indeed, when writing of those early days 


of the War, when humanity was horri- 
fied by the ferocity of the invasion of 
Belgium and the wanton slaughter of 
non-combatants, takes his readers into 
a secret. “ Let it now,” he says, “ be 
frankly owned that in the shock of this 
discovery Mr. Punch thought seriously 
of putting up his shutters. How could 
he carry on in a shattered and mourn- 
ing world ? The chronicle that follows 
shows how it became possible, thanks 
to the temper of all our people in all 
parts of the Empire, above all to^ the 
unwavering conMence of our sailors 
and soldiers, to that ‘ wonderful spirit 
of light - heartedness, that perpetual 
sense of the ridiculous ’ which, in the 
words of one of Mr. Punch’s many con- 
tributors from the front, ‘even under 
the most appalling conditions never 
seemed to desert them, and which in- 
deed seemed to flourish more freely in 
the mud and rain of the front line 
trenches than in the comparative com- 
fort of billets or cushy jobs.’ ” 

It was Tommy, in short, who “ gave 
Mr. Punch his cue, and his high 
example was nob thrown away on those 
at home, where, when all allowance 
is made for shirkers and slackers and 
scaremongers, callous pleasure- seekers, 
faint-hearted pacifists, rebels and trait- 
ors, the great majority so bore them- 
selves as to convince Mr. Punch that 
it was nob only a x^rivilege but, a duty 
to minister to mirth even at times 
when one hastened to laugh for fear of 
being obliged to weep. In this resolve 
he was fortified and encouraged, week 
after week, by the generous recognition 
of his efforts which came from all parts 
of our far-flung line.” These are indeed 
gratifying words to read and treasure. 

Eegular readers of Mr, Punch’s pages 
will (like himself) find themselves back 
again in time as they proceed through 
this History, so many well-remembered 
verses, grave and gay, cartoons and 
social cuts, are here. Again we see 
the Kaiser taunting King Albert with 
having lost aU ; again we see the German 
family performing its morning hate ; 
again the American Eagle swooping 
from the West, and the Crown Prince 
imploring his father not to repeat the 
mistake of applying the epithet con- 
temptible.” Here once more is the old 
lady who had seen the Kaiser riding 
as bold as brass through the streets of 
London, and who, if she had known then | 
what she knew later, would have called a 
policeman; and here again the meatless 
gentleman in the restaurant who tears 
off a coupon in order that the band may 
play five-pennyworth of the “Boast 
Beef of Old England,” 

We renew acquaintance with so many 
old friends, not least of them being the 
civilian bidden to the War Office who 


undergoes such extremes of humilia- 
tion and pride; and the North Sea 
skipper with a sore throat who, on 
being asked if he has ever gargled with 
salt water, replies that he has been tor- 
pedoed six times; and the charwoman 
wdio during air raids never kept still 
because she had heard tliat a moving 
target is harder to hit. Again we see 
the Kaiser, the doomed egoist, despair- 
ingly watching the sands running out, 
while Mr. Partridge’s beautiful draw- 
ing of “Peace the Sower,” wliich dis- 
tinguished a very recent number of the 
paper, stands as frontispiece. 

Everything, you see, is hero, in very 
noteworthy synthesis : the tragedy and 
the comedy inextricably mingled, as they 
must ever be, bub as by more formal 
historians they are not* 

The book closes upon a note of con- 
fident liopefulness for tiie future. That 
a slightly over-emphasised tendency 
towards frivolity and ebullience followed 
the Armistice is conceded, but, says 
“ C. L. G.,” “ when commonsenso is 
found in natures that are honest and 
hearts that are clean, it may make mis- 
takes, but not for long. No, the spirit 
which won the War is not going to 
fail us at this second call. Perhaps we 
have only been waiting for the actual 
coming of Peace to settle down to our 
new and greater task. But,” he con- 
cludes, “let us never forget the debt, 
unpaid and unpayable, to our immortal 
dead and tq the valiant survivors of the 
great conflict, to whom \ve owe free- 
dom and security and the possibility of 
a better and cleaner world.” 

In June, 1915, “0. L. G.” reminds 
us, the Germans were very angry with 
Mr. Punch and honoured him wdth a 
serious warning. His performances, he 
was told, were diligently noted, so tliat 
when the day of reckoning arrived ho 
might be faithfully dealt with. Has 
not that day arrived ? If so, can Mr. 
Punch have been pardoned, for he has 
heard nothing. If not, what can bo 
in store for him ? If any loss of nerve, 
any weakness in handling the varying 
situations that arise so punctually, 
should be noted by bis readers, they 
must attribute the cause to this un- 
certainty and suspense. But he must 
not be thought of as anything but im- 
penitent. ======s====^^ 

Another Impending Apology. 

From a cinema programme : — 

“Wild Youth. 

Landmarks in the Life of tho lit. Koa. 
Lloyd George.’* 

From a law report : — 

“ Of his bothers-in-law three served in the 
Navy and one in the Army.” 

It looks like a case of ‘‘ strained rela- 
tiems.” 
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TO THE SEA. 

{Telling it not to mind about B 3d.) 

Keep calm, tliou m'ighty ocean, calm, I say, 

Over the recent outcome of events ; 

Let not thy salt tears’ rise and sweep away 
The Sand ville- super-Mare bathing-tents ; 

If any word'^of mine may haply save 

The Pebbleborough bandstand, hear, O wave. 

Thou art no longer all that thou hast been 
(Before the silvery sausage leaped the tide), 

The single practicable route between 

The realm of England and the realms outside ; 
Where is the ancient trust, the old-time ring ? 
Broken to bits ! But cheer thoii up, old thing. 

Content thee with the triumphs that remain ; 

Though all the earth were linked by keels unwet 
And Honolulu half-an-hour from Spain ’ , 

And no ships ploughed the watery swan-patli, yet 
Thou hast romances still, thy shining shore 
Shall make perpetual castles as of yore. 

With huge despatches from The Daily Mail 
Erom continent to continent we spin, 
Contemptuous of thy green and outgrown pale ; 

But who shall rob thee of thy buckets, tin, 

The slippery rocks whereon the starfish roam, 

And all the spoil of sea- weed trailing home ; 


The millions who ne'er braved thy heaving breast 
And never shall, by barque nor by balloon, 

But only ask of thee a quiet rest 
Under an outspread handkerchief at noon, 

Who have not shared the stout explorer's thrill, 

Or if they have— in sailing-boats — felt ill ; 

Who care not greatly how the trade-routes run 
So long as they have ham and eggs for tea, 

And count all kinds of ships as ratlier fun 
To look at, by thy silvern side, O sea, 

Or two miles off (they called it Ocean Glimpse'') 
Love thee and worshij> theo and prod for shrimps ? 

Thou hast thine ozsone mid a sun tliat shines 
On parboiled asphalt, and thy lodgings dear, 

Whelks and innumerable fishing-lines, 

The fringes of a southward-facing pier ; 

Therefore be calm, O ocean — men may break 
Thine ancient power, these things they cannot fake. 

Let not thine unavailing passions rise 
Against the prowess of our gas-filled craft, 

Whereon so few that love thee have set eyes 
And fewer still would know the fore from aft ; 

In other words, O sea, keep mild and fair 

When I go down to Winkleton-sur-Mer. Evoe. 

Perils of Peace-Celebration. 

“The chorus of jubilation was punctured by the reports of fire- 
works .” — Provincial Paper. * 
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HIS DUTY DANCE. 


Madam Yioxoby {to John Bull). ‘‘-WE-VE HAD A DELIGHTPOL TIME TOGETHEE; BET I 
MUSTN’T KEEP YOU EEOM YOUE NEXT PAETNEE ANY LONGEE, OE SHE LL THINK 
YOU ’EE NEGLECTING HEK” 
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that he and his colleagues had been appropriate atmosphere of gloom. Sir 
ESSENCE OF PARLlAIVIENTi discussing for two hours that morning Auckland Geddes — Jeanquipleiire,BiS 
Monday, July lUh . — In the opinion the question of high prices, with parti- Lord E. Cecil called him in contradis- 
of Lord Balfoue of Burleigh the cular reference to boots and clothing, tinction to the more cheerful Eeic — 
practice of “dilution” as applied to the I should like to have heard Lord Quezon grew more and more melancholy as he 
House of Lords has been carried too and Mr. Baenes swapping sartorial pictured the disastrous prospects in 
far, with the result that the blue blood reminiscences, and the Chancellor of store for us unless the coal-miners 
of the peerage is now very little thicker the Exchequer discussing where the worked more and played less. But he 
than Government ale. Lord Ccjrzon, shoe pinches, and why. was careful to say that they Avere not 

himself an example of both old and A renewed attempt to elicit from Mr. alone to blame; and this gave Mr. Brace, 
new creations, admitted that there had Bonar Law the Government's inten- to whom the miners had wisely en- 
been a considerable increase trusted their case, a chance to 

in the output of hereditary exhibit his sweet reasonable- 

titles, but pleaded in defence Government 

that it had not kept pace with would hold their hand, he 

the increase in the population. g said, he and his friends would 

A hundred years ago there was their utmost to get the out- 

one peer per forty-three thou- g put increased, TheGovern- 

sand; now the proportion was ment, having gained their 

only one per sixty thousand. startled the 

The advocates of “ equality of country into a realization of 

opportunity” have here dis- • V its parlous state, accepted the 

tinct ground for complaint. \ \ offer ; and for the moment all 

Whyshould the infant of 1919 \ / was peace, 

have thirty per cent, less Tue^ay, July 16th, Lord 

chance of obtaining a coronet \ MacDonnell invited the 

than his predecessor of 1815? YM insist that the Gov- 

It is true that, as Lord Salis- jiM > ernment should declap t^ii 

BURY complained with some j |\ I .A Irish policy “forthwith. His 

bitterness, comparatively few I M own idea is that they should 

of the new Peers ever visit the \v\ ^borhve 

House of Lords after their ^/// ^ 1 soheme of the Convention 

first introduction. Possibly / \ disregard the talk ol 

they consider that they have v “Dominion status, which he 

already made sufficient sacri- ^ thought had greatly m]urec 

fioes for their country. Irish cause. Lord Shan- 

If all the Peers’ debates e_x- Lord Chancellor ol 

were as lively as that of this Vv Ireland, took the same line 

afternoon there would be no ? avoidance o: 

lack of attendance. Nomin- ( exact definition. “Somethinj 

ally the subject under discus- \ ® ?■ s^^sidiarj 

Sion was the Porestry BiU; Parliampt, with contro 

really it was the question of over such economic question 

the merits or demerits of the V as were peculiar to Irel^d 

squirrel. That engaging little 1^7 prescnption. Th. 

creature found stalwart de- ° C^ncbllor was m ai 

fenders in Lords Buckmas- awkward position. Spokes 

TEE, Phillimoeb and Beyoe, the moment for a Gov 

to the last named of whom its ernment pledged to provide 

hirsute appendages make a ^ scheme of self-government fo 

.pe.i.Uppe^l.na.E.rt ^ . “utevSlT"^ 

uncompromising opponent m jqY OB' “RED HAND” IN UNEARTHING HIS LONG- ““ 

Lord Oeawfobd, who, while, -r.nsT hatchet. "P !®’ 








JOY OP 


‘RED HAND” IN UNEARTHING HIS LONG- 
LOST HATCHET. 


trusted their case, a chance to 
exhibit his sweet reasonable- 
ness. If the Government 
would hold their hand, he 
said, he and his friends would 
do their utmost to get the out- 
put increased. The Govern- 
ment, having gained their 
main object and startled the 
Sfe country into a realization of 
its parlous state, accepted the 
offer ; and for the moment all 
was peace. 

Ttiesday, July 16th , — Lord 
^ MacDonnell invited the 

^ Lords to insist that the Gov- 

ernment should declare their 
^ Irish policy “forthwith.” His 

own idea is that they should 
^ ^ hark back to the abortive 
^ scheme of the Convention, 

and disregard the talk of 
^ “Dominion status,” which he 

thought had greatly injured 
Irish cause. Lord Shan- 
DON, ex-Lord Chancellor of 
Ireland, took the same line, 
but with equal avoidance of 
exact definition. “Something 
in the form of a subsidiary 
Parliament,” with control 
over such economic questions 
as were peculiar to Ireland, 
was his prescription. The 
Lord Chancellor was in an 
awkward position. Spokes- 
man at the moment for a Gov- 
o<ii^ ernment pledged to provide a 
scheme of self-government for ! 
Ireland, he is also a member 
jONG- ' Ulster Volunteers and 

liable to be called up for ser- 
vice at the whim of his im- 
perious Commander-in-Ohief, The most 


yielding to none in his admir- vice at tne wnim ot nis im- 

ation of its delightful acrobatics, in- tions regarding Ireland was unsuccess- penous Commander-in-Ohief, The most 
sisted that its destructive qualities ful. He would say no more than that accomplished “Galloper would find it 
would be fatal in a Government forest. “ we do not wish to attempt anything difficult to ride simultaneously two 
A division was taken, and the “ Anti- without some chance of success ” — not horses that insisted^ on going in dia- 
Sauirrels ” had it by a narrow majority, a very hopeful utterance in view of Sir metrically opposite directions. “ Porth- 
Most of us would, I think, be puzzled Edward Carson's Twelfth of July with ” is a disagreeable word in such 
to give a list of all the Ministers who fulmination in Belfast. As to that, he circumstances; “at an early date he 
have sat in the War Cabinet since promised that the Government would suggested would make the motion more 
December, 1916. Thanks to a blunt administer the law impartially ; but acceptable ; and eventually compromise 
inquiry by Colonel Aubrey Herbert when Mr. ,Devlin asked specifically was reached on “ before the end of this 
we now know that the present “ Big what steps would be taken to bringthe session ” — which, with this heavy obli- 
Eive ” are the Prime Minister, Lord Ulster leader to book the impartial gation hanging on to it, is in danger of 
Quezon, Mr. Barnes, Mr. Chamber- Law was judiciously silent. being decidedly elongated. ^ 

lain and Mr. Bonar Law. It was The debate on the proposed increase * Sir Arthur SrpL-MAiTLAND, having 
pleasiug to hear from the last-named in the price of coal was conducted in an found the position of liaison officer 
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betrween the Foreign Office and the 
Board of Trade more prolific of kicks 
than halfpence, has been succeeded by 
Sir Hamar Gbeeitwoox>, who is expected 
to prove more pachydermatous. His 
tnily British manner of tacHing in liis 
first reply the pronunciation of the 
''Qo'himissi’on Internutionale de Bavi- 
taiUement ’ ’ greatly iinpressedthe House. 

An intimation by Mr. Ohurchill that 
the Army of Occupationin Mesopotamia 
would be reduced and native levies 
employed in its place lured Mr Mac- 
V’EAO'H into an inquiry as to whether a 
similar statement could be made re- 
garding the Army of “Occupation in 
another country “not so far away.” 
But the War SECRETARYwas 'prepared. 
“No, Sir,” he rapped out; “nor the 
extent to which it is possible to trust 
the native levies.” A very palpable hit. 

‘Sir F. Hael, whose favourite sport 
is mare's-nesting, asked the representa- 
tive of the Shippino CoNTROliLER why 
a certain cargo of wood-pulp had not 
been brought home by the Aquitania. 
Colonel Leslie Wilson replied that 
ex:haustive inquiries had revealed no 
ti*ace of the alleged cargo and distinctly 
suggested that the hon. Member bad 
evolved it out of his own head. 

The pertinacity of Mr. G. Locker- 
Lampson, in endeavouring to induce, 
the Chancellor op the Exchequer 
to remove the anomaly by which hus- 
band and wife are regarded as a single 
taxable entity, has met with some re-' 
ward. "Mr. CHA:vJBERLAtN, while still 
declining to anticipaite tlie report of the 
Income Tax Commission, agreed to in- 
crease the abatement in respect of a 
wife from twenty- five to fifty pounds. 
A slight restraint on matrimony has 
^thtLS been removed and thousands of 
existing husbands will find their spouses' 
ah the dearer for being a little less 
expensive.. ^ 

The Chancellor op the Exchequer 
Was unable to give the figures of the 
Vidtory Loan, but took the opportunity 
of thanking those who had helped to 
float it, “whether on the earth or in. 
the air.” This must not be taken, of 
course, as a confession that he lias been 
eiJigaged in “ kite-flying;” 

Wednesday, July 16th, — At the in-'; 
stance of Lord Bras Sey the Peers talked ^ 
at large about Nationalization without ' 
reaching any definite conclusion, poss- 
ibly because nobody provided a clear, 
definition on the subject. Lord Ask- 
W^H, as an old Civil Servant, said that 
if it meant putting the coal-mines under 
a bureaucracy he should oppose it root 
and branch. Lord Haldane thought 
the Subject should be investigated — 
which rather discounted his previous' 
praise of Mr. Justice Sanhey's conduct 
ofthe Coal Commission. Lord Milner 


said he had an open mind on the subject, 
and immediately afterwards observed 
that there was an “irresistible” trend 
of opinion in its favour. Lord Saihs- 
BURY, as one might expect, considered 
an open mind a very dangerous thing to 
have about you. 

The Commons heard with satisfaction 
that the Government had decided to 
abolish the censorship at midnight on 
July 23rd, hut could not *quite under- 
stand why, having come to a decis- 
ion, they should take a week to "‘carry 
it out. Mr. H. W. Forster said that 
it “ obviously ” required some time to 



molehate sucoesb of the ex- 
chequer MANDARIN IN HIS LATEST 
KITE-FLYING ACTIVITIES. 

execute the necessary arrangements. 
It would be too abrupt, I suppose, to 
send all the censors a telegram, “Cen- 
sorship abolished.” Some of them may 
have Weak hearts. 

Mr. Chamberlain firmly resisted a 
proposal to raise the income-tax limit 
’to £250, but at tlie same time made 
a further extension of the children’s 
^l^pwance, which will have the same 
en'ect in the case of every fatlier who 
has even three arrows in lus quiver. 

I't is a pity that Sir Edward Carson. 
was not in his place to-niglit, for he i 
would have lieard a lot of nice things, 
about himself and his recent speeches. 
Mr, Clynes pressed the Government* 
to prosecute him, as they had done 
humbler advocates of “ direct action,” 


and tlie Attoh.nhv-CJhnehal explained 
Iiow much ho would have liked to do 
so, hut that the right hon, culprit, taking 
an unfair advantage of his knowledge 
of the law, had been careful to keep on 
the windy side of it. 

Thursdan, July I7f/^™Thc modest 
total of tlie Victory Loan rather startled 
the House of Commons, which had 
been led by the Press to expe<jt at least 
twice as much* The CHAN<’Kn!.oR of 
THE Exchequer, however, stjcmed quite 
pleased with the result. As a very 
large propoiiiion of the 70H nniiions 
subscribed is “ New money,” lie will at 
iall events have enougli to cover tlie 
anticipated deficiton this Year’s Budget. 
What if the holders of a thousand 
millions of short-dated sciniiies have 
obstinately refused to accept “con- 
version”? At any rate ilio War is 
over and he has enough to go on with. 
As Omar says in FiTZ(jKHALi)*H first' 
version 

A!i, tak<j th<» (.’uKh In hand, uihI waivo tho 
Oh, the hravt* Munif of a ditihait dnim ! 


PEACE TEAG EDIKS. 

Thhhh was an old num of King’s Lynn 
Who used to pky tunes on his dun ; 
Bo ho joined a dazz-banc!, 

But wont back to the land 
When his Jaw-bone eaveti suddenly in. 

There was a young man from St, Kitts 
Who wont to a ball at the Blitz ; 

• But his style was so curious, 

Exotic and furious 
Thai most of his partners had lifcs. 


Stands Scotland where it Bid? 

“ It in announced from ToUirinory that the 
Admiralty arc fouHv compiling a nsgktcrof tin* 
places suitable for the eHtahlishment of naval 
basC'> in Ireland, and with this idea ni view 
Canq>belto\vn, Tobermory, and Loidi na-Keal 
have been 


“The Devire Own.’^ 

“'Letters mmt l^e endoht^d in anothci’ en- 
velope add resised to The Begihtrv, l.aw ’s 

Hell, Boll Yard, 

haw Smifhfn //. 

h’roin a report of the Bisley meeting: 

“The Bass provided the main interest <»f 
the inoiu i ng. - Tinm, 

We shouldn’t wondor. 


“ LOST. 

No. S, Cardigan Terrace, Victoria A venae.-- 
Apply Fire Station. 6' ;/ern.w/ Kseniny Peat* 

Very careless, with liouses so scarce, 
too. 

There was a young man of Kaiigoon 
Who composed an ox’chestral Typhoon ; 
But it isn’t the noise 
That the expert enjoys, 

It ’s the absolute absence of tune. 
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UPS AND DOWNS. 

As soon as I saw ifc I stroked my . 
moustache and decided to be married 
there at once. 

Mr. Kiplino had, of course, told me 
long ago about the 

“ . . . little, lost Down clitn’clies ...” 

but at Up Waltham, in the heart of 
the South Downs, there is surely the 
littlest church of them' all, and the most 
lost — till I found it. 

So small it is one could tuck two 
of it quite ' comfortably into the great* 
barn the other side of the long-grassed 
churchyard;* The sun and the storms 
of hundreds : of years have weathered 
my little church to the ripe ruddy-brown'; 
of the old shepherd's face — the old shep- 
herd up there on the hilhside with his 
dock.- But the timbered toy tower still 
brandishes its weathercoch gallantly 
aloft, defying the centuries. ' ! 

Inside there are, I thinks eight pews. 
The congregation must- consist of the 
dwellers in those two long- farmsteads* 
that guard it like a couple-'Of big^ lazy 
sheep-dogs at’ watch over a pet Jamb. 

And it is in this little church that 
I am going to be married^ 

No room therh for- your great con- 
course of elaborately, millinered end- 
tailored people, of whom about all- one 


knows, is that they have reluctantly 
presented you with those seventeen cub- 
glass rose-bowls, those nine-mufhneers, 
the terrible inevitable water-colours of 
Venice ... 

No need for any usher to question 
the handful of friends that come to my 
wedding as tOt whether they are for 
” Br-ide or -Bridegroom ? ” tiILhe.longs 
to change the formula to “ Oranges or 
Lemons 7 ” and in desperation. to follow 
this up with — 

“Here coniefi a chopper to chop off your head ! ” 

. There will be no bridesmaids, no pant- 
ing dowagers, no fuss-. 

She and I will stand facing the tiny 
altar, and the. sunlight will stream down 
on US' through the narrow pointed win- 
dows. We. shall hear the south-west 
breeze rustling the grasses outside. A 
big, bumble-bee will suddenly go boom- 
ing, pjast the porch . . . 


Afterwards, side by side we two will 
climb on to the smooth-green, thymy 
Ml- tops, and over, our heads the larks 
willraise a triumphal arch of song. We 
shall' look down on the broad many- 
coloured world spread beneath our 
feet . . . lik^ the new life that awaits 

us. ’ . 

‘ And- when tbe-last lark of all has sung 
the Downs to sleep- we* stall stilLbe’ 


there, we two in the dusk, watching the . 
yellow moon — our honeymoon— -comf- 
ing up out of the far sea , . . 

Then .and only then shall we descend 
: to our cottage and.cut the.weddxng-eake. 
with-- — 

But here the old rhyme interrupts 
me : — 

‘ ‘ How shall- you- cut it without a . knife ? 

Ho W' shall you marry without a wife ? ’ ’ 

Yes, I Imeio I had forgatten some- 
thing. I have found the little chureh I’ 
am to be married in, but 1 have not yet 
-found a bride . . . 

Ah well, the philosophers tell us that 
if 'we can’t have all we like we must like 
all we have. 

And I like this day-dream of mine. 

“CouHTY Surveyor’s Besion-^tion. 

The Srecretary-said if .they decided on giving 
superannuation he would be entitled tO" thirty- 
two sixteenths of his salary ... 

, ]^Xr, O’-- — : ‘ I move that we don’t accept 
his resignation until he resigns.’ ” 

IriBli Paper. 

If the Secretary’s calculation is correct 
that surely won’t belong; 

“ Wanted; two sisters, friends, or otherwise, 

' fbr entire work- of small private house ; family 
: of two ladies; Church of England; abstainers.” I 

Daily Paper. 

\ We are sorry for the. two ladies if the 
r sisters are“ otherwise,. 
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THE DIPLOMATS. 

III. 

My deab Henry, — The other morn- 
ing I awoke from my sleep and, after 
due consideration, stepped out of my 
bed. Undecided what to do next I 
went to my dressing-table and had a 
good look round. I was still doing this 
with great thoroughness, when my 
attention was attracted to my last 
night’s handkerchief. Its whole atti- 
tude was, to say the least, suspicious. 
To be frank, it had tied itself into a knot. 
Now, if I know anything about my 
handkerchief, it would not do that with- 
out some reason. The matter clearly 
required looking into ; in order to look 
into it the more deliberately I hurried 
back to bed. 

The main facts ap- 
peared upon investiga- 
tion to be the follow- 
ing. A diplomatic of- 
ficial of a foreign power, 
desiring to bring his 
country and mine closer 
together or hoping to 
expedite the peace or 
intending to lure me 
into the declaration of 
another war, had asked 
me to dinner. In dip- 
lomacy it is "more 
blessed to receive than 
to give. I accepted the 
invitation. All the evi- 
dence, as I looked about 
my room, proved that 
the dinner-party had 
taken place the previous 
evening and I had been 
at it. This accounted 

for the behaviour of „ 

everything, except of my handkerchief. 
Carrying my inquiry further, I elicited 
the circumstances in which the latter 
had compromised itself. 

By some oversight, no doubt, my 
hostess had allotted to me as partner a 
lady who was neither the wife, the 
daughter nor even the sister of a First- 
class Ambassador. She wsLs, to be exact, 
merely the mother of the wife of a Third 
Secretary, and that an English one. 
That wasn’t good enough, was it ? I 
mean, you can’t frame secret treaties 
wfith Third Secretaries’ wives’ mothers, 
canyon? And between one Englishman 
and another, no secret treaty should be 
necessary , . . However, there were 
compensations. She was just as charm- 
ing as only old English ladies can be, 
and I welcomed a little holiday from 
the awful strain of having to be so care- 
ful what one says, and the still more 
awful strain of having to say it in one 
of those dreadful languages they will 
persist in using on the Continent. I 


suppose it was because I approached 
the affair in this careless frame of mind 
that my handkerchief got tied into a 
knot, and so did I. If you ask me, I 
think these old English ladies are just 
a shade too charming. 

I omit the earlier passages of the con- 
versation, in which at the time I was 
given cause to suppose that I acquitted 
myself with great brilliance. I come at 
once to the point, to which she came by 
easy stages. She was about to return 
to England; she had a native maid; 
the native maid was about to come to 
England also. Good. Her passport 
was in order and ready for the journey. 
Good. xA^bout the maid’s passport there 
was difficulty and delay. (A-ha?) I 
should readily understand the para- 
mount importance of the old lady and her 



Baby Elejphant (working 7iis way through the Bun gucue)* **NOTinxu Bur 

CLOSING-TIME CAN SAVE MB EROM DISASTER.*^ 


maid travelling together and doing it at 
once ? Of course 1 understood ; the art- 
ful old thing had postponed this question 
until I was sufficiently fed to understand 
anything she might care to suggest. So 
much for her side of the case. 

As for mine, it was my function in 
those days to sign the passports of old 
English ladies offhand, but to hold 
up the passports of native maids long 
enough to permit of an interchange 
of amenities, by mail, between His 
Majesty’s representatives abroad and 
His Majesty’s representatives (all of 
them) at home. I now found myself 
publicly referred to as the most com- 
petent and least red-tape man of my 
time, and at the same time faced with 
the alternative either of confessing that 
in reality I had no scope at all, or of 
saying simply and grandly, ‘‘ You leave 
that to me,” and hoping to goodness 
that she would do,no such thing. 

I chose the latter alternative, and 
she took me at my word. 


The only other noteworthy conversa- 
tion I could recall was my remark to 
myself as tlie ladies left us : Charles, 
this is an error which you will rogrot.” 

That was the prolfiom whicl^ in my 
opinion justified my staying in bed that 
morning oven longer iiian I' goncrally 
do after the final decision to gefe up has 
been taken. 

When ail official has before him ex- 
plicit instructions not to do a certain 
thing in certain circumstances until the 
authorities at homo have concurred, and 
when he has also before him an explicit 
knot in his handkerchief obliging him 
to do the thing anyway and at once, 
what happens next? 1 consulted all 
the Hecretaries, odd and oven numbers, 
tlie Counsellor’s typist, and, best autho- 
rity of all, the Chancellery servant, but 
— was'no precedent. 
Either 1 had to per- 
suade the authorities, 
which was impossible, 
owing to their being so 
far away, or 1 had to 
dissuade the old lady, 
which was equally im- 
possible, owing to her 
being ho near. Bill, 
my soldier colleague, 
having heard the facts, 
ruled that this was un- 
doubtedly a case of tiie 
iiTesistil>io force ad- 
vancing to meet the 
immovable body, and 
that I was the unfortun- 
ate In between, f told 
him it was no me talk- 
ing like that at an in- 
ternational crisis, and 
so be got thinking, 
if mu the new dip- 
lomat, failed to evolve a brilliant solu- 
tion, Bill, the old soldier, at any rate 
discovered the quietest way out. lie 
sat down to our typewriter, to stamp 
out some draft despatchcB. (If type- 
writing machines could be made more 
like horses— easier, I mean, to Ixandle — 
Bill would be very grateful and affairs 
would develop more rapidly ; but that 
is by the way.) 

“Why regard yourself,” he said 
between the thuds, “ as in active oppo- 
sition either to the lady or the autho- 
rities ? You should give in quietly to 
both.” 

I saw no sense in that. 

“ Give the maid her passport right 
away,” he went on. 

“But what about the next act; the 
groat scene between me and the authori- 
ties ? ” 

“One is bound to make a mistake 
sometimes,” said Bill, ** and some mis- 
takes are made by mistake, and some 
are not.” Thereupon ho handed me 
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New Butcher Boy (to nohle lord strolling in liis^ark), “Be you Loed Rushton?” Lord B. “Yes, boy. ’ 

New Butcher Boy, “Well, 'eee’s yee meat.” 


the two draft despatches he, had knocked 
out of the typewriter. 

The first one bore that day's date and 
was an unprovoked announcement from 
me that I had that day had the honour 
to give Mile. AngMe Thingummy, the 
maid, her passport in the usual course. 
The second one left the date blank and 
ran: “I have the honour to acknow- 
ledge receipt of your despatch, dated 
blank and numbered blank, calling atten- 
tion to the fact that no passport should 
have been granted to Mile. AngMe Thing- 
ummy without previous compliance 
with your instructions, numbered blank, 
blank, blank and blank. The error is 
regretted.” Yours, Charles. | 

More Pussy -foot! 

“And now here is perhaps the most remark- 
able fact of all. Mr. Johnson has been silently 
at work here for no less than five months. 
Hardly a soul outside of temperance circles 
knows that he has silently addressed 107 meet- 
ings of carefully selected business^ men and 
others in this country.”— DaiZ2/ Mail, 

“ Mr. H took strong exception to 

Bailie ’s remarks, as they were absolutely 

uncalled for. He would not sit there and 
stand it.”— Paper. 

There was, of course, still the alterha- 
’ tive of “ taking it lying down.” 


WHO’S WHO? 

Sandwiched in my mind between 
great thoughts on reconstruction seve- 
ral perplexities jostle one another, all 
provoked by study of Suburban time- 
tables. 

I am particularly concerned at pre- 
sent to learn more about several dead- 
and-gone vrorthies of the Metropolis. 

For instance, there 's Ponder. How 
few people one meets who can tell one 
anything about Ponder, except that he 
had an end. And if one should say^ to 
these persons, “ Yes, I know, but which 
end? ” they would be hard put to it to 
answer. 

Can it be that Ponder’s End is really 
indicative of a warning ? Did Mr. j 
Ponder wake one morning (in Newgate) 
to the sound of St. Sepulchre’s bells 
a-tolling ? And did he then ride in a 
vehicle along Holborn and Oxford Street 
(with one stoppage for refreshment) on 
his way to a dance upon nothing, hard 
by where the Marble Arch now stands ? 
Even the Underground does not en- 
lighten us on this point. 

Then there is BaU, who apparently 
had a pond. The rest would appear to 
be silence. EaiTs Court, Baron’s Court 
— w’hat Earl and which Baron? 


Shepherd’s Bush has an Arcadian 
sound. Did the bush belong to a gentle- 
man named Shepherd, or does the word 
Shepherd merely refer to the office of 
the sheep herd who kept his flock from 
straying on the tram-lines ? Go to 
Shepherd’s Bush and see if you can 
spot the bush. You will be able to see 
the music-hall and picture-palace with 
the naked eye, but even a microscope 
would fail to disclose for you the where- 
abouts of the bush, 

W^ho was Palmer ? Some callow 
youth who was so verdant that the 
fact had to be perpetuated m the name 
Palmer’s Green ? And what particular 
Parson was it who also affected the 
same hue? 

And then Walham? And G older? 
Why is the World’s End at Chelsea? 
Who Hammered Smith ? 

[Enough. — E d.] 

“Wanted. — A thoroughly reliable Head 
Servant that can manage Bungalow, cook 
when required, and wind up the other 
servants.” — Indian Paper, j 

A correspondent suggests that the in- 
tention of the advertiser would have 
been more completely realised if the 
words “put the” had been inserted 
before the words “ wind up.” 
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OUR PEACE NUMBER. 

We have begun to have our Peace — 
we have really. They had a meeting 
about it in the Sixth Form room, and 
unanimously decided by six votes to 
four to bring out the Peace Number-of 
the School Magazine, and it *s out 
to-day. 

We are all expected to get a copy, or 
what is the good of having a war ? 

There is some poetry in it about “ And 
shall the dastard foe come over liere? 
No, noP’ It is very good poetry. Fatty 
wrote it. Fatty is very good at poetry 
and things like that. He does it with- 
out having to think at all, so he says ; 
he gets something which he cannot 
help, I forget what it is, but he gets it, 
and then he has to write poetry, and it 


could hold his breath for three minutes 
without going red in the face, and it 
was because he was double- jointed. 
. He could make the joints of his fingers 
crack any time you liked. 

Then there is all about the entertain- 
ment we gave for the Blinded Soldiers’ 
Fund. Fatty got it up, as a surprise. 
We acted a j)lay called Julius Ccesar. 
Some of the people had seen it before, 
but they laughed just the same. It is 
all about Brutus and Cassms, and first 
he wouldn’t and then he did, and so 
Ccssur gets stabbed, and lie doesn’t like' 
it, and says, tu, Bride"' in Latin, 
just like that ; and he had red ink for 
the blood. 

Fatty arranged it. Fatty knows all 
about Shakspeake ; you see he is doing 
him for an exam, at the end of tlie term, 


A FIDDLER. 

A FiDDLEi.?, a fiddler, 

With scars upon his arms 
And golden wound-stripes on his sleeve, 
Who wanders by the farms. 

His fiddle bow was newer when 
lie had it out in France, 

And played to please the fighting men 
And make the cliildron dance — 

A soldier, a soldier, 

1 know it by his glance. 

A friend J had hero yesterday 
Was blinded in the war; 

Ho came to hear the liddler play, 

Who leaned against the door,*" 

The fiddler, the fiddler 

Who gave him one tunc more. 

The fiddler had a soldier’s smile 
(And trod a suldi<;r’s pace), 

With just a touch of gipsy guile 
Anti wheedling gipsy grace, 

0 soldier, O gipsy, 

i saw tears upon your fa<M\ 

A fiddler, a fiddler 

Who wander(»<i lusre by cluinta*, 

With golden stripes, upon his sh.o\e, 
Who fought fur us in France. 


Latest Matrimonial Hews. 

According to BullHin Ihmn (Lau- 
sanne, May 15th) •* a bachelor living at 
Smolensk, who could not get rid of bis 
cook, in view of the taw that prohibitB 
dismissal of empluyecss, nuirricd her ami 
divorced her, after which ho was en- 
titled to turn her out,” Air. f?unch 
trusts tluit the puh!icatio*i of this in- 
teresting piece of news will not suggest 
the corollary to any British Imsband 
and tempt him to divorce his wife and 
marry his cook in order to induce the 
latter to remain. 

**T have aHktvl if women ate not Hpe-mh 
iug Ux} much on clotluM. Of <;ouive there is 
one here auxl thorcf, as th<.*re alwa\‘H is, but 
for women genoraliy J say * No.’ 'I’akti the 
majority, th(;y really ciumbt get to 

cover thorn decently. 

Lard, for exampiV, has gone op frojn Id, a 
Ib. to is. 10(1., and even dripping that you 
couldgefc forUd. isiUAv Is, Paper. 

We are glad to know the real cause of 
the present fashion. 

Commercial Candour. 

In a shop-window in Cologne : — 

** Tauu f. 

Coffee 40 pf. 

(icuumc Coffee . . . . «i0 pf/’ 

“CoBmTHXAN Eaixaxu CujB.--Tho first 
race for the Cleveland Challenge Cup took 
place on Tuesday ovoniog iu a very light wind. 
The boats kept close together throughout and 
passed the ffnishing line within a few weeks of 
one another,” — Z^lc of Wight Observer. 

It must have been a very light wind 
indeed. 


passes on till next time, Jimmy says 
he had a rabbit like that once, only it 
wasn’t poetry ; it was eating its hutch, 
and Jimmy cured it by putting mustard 
on the wood. Rabbits don’t like mus- 
tard, Jimmy says, because it keeps 
surprising them when they forget it ’s 
there — you know. Fatty also wrote a 
splendi(l piece about the battle of the 
Dodger Bank; it ends up with “And 
ten thousand German sailors bit the 
dust, and more than that we trust, and 
more than that we trust.” It takes up 
nearly a whole column, so you can tell 
it is pretty good. 

My name is in the Magazine— really, 
I m&m. It says, “T. Smith did not 
bat.” You see our second eleven played 
the Parents, like we used to do before 
the War. 

I was sorry for old Jones minimus 
in the match. It doesn’t say anything 
about it in the Magazine, because we 
decided to keep it quiet, but Jones 
minimus’s father came in with one pad 
on, and it was on the wrong leg. But 
Jimmy got Jones minimus out of it all 
right. Jimmy said that Jones minimus’s 
father was right-handed but left-legged, 
andrit was a sign of a good crioketer ; 
and besides Nelson did the same at 
Trafalgar, only it was a telescope. 

You would never guess who was the 
last Old Boy to win a war medal. It 
was Brown major’s brother. You would 
never think they would have had Brown 
major’s brother in the War at all, not 
if it was ever so, but it only shows. 

Taylor minor says that Brown major’s 
brother wasn’t even in the second eleven, 
wd one day he was asked in class 
where Julius CiESAB put his army in 
winter-time, and he actually said that 
OiESAR put them into the Accusative 
and Infinitive. Taylor minor says any 
silly ass knows it should have been the 
Ablative Absolute. 

But Jimmy wasn’t a bit surprised, 
j Jjmmy says Brown major% brother 


tnat s wny. Jtie says ne is cailed the 
Bird of Avon, and he tells you in the 
notes he put at the end of the book 
what he means, so that you can answer 
any questions they are likely to set you 
on him. 

Jimmy was in the play ; he was 
third citizen, and had to make a noise 
like a crowd. Jimmy was very good at 
it, and did it in his stomach : you ’d he 
surprised, lie used to practise iu tlio 
playground when no one was looking, 
and one day one of the masters heard 
him and sent him to the matron to 
have his temperature taken ; he never 
guessed it was only Shakspeabe, 

Old Fatty played the part of Mark 
Antoni/ he was very good at it, but 
the people missed the best because they 
did not give Fatty an encore after the 
speecli about “ Friends, Romans, coun- 
trymen, lend me your ears; 1 come.” 
You see, that was whore Fatty had 
arranged for the play to end, and if 
they had given him an encore he was 
going to give them an imitation of 
Charlie Chaplin. i 

But at the end of the play, instead 
of saying “ Kneore ! ” they all laughed, 
so you can tell they enjoyed it. Be- 
sides, we made twenty pounds for the 
blinded soldiers. 

Oh, but there’s lots and lots more in 
the Magazine. One of our Old Boys 
won the V.C., and he was asked to 
write about it, but all he said was, 
“Glad to hear you had a whole holi- 
day ; wish I was back again. Good old 
school 1 Play the game, you fellows ; ” 
and, instead of signing his name with 
Y.C. after it or Esq. or any title like 
that, he just put “Jumbo.” 

It’s all in the Magazine — -it is really. 

There was a young tender of mules 
Whose language was ruddy as gules ; 

0 ironical Fate ! 

At an earlier date 

He had taken three Firsts in his Schools. 




OUR BOOKING-OFFICE, 

{By Mr, Pimch's Staff of Learned Glerks,) 

If I have any grudge against the distinguished editors of 
The Memorial Biography of Dr, W. G, Gbacb (Constable), 
which has just been issued under the auspices of the M.C.O., 
it is that they have deliberately abstained from telling us 
anything about his domestic life beyond the bare statement 
that “ in every relationship pi family existence he was ex- 
emplary/' I should like to have learned more of that 
wonderful old lady, the Mother of theGBAOES,” who helped 
to teach them the game and to the end of a long life was 
an appreciative but keenly discriminating critic of their 
prowess; more, too, of “W. G/e” work as a village 
medico than a single anecdote illustrative rather of his 
humour than of his humarxity. But no dioubt Lords 
Hawke and Haebis considered that the play 's the thing," 
and so instructed their co-editor. Sir Home Gobdqn, on 
whom has fallen the chief burden of the compilation. He 
might, perhaps, have curbed with advantage his passion 
for statistics. Batting and bowling feats, however mar- 
vellous, tend, when reduced to figures, to become a little 
wearisome* ' Happily they are relieved by plenty of char- 
acteristic stories, few of them new, but none the worse for 
that, contributed by a multitude of cricketers who played 
with Gbaoe in his prime. As an example of his keenm^ 


in the fields before increasing weight impaired his mobility,, 
it is recorded that he once caught a man at square-leg off 
one of his famous “ donkey-drops,” whereupon the retiring 
batsman remarked, “ The next thing that man vrill do will 
be to wicket-keep to his own bowling/* 

I am obliged to Miss Anne Topham for calling her book 
The Begin?img and the End (Melbose), because it makes 
.me hope that perhaps she and I are in agreement as to 
finding the beginning and the end of her novel very difierent 
things. . There are plenty of novels which begin well and 
plenty which end well, and a few others rare and precious. 
Miss Anne Topham’s book falls im me into the first 
category, and her picture of Anne Arbuthnot living on the 
farm with Annt Sarah and Uncle John Binns, (unlike the 
aunt and, uncle that usually adopt you in fiction, they were 
•neither ogres nor fairy god-parents), attending the Mie-aes' 
Perkins’ select academy, and learning to play “ The Merry 
: Peasant ” and draw woolly pictures of impossible; cottages, 
affords an insight into the nurture of the young female of 
the lower middle class towards the end of last century, 
which must prove gratifying to all interested in the young 
'female of any class to-day. Prom his first appearance, 
however, I resented the intrusion of the wicked Roddy ^ and 
I with good cause, as I found later. I wish her creator could 
1 have found something else, to do with bright, brave kipaaor- 



PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CPIARIVARL 


[July 23 , 1919 . 


ous little Anoie, It is not that I regret her subsequent 
marriage to a famous surgeon, who I am assured is every- 
thing that is charming and whose only emotion on hearing 
her story seemed to be hatred of her betrayer; or that I am 
not satisfied to leave Boddy ultimately married to a plain 
shrew and vainly longing for Anne*s love and the com- 
panionship of their little son; but because, when Amie 
became a fashionable painter and began to mix in high 
society, the delightful real-life atmosphere of the first 
chapters was shut out. My vote is all for the beginning 
this time, and, as it is the sort of beginning which takes up 
half the book, only the reader who doesn’t agree with me 
will have any cause for complaint. 

450 Miles to Freedom (Blackwood) is as thrilling a 
story of triumph over difficulties as the War has brought 
my way. It relates the adventures of eight British officers 
vJ^hile escaping from the hands of the Turks, and the 
scarcely less exciting preparations which had to be made 
before their formidable 
journey was attempted. It 

is a tale well told and worth ‘ 

telling, and my only grum- ==== 55 =^.^ 

ble against the authors, '"j.r ^ 

Captain M. A. B. Johnston, ^ 

E.G.A., and Captain K. D. 

Yeaesley, E.E., is that 

they produced some con- *. 

fusion in my mind by the 

nicknames they gave to . " 

themselves and four of their 
companions in flight. This, 
however, is an unimportant ^ 
detail in a story of great and 
moving adventure. Starting , 1 

from Yozgad on August 7th, 

1918, these sportsmen ar- f 

rived, “ eight thin and weary ^ - 

ragamuffins,” on British soil 
in Cyprus on September 
13th. Times and again dur- 
ing this dash for liberty their ~ 

chance of success seemed to „ ,■«, 

sink fco zero ; lack of water “ to thikk Yotr an’ me ^ 
was, perhaps, the most terrible difficulty which they had to I 
fight against, but perils of all kinds surrounded them by day i 
and by night. My hat goes off to the whole eight of them, and 
in particular to their leader, Commander A. D. Cocheane, 
D.S.O. “ Providence,” the authors write on the concluding 
[ page of this fine book, ** was manifest in our escape, and we 
j see in it an answer to prayer.” In these materialistic days 
I quote this statement with a certain quiet satisfaction. 

* i 

I found Mrs. Noreis’s new novel, JosselyrCs Wife\ 
(Murray), interesting in the sense that all reasonably! 
faithful pictures of contemporary American society, with i 
no special reference to war conditions, are to friendly | 
students of the very progressive descendants of the Pilgrim 
Pathers. It is an honest competent piece of work, avoiding 
(perhaps) distinction on the one hand as it avoids banality 
and ultra-sensationalism on the other, though it does profe 
vide a very determined vampire and something lik6 a 
murder. Poor Ellen Latimer ^ a nice thing, becomes Mrs* 
Gibbs Josselyn, Gibbs being born a rich man’s son and 
developing into a successful painter. His father marries a 
second time, and in due course Josselyn junicwr falls under 
the spell of his young stepmother’s beaut}^ a spell oast 
with the most deliberate premeditation. Th^ author and 
the characters generally seemed to me to take this situation 



with greater calmness than I was prepared to expect. . . . 
I congratulate Mrs. Norris on the new twist she has con- 
trived to give to her murder mystery, which baffled me 
completely and will, I hope, equally baffle you. By the 
way, counsel for young Josselyn* s defence might have made 
the point that murderers are not in the habit (as far as my 
experience goes) of dropping their smoking revolvers into 
their victims’ waste-paper baskets. 

Mr. Barry Pain is entitled to claim that The Problem 
Club (Collins) provides at least a solution of the difficulty 
of finding a new theme for humour, even if, as here, the 
ingenuity of the device is more conspicuous than the re- 
sulting fun. His plan is to suppose a select club, apparently 
of the idle rich, since abundant leisure seems postulated 
for the members, and set them each month some test of 
ingenuity to be rewarded by a handsome pool. Let me 
hasten to remove for you the apprehension roused in my 
own mind by the ambiguous title. Here is no question of 

a herring - and - a - half or 
three -sides -of- a -field; the 
problems involved are of the 
more human type, exemp- 
lified by such tasks as steal- 
ing pocket - handkerchiefs, 
establishing a false alibi, or 
making a woman ignorant 
of the plot say, ** You ought 
to have been a giraffe.” 
You will not need to be 
told that each of the trials 
-finds Mr. Barry’ Pain with 
some fantastic tale of diffi- 
culties overcome by the con- 
testing members; person- 
ally, however, I think it was 
a wise rule that enjoined 
that the club should meet 
only once a month ; taken 
in bulk the record is apt to 
become monotonous. I may 
OE i again as my own opin- 

AB ONCE IN THE LABOUR CoRRS I ** . ^pl^bing in thc 

^ ^ ^ ^ club s activities became it 

like the giraffe intrigue, indicated above; from this admirable 
opening it seemed to me that the humour declined as the 
months progressed. Wiiat would Eliza, that eminently 
practical lady, have said to such a waste of time? Only 
one person can solve that problem ; and I wish he would. 

NOBLE GIFTS FEOM NOEMANDY, 

Two noble gifts from Normandy have blessed our Island race ; 
The first was good Kino William, full of gallantry and grace ; 
Oonqusestor was a proper man, we throve beneath his 
banners ; 

He gave us sounder laws and wider view — and better 
manners ; 

But, though it ’s not in history, unless I ’m much mistook, 
He brought to us a fairer boon than even Domesday Book. 

Long plenteous years the joy of it within our lives we bore. 
Long Lenten years we missed it through the late unholy 
War; 

We made the best of things, no doubt, and, leal to our 
controllers, 

We champed their soapy substitute between our outraged 
molars ; 

But hail we now the happy day of Peace beyond compare 
That brings thee to our board again, delicious Camembert I 
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r^MARix/ARiA relieve the tension between the have already intimated that they are 

CfliAKlVAKlA. United States and Mexico, President ready to give him a trial. 

‘‘Eobert,” the new hippopotamus, Carranza, who was thought to be dis- 
has arrived at the Zoo from Holland, criminating against American citizens, It is said that the first book of the 
The report that, through a misunder- having now established his bo7ia fides Crown Prince will be Personalities I 
standing, he had been removed under by murdering an Englishman. have Met, A second book might be 

escort to the Tower, is denied. Commanders I have Dodged, 


It is said that the first book of the 


standing, he had been removed under by murdering an Englishman. have Met, A second book might be 

escort to the Tower, is denied. Commanders I have Dodged, 

Eegarding the recent defeat of British **\,j-* 

It is believed that the most philo- forces on the borders of Afghanistan, In connection with the suggested for- 
sophical remark made in any Peace there is good authority for stating that mation of a Centre Party in this country 
crowd was the remonstrance in London the Commission to ascertain whose we are asked to deny the rumour that 
to an impatient spectator : “’Ere, we've fault it wasn’t will not sit. the Geddes family propose holding a 


to an impatient spectator : “ ’Ere, we ’ve 
waited five years for Peace. Carn’t you 
wait another five minutes for the 
blooming procession ? ” 


alt it wasn’t will not sit. the Geddes family propose holding a 

' mass meeting shortly to ’discuss the 

According to a contemporary, Lord matter. 


blooming procession ? ” Curzon of Keddbston passed into * 

Buckingham Palace unnoticed the other A canary aged twenty-one years died 
“ I suppose,” said another Londoner morning. Things certainly seem to be in The Daily Mail last week, 
in the crowd — this time a little girl — coming to a pretty pass in this country. * 



thoughtfully, “ they won’t take the flags 
down until the Peace is over.” 


Although quite a num- 
ber of babies born on 
July 19th have been 
christened “ Pax Victor- 
ius,” no definite action 
has yet been decided 
upon by the N.S.P.C.O. 

s!« 

It was very unfor- 
tunate that the Peace 
Day procession splen- 
didly organised by the 
inhabitants of a well- 
known Hampshire 
town should have been 
marred by one unlucky 
mistake. . It appears 
that the prize for the 
most original costume 
was awarded to a non- 
competitor wearing a 
standard suit. ... 



; As spirits may be used by medical 

The Bolshevists, ' according^ to an men as stimulants in America, it is ^aid 


“At the British Scien- 
tific Products Exhibi- 
tion,” says a contem- 
porary, “an oven is 
being shown in which 
nothing can get burned. 
It ought to be called 
the ‘King Alfred.’” We 
have one like tSat, but 
we shall continue to 
call it the “ Eobert 
Smillie.” ,j. ... 








was awarded, to a non- The suggestion has been made that peabds should take the place The Field, “ are two 
competitor wearing a I*" comes to pass the would-be Oleopatba op the putube Somaliland cheetahs.” 

standard suit. ,, will dissolve a couple op pbioeless Bbadb.ubns in heb wine. confused with 

evening paper, have won a pronounced the British cheetah [Profitericus hrevi- 
“ Odd,” says a correspondent, “ that success at Serekrakovskaya. No such ^pondeiutor), a commoner animal, 
during the War sailors had the job of success could be ours. 


getting the mines out of the water, and A Kingston Hill man has perfected a 

that now they have been ordered to A scientific journal points out that device by which the housemaid with- 
get the water out of the mines.” the next glacial epoch will be upon us in out leaving the kitchen can tell who is 

about 5,320 years. Soldiers awaiting at the front-door. The old-fashioned 
Since the announcement by a well- demobilisation are now anxious that method of sending Holdfast to fetch a 
known circus-proprietor that all his the scheme whereby they are to return piece of the visitor’s trousers for identi- 
clowns have been doing war- work for their greatcoats and receive a sovereign fication never worked quite smoothly, 
the last four years, more than two shall be abolished, 

hundred correspondents have written Since the recent announcement that 

to say that they knovr in which de- The latest information about the fish can hear, several clergymen have 
partment of the War Office they have Slough Motor Dep6t is that the officials given up angling and have taken up 
been employed. Curiously enough, are quite convinced that it was 'a great golf instead, 
however, each mentions a different success as a failure. 

department. ^ “ I understand that party spirit, party in- 

* The best way, we are told, to choose terest, party organisation must in these very 

“An ex-Minister of the late Bavarian one’s friends is by the month they were serious times be definitely subordinated to 
Cabinet,” says a news item, “ now lives born in. It would be interesting to ^^^honal spirit, national interests, and 
by selling newspapers.” It is thought know if this is how The Morning Post ^ Crazy and Squalid Party Game.“ 
that if he had mastered the newspaper chose Mr, ChurchiIiD. Mr, CJmrchilVs Speech, according to the 

business first he might now be selling ^‘Mmichester Guardian,^* 

Cabinet Ministers. The Crown Prince, it appears, is Our contemporary omits to record the 

*,}.* quite ready to commence some useful loud and prolonged cheers which must 

I Latest developments have gone far work if he can get a start. The Allies have greeted such a pronouncement. 


A Crazy and Squalid Party Game.“ 

Mr, Ch/urchilVs Speech, according to the 
Manchester Guardian,^' 
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A ChSE OF PRE-WAR WHISKY. 

I FiKST mefj Blenkinsop in the Spring 
of 1916. We were sitting down outside 
S'alonika slaying mosquitoes and wait- 
ing until either we or the Bulgars 
received sufficient reinforcements to 
justify a genuine offensive. 

Blenkinsop arrived in comi;nand of 
a mixed party composed of A.S.C., 
Sappers, an aeronautic unit, and a 
draft of two hundred roules. As he 
came out with a brand-new commission 
to a line battalion there was no reason- 
able ground to suppose that his tempor- 
ary command was a suitable one. It 
invaded the camp after the manner of 
a travelling circus, and Blenkinsop just 
"blew into the Mess and left his various 
dependants to settle themselves. He 
seemed to be particularly fed up with 
them — especially the mules. 

In those days Blenkinsop was not 
a person of striking individuality; his 
outstanding characteristic was his 
toneless acquiescence. He was the 
most plastic, colourless and innocuous 
Second-Lieutenant on the Army List. | 
Yet he concealed the germ of greatness. 

He may have been with us a month 
or two months — his personality was 
too hazy to attach itself to time — before 
he emerged from his. obscurity. We 
had been singing our unanimous hymn 
of hate about war-whisky. Ik was a 
periodical affair and served yonijh as 
a safety-valve for accumulative restric- 
tion. When we had sai^ of the Gov- 
ernment yvhat Lad^ Macbeth said about 
the spot, and all had spoken, the thin 
spiall voice of Blenkinsop was heard . 

“I have at home,"^’ it said, “a ease 
of pre-war whisky.’"^ 

At^tlie word whisky there was a roar 
of mingled astonishment, disbelief and 
ecstasy which submerged Blenkinsop as 
the surf engulplis the feeble swimmer. 

Brom that moment dates Blenkinsop ’s 
fest step upon the ladder of preferment. 
Tlie Colonel inquired about him, and 
the Second-in -Command, who was a 
connoisseur of whiskies, spoke to him 
quite frequently. The saying went 
through the camp, Have you heard 
that one of the Body Snatchers has | 
got a case of pre-war whisky ? 

Blenkinsop hecanie a welcome, guest 
of many Messes and alw^ays he was 
poinfcod out as the man who possessed 
a large quantity of pre-war whisky. 
Hfs popu^'ity reached such heights 
tjsat,, when at length he was appointed 
to the Bidgaaiei''s- persoiml Staff, we, 
viz. the entire Mess of the Body 
Snatchers, heaved a profound and 
thanMul sigh of relief. We felt we 
had b^i carrying too much weight. 

T did not see. BlenkmsQp again until 
the Autumn of 1917. Our battalion 


had been moved, across to Italy, where, 
in the early days of our visit, we throve 
comfortably in a small Piedmontese 
village. An admirable liaison officer, 
one Captain Bignolletti Guidotti, in- 
itiated us into the ways of the land. 
He spoke beautiful English, informed 
us where all the best scraps were likely 
to take place, and was wiser than many 
Generals ; also he saw that we were 
provided against all want. He steered 
our Mess President through the diffi- 
culties which encompass the stranger 
in a strange country; he showed him 
the futility of setting his hopes upon 
roast sirloin in a goat and chicken 
district; and put him in the way of 
obtaining the rough, reel wine which 
comes from the South. Dearly we 
loved our Guidotti, who adorned our 
Mess in a blue-and-silver uniform which 
carried us back to the high romances 
of the Kingdom of Illyria. 

Then one day the old evil of tlie 
Northmen broke out in us and we 
treated him to the saga of the whisky 
oravers. lie listened to our lamenta- 
tions witlr the patience of a skilful nurse 
humouring Ixer unpractical charges. 

“ Ver’ sorry, my old beano, he said 
sympathetically to 4;he Major; “all 
'the whiskee have travelled West. Last 
week your General got feed up with 
the wine of Marsala and damn him 
•profoundly, and' ba’old, of the Staff 
only Blinkersops have at home some 
prehistoric bottles ... I regret, old 
; beano, it is such a putrid egg.’' 

I Two days later the General came 
over to liave a look at us. Accom- 
panying him , red tabbed and. immacu- 
late with apiece of ribbon his chest, 
rode Blenkinsop. He had broadened 
out and was less reticent than of old. 
He told us a good deal about the homo 
strategy and' ate an excellent lunch. Of 
the General I can only remember one 
incident, Towards the end of lunch I 
overheard him whisper hoarsely to the 
Oolonel,, “ Yout ’U hai-dly believe it, but 
there ’s a fella on my Staff who ’s got a 
cellarful of pre-war whisky.” 

A few months later Blenkinsop’s 
fame had spread to France and he was 
appropriated by another General who 
at the moment was too valuable to be 
denied. 

Last week I was lunching at my Club 
in Piccadilly. I had not been seated 
long before my attention was drawn to 
two people entering the dining-room. 
One I recognised at once as the General 
of a famous Division; the other was, at 
the first glance, a stranger. It, was only 
when I had made allow ances for a heavy 
raoustache and a dignified and con- 
vincing persomlity that I knew him to 
be Blenkinsop, The man lunchmg 
with me looked across at them. 
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“ You see that fellow with General 
Blank,” he said; “well,, he owns a large 
distillery — in Scotland, I think,” 

After lunch I detached Blenkinsop 
discreetly from his General. “Look 
here,” I said firmly, “ I understand that 
you have a lake or a loch, or a litre or 
some other liquid measure, of the stuff 
which in the good old days Jeames 
used to produce nightly about 10 pip 
emma.” Blenkinsop attempted to shy, 
but I hung firmly on to his rod tab. 
“Well,” I continued, “ I have for three 
long years subsisted on the Graves wine 
of Macedonia, the rough, red wine of 
: Capri, 1917 vintage, and, at rare inter- 
vals, a diluted mixture of 11 ^0 and 
methylated spirit. I am a desperate, 
man and nothing but the key of your 
cellar will placate me. If you refuse I 
•shall — ^I shall publish an authentic 
account of your arrival at Salonika in 
1916, illustrated with snapshots of 
your command from my own camera,” 
Blenkinsop turned pale and glanced 
furtively at his General. 

“It’s all a dreadful mistake,” he 
whispered lioarsely ; “ I did have a case 
of pre-war whisky— -but it was only the 
case. My sister kept her rabbits in it, 
and the sight of the hutch was so 
exasperating to our Scotch gardener 
that he joined xx^ rather than endure its 
proximity. I did try to explain the 
joke,” he added apologetically, “hut 
nobody would listen to me.” 


PAS SIB US MQUIS, 

[Noting the newspaper discussion as to 
whether Mr. Lcoyd GKOnGia is inclining— 
in the French phrase—to the right or the loft, 
x\ correspondent hazards a guess at his possible 
attitude.] 

I SBE a Coalition cleft 

And paths dividing right and left ; 

In the. waste watches of the night 
I ponder if the left is right ; 

If not, I might be soon bereft 
Of followers in going left, 

Whereas if left is right I might 
Be doing wrong in going right. 

To steal a march — an honest theft — 

I see my chance upon the left, 

And dimly, as by second sight, 
Opponents^* left ” upon the right. 

Yet right is so entwined with left, 

Like weaver’s warp with weaver’s weft, 
That if I rudely cut the right 
What ’s left is in a parlous plight. 

O horrid choice 1 One coux’se is left, 
Whilst “ centres ” banquet Oht7rcitill- 
cbef’d — 

To have a soldier’s heart for fight 
And march ahead — left, right — left, 
right. 

The Manner. 

“Only a small sum--t!e21ie,<X)0,0C)O~^s re- 
quired. to meet the deficit on the Budget/^ 

Telegraph. 



John Bull. "THESE THINGS ABB MUCH TOO BEAR.’^ 

Mbs. John; Bull. “ AND ’WB CAN EASILY DO WITHOUT THEM, 
Both Tq&ethbr, “ LET ’St GO IN AND BUY THEM.” 
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IN HYDE PARK. 

Sm^limvelUrire<^reAas}u>caio}m>^%tofBoiUm^^^ ..Hxl >Ebbebt1 Come back. ’Taik'* ^ oibcus.” 


THE POINT OE VIEW. 

It is astonishing how quickly a bad 
habit can fasten on a man j and there 
is no virus that spreads so rapidly as 
that of avarice. 

But I was going to tell you about my 
friend Luker, whom I found yesterday 
frowning at a newspaper with an article 
in it forecasting the Bank Holiday fes- 
tivities. 

*‘In my opinion/’ he said snap- 
pishly,, “this water -pageant is quite 
unnecessary.” 

But why ? ” I asked. “ Surely it is 
a good thing to use a day of rejoicing 
like that for patriotic purposes. Why 
should there be no more Peace cele- 
brations ? ” 

“I didn’t say that,” he replied. “What 
I object to is the river notion. If that ’s 
all they can do, it *s time we got to 
work. We Ve all played long enough.” 

“ But Bank Holidays are Bank Holi- 
days,”” I urged. “ You can’t make peo- 
ple work then. It ’s not in the British 
character.” 

I “We’ve just had a Bank' Holiday,” 
he said. ** Bidioulous to have another 


so soon. It ’s criminally unsettling. 
And particularly so with this kind of 
tomfoolery,” 

“ You can’t apply such a term to this 
river pageant,” I said. “It will be 
unique.” 

“I don’t hold with river pageants,” 
he replied. 

“Not with the Kino and the Eoyal 
Barge?” I exclaimed. “It ought to 
be wonderful. I think it’s one of the 
most interesting things that has been 
arranged for ever so long. We do so 
little with our river, and here’s an op- 
portunity at last, and everyone is rising 
to it splendidly.” ^ 

“ I don’t like river processions,” he 
repeated. 

” I hope some one will paint it,” I 
WBnt on. “Like a Canaletto. Or 
that great Constable of a river f^te 
from Waterloo Bridge.” 

” I don’t care about river f^tes,” he 
said. 

“But why? You must have some 
real reason,” I said. 

“ Well,” he replied, “ how are people 
to see them ? Only from the bridges 
and the banks. All packed tight. No 


comfort. I^eople don’t live hy the river 
so there are no windows to let.” 

“ You 're worried about the absence 
of windows ? ” I suggested. 

“ Of course I am,” he replied. “Don’t 
you want people to be happy and com- 
fortable ?— or are you, like every one 
else, merely selfish ? Personally I like 
people to be happy. That’s why I 
maintain,” ho continued, “that river 
processions are wrong. Besides, you 
know what kind of language bargees 

“ Not Boyal bargees,” I said. 

“All bargees,” ho affirmed* “No, pro- 
cessions should be on foot, and they 
should go where there are windows and 
chairs. ^ That ’s only common sense. 
Processions are intended to be seen, 
and to be seen under decent conditions. 
Now look at the procession on Peace 
Day. That was a sound idea — it passed 
through the streets, between houses, 
and every house had windows and 
seats. That was all right. What I 
hold is that, instead of having this river 
nonsense in boats and barges, it would 
be far better to repeat the Peace Day 
procession. Lots of people never saw 1 





■July 30, 1919*] 


PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. 


it. I heard of thousands who were 
disappointed, poor things ! But what 
do you care ? You ’re just as selfish as 
everyone else.” 

“ I ’m afraid the project 's gone too 
far to be altered now,” I said. “ But 
there’s something in what you say. 
And of course the East End and the 
City and Bloomsbury might have a 
chance this time.” 

“ Oh I ” he said quickly, “ I wouldn’t 
change the route. That would be 
absurd. After they ’ve learnt the way, 
too. No, the same Procession, the 
same route, but different people. That’s 
how I look at it. And really ” — his 
face lit up philanthropically — “really 
I don’t see why it shouldn’t be repeated 
again and again until everyone has 
seen it.” 

“But what about the dislocation of 
industry and trade by these public 
holidays ? ” I asked. “ I thought you 
deplored that.” 

“ Only when they are given to non- 
sensical and practically private river 
shows,” he explained. “Eor a fine, stimu- 
lating, educative land pageant, such as 
we had on Peace Day, I would set'aside 
any number of days.” 

“It passed by your house, didn’t it ? ” 
I inquired. 

“Yes, of course it did,” he said, 
“Eight past it. We had one of the 
best spots on the whole route.” 

“And you enjoyed it, of course?” I 
asked. 

“ Me ? ' Oh, I didn’t see it. I let my 
windows, as any sensible man would. 
Just about paid my rent.” 

BIED-LOEE. 

V. — The Cock, 

The kindly cock is the fairies’ friend. 
He warns them when their revels must 
end; 

He never forgets to give the word. 

For the cock is a thoroughly punctual 
bird. 

And since he grieves that he never can 

fly, ■ - 

Like all the other birds, up in the sky, 
The fairies put him now and again 
High on a church for a weather-vane. 

Little for sun or for rain he cares ; 

He turns about with the proudest airs, 
And chuckles with joy as the clouds go 
past 

To think he is up in the sky at last. 

— E. F. 

1 Recent Athletic ‘‘Record.’’ 

‘‘Gr. Paeker, 79th Battery, E.F.A,, 
who held the 

WORLD’S OeEaMPIONSHIP ** 

For Continuous Sword Swinging from 
1913 to 1918.” 

Indian 





THE LIGHTS THAT FAILED. 

Mr, Punch has received the following 
pathetic communication : — 

“The Ministry of Munitions made 
it known through the medium of the 
Press that it had a special consignment 
of Dover Patrol flares, suitable for cele- 
brations on Peace night, price ten shil- 
lings each. Joyfully I sent two pounds 
for four flares six days before Peace Day. 
Foolish people say the Government is 
unbusinesslike in its methods. By 
return of, post I received an acknow- 
ledgment of my money, with the assur- 
ance that the flares would be despatched 
in due course. Great were my prepara- 
tions and numerous my guests to see 
the unique display. Alas, no flares 
arrived. Nevertheless the Government’s 
aclmowledgment by return of post was 


a document worth showing, and most 
of the guests considered the evening 
well spent in beholding it. 

“ On the Tuesday after the Peace Cele- 
bration a letter arrived'bearing the stamp 
of the Ministry of Munitions. ^Great 
excitement. Could it be an announce- 
ment that the flares were on the way ? 
No, it was simply another receipt. 
Again dashed hopes, I 

“ Yet the fault is largely my own, for 
I find* that in ordering the flares I was 
not sufficiently explicit. I asked for 
I them to be sent for the Peace Celebra- 
tion; I omitted to say which Peace 
Celebration — ^whether the one to com- 
memorate the end of the Great War, 
or another in a few years’ time. The 
flares when they arrive will however be 
useful as an illuminant if we are to be 
1 stringently rationed for gas.’ ’ 
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THE ADMIRABLE JENKIIMSON. 

Poldunk's does not claim to rank 
amongst the aristocracy of restaurants. 
Its prices are on a scale that ^llows no 
mai'gin for music, superfluous cutlery 
or ornamental printing. What the man- 
agement save on the laundry bills the 
patrons receive in the quantity, if not 
the quality, of pudding. Therefore the 
presence of Jenkinson as waiter was in 
the nature of an incongruity. 

It speaks much for the sterling worth 
of Jenkinson that he did not descend to 
the level of Poldunk’s. In a measure 
he raised it to his. By his mere hand- 
ling-of it a metal cruet would be trans- 
formed into the semblance of a piece of 
precious silver plate, and oleaginous 
Irish stew served by him became an 
Epicurean delicacy. De- 
ferential yet dignified, he 
possessed the thought- 
reading instinct whicli is 
the hall-mark of the born 
waiter. 

‘^Jenkinson,’* said I one 
day, what were you be- 
fore you came here ? 

“Before the War, Sir,” j 


referred to me in very complimentary 
terms when recommending me for the 
Military Medal for ’aving successfully 
participated in — ahem — a ‘ stunt.’ ” 

“ And were you wounded ? ” 

“ I did have the misfortune once, Sir, 
to stop a blighty 'un (an Army expres- 
sion, I may say), but I did not sustain 
any permanent incapacitation thereby. 
It was after the Armistice, Sir, that 
the seeds of my trouble were laid. The 
Hadjutant sent for me one day an’ 
remarked that it 'ad been impossible 
to utilize my talents properly during 
active operations, but now he would 
like me to undertake the waiting in the 
B.H.Q. mess. 

“ Speaking professionally, I must say 
it had been done by my predecessors 
in a deplorable manner, although I 


he replied in modulated; 
tones, “ and for a brief 
period after, I ’ad the hon- 
our to be in the service of 
the Duchess of Port Lock- 
ington as first footman.” 

“ But why ? ” I com- 

menced, trying to bridge 
in imagination the im- 
mense gulf between the 
Duchess and Poldunk’s. 

“ I resigned the appoint- 

rnent, Sir, of my own voli- ■ 

tion,” he replied hastily, as though fear- 
ful lest I should have the temerity to 
criticise a duchess. “ On finding, Sir, 
that the strain of the War ’ad rendered 
me unequal to the duties. The sweet 
to-day is tapioca. Sir, with jam.” 

The idea of Jenkinson being unequaL 
to anything on earth was so grotesque 
that I reopened the subject on his return. 

“ The story, Sir, is somewhat lengthy,” 
he said in answer to my inquiry. 

When war broke out I saw numerous 
references on the wulls to a certain 
style of ’eadgear, inviting those who 
it would fit to wear it. Judging that 
it approximated to my size I ventured 
to^ request the Duchess to dispense 
with my services for a short time, until 
the social situation was again stabil- 
ized, so to speak. This she was graci- 
ously pleased to do, an’ I enlisted into 
a very respectable battalion. I have 
every reason to believe, Sir, that I 
carried Imtt my d:uties as a soldier to 
the satisfaction of my commanding 
officer ; in fact on one occasion he 



“I^M SURPEISED THAT YOU SHOULD EKCOURAUH SO YOUXO A BOY BY 
GIVIHG HIM CIGARETTES.” 

“Hush — ^not so loud. It’s my opitcb boy.” 


am free to admit that conditions were 
sometimes a bit dillicult. ’Owever, I 
was able to heffect ceitain improve- 
ments, so. much so that one evening 
the G.O. invited the Brigade Staff to 
dinner, witli the hobjeqt, as the Had- 
jutant phrased it, ‘of showing the 
rouge-embroidered nabobs at Brigade 
that the old batt. knew something of 
the art of taking nourishment decently.’ 

“ As the evening advanced I ’appened 
to be serving sixteen or seventeen drinks 
from a tray with one hand whilst ad- 
mixing the necessary soda with the 
other (really quite easy, Sir, when you 
have^ learned the knack), when the 
Hadjutant — a gallant soldier, Sir, 
though sometimes given to levity — 
suddenly remarked, ‘Jenkinson, what 
would happen now if you were foioed 
to sneeze ? ’ 

“They all laughed, but I just an- 
swered, ‘ Sir, the possibility of sneez- 
ing on my part whilst performing my 
duties is so remote that I co-nfess l| 
’aven’t given it any consideration.’ 


“ They laughed again, and the in- 
cident passed off. 13 ut someliow the 
remark seemed to stick in my memory, 

“Well, Sir, 1 was eventually demo- 
bilised, an’ tlio Duchess very generously 
reinstated me with an hincreased honor- 
arium. She resumed her celebrated 
garden-parties, of which you may 'ave 
read in the hillustrated journals, and 
one day I ’appened to be serving tea to 
the Dowager Lady Orpington and the 
Bishop of St. Guffs when that chance 
remark of the Hadjutaot’s came into 
my ’ead. Simultaneous a cold shiver 
ran down my spino. What would 
appen supposing 1 sneezed */ Let alone 
the probability of damage to the 
Duchess’s choice Ci'own Derby, a sneeze 
on my part in the vortex, so to speak, 
of such an aristocratic assemblage 
would be little short of a 
scandal. Then my nose, 
Sir, began to tickle, a symp- 
tom I had never noticed 
previously, an’ I passed 
the remainder of tiic after- 
noon in a fever of happre- 
hensivity. From this time 
honward I began to dread 
the garden-parties, because 
I could see my career was 
threatened by a momen- 
tary lapse. At last I could 
stand it no longer, and I 
presented niyself before 
the Duchess. 

“‘Your Grace,’ said I, 
‘feeling unequal to niy 
duties i request permission 
to ’and in my resignation.’ 

“ * But, Jenkinson,’ said 
she, ‘ I am perfectly satis- 
fied with you.’ 

“ Still, much against my will and to 
lier great surprise, 1 left her, Sir, an’ 
entered the service of Poldunk’s.” 

“ But why Poldunk's? ” I asked. 

Well, Sir, you ’ll excuse me saying 
it,” replied Jenkinson, ‘‘but I am 
morally certain* 1 shall sneeze sooner or 
later in the course of my duties, an’ it 
struck me such a calamity would be con- 
sidered less of a faux pas at Poklunk’s 
than at some other places. An’ now, 
Sir, seeing that your coffee 'as got cold, 
permit me to replace it.” 

The problem of Jenkinson occupied 
my thoughts to such an extent that, 
next day, between the courses, I made 
certain dispositions on my emptied 
plate with the contents of a white 
packet. Having done this I awaited 
his coming. 

“.I hope, Sir,” said he, taking the 
plate, “that you enjoyed the hash- 
ash-ach-choo ! 1” 

It had come, the impending calamity, 
the long -delayed stroke 1 Curiously 


I enough no one seemed to notice it. 
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Lady {off for the holidays). thihk we’ve got evbeything now.” 

Gabby. “Seems a pity, somb’ow, to leave the wihdeh-poxbs behinl, don’t it?” 


but Jenkinson, exhibiting a discom- 
posure that I am sure he had never 
shown before in his life, rushed from 
the room, I waited, expectant and 
anxious. 

He was back in a few minutes, 
apologetic but again perfectly self-pos- 
sessed, and there was something of an 
air of subdued elation on his immobile 
features. 

“ Sir,” he began, “ I owe you a 
thousand apologies. Knowing the cir- 
cumstances I trust you will forgive 
me. But,” he continued, *‘I feel that, 
’aving got that sneeze out of my system, 
I ’ave broken-the spell, so to speak. I 
feel a man again, and confident that I 
shall not be troubled with a similar 
hebullition in future. Such being the 
case, Sir, to-morrow I return to the 
Duchess.” 

“Jenkinson,” said I, “I congratu- 
late you ! ” 

And emerging from the restaurant I 
carefully emptied the remaining con- 
tents of the white packet in the gutter. 
The rehabilitation of a Jenkinson had 
been procured cheaply at the expense 
of an ounce of menthol snuff. 


ANOTHEE SONG OF SIMLA. 

{See &ong$ of Simla” in recent nnm- 
ber$ of ** Punch.”) 

On Simla's green and pleasant heights, 
Instead ot messy fields of gore, 

I spent a year of rare delights, 

Thanks to a freakish chance of war ; 

A very welcome change indeed 
From chasing Turks and shedding 
bleed 

And slaying by the score. 

What fragrant memories to my brain 
The poet’s dulcet warbling brings 
Of that serene and choice domain 
Where common men may live as 
kings 1 

For I have worked at A.H.Q, ; 

I ’ve watched the Jakko monkeys, too ; 
And oh, a lot of things. 

Those hungry Generals, lunching well, 

I too was privileged to see ; 

And Mrs. Hauksbee's brilliant spell 
Has lighted, I admit, on me ; 

Still of Peliti’s teas I dream, 

Which made of life a joy supreme, . 
And all for one rupee. I 


Strange skins from Akbar’s store I 
bought, 

Sold, be bewailed, at losses vast ; 

I know the ancient sinner thought 
‘ ‘ A fool ! My crore approaches f asb ! ” 
Kimh haunts I knew, and, wandeiing 
far 

Thi'ough by-ways of the dim Bazaar, 
Much curious gear amassed. 

The foothills' headlong plainsward 
plunge';^ 

The far Himalayas’ mighty wall : 
Prospect, Elysium, Boileauganj ; 

Mashobra, Fagu, Wildfiower Hall ; 
Chadwick’s impetuous, long cascades ; 
The Glen’s cool depths and silent 
glades — 

1 loved them one and all. 

For war and martial ways I feel 
A hatred which can never cease, 

Yet, though to-day (demobbed) with 
zeal 

I praise the gods for my release, 

I ’ll bless the Army all my life 
Which gave me, in the midst of strife, 
A year of Simla peace. 

One of the 

PmvcH Brigade, 
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THE SANDS OF PLEASURE. 

Ladies first, so wo will start with 
Jenny. Jenny is only nine, but she has 
been to the seaside before and knows 
all about it. She wears the fashionable 
cosUime de plctge^ which consists of a 
white linen hat, a jersey and an over- 
crowded pair of bathing-drawers, into 
which not only Jenny, but the rest of 
her wardrobe, has had to fit itself. Two 
slim brown legs emerge to bear the 
burden, and one feels that if she fell 
over she would have to stay there until 
somebody picked her up. 

She is holding Eichard Henry by the 
hand. Eichard Henry is four, and this 
is the first time he has seen the sea. 
Jenny is showing it to him. Privately 
he thinks that it has been over-rated. 
There was a good deal of talk about it 
in his suburb, particularly from Jenny, 
who had been there before, and naturally 
one expected something rather — well, 
rather more like what they had been 
saying it was like. However, perhaps 
it would be as well to keep in with 
Jenny and not to let her see that he is 
disappointed, so every time she says, 
‘‘Isn’t the sea lovely?” he echoes, 
“ Lovely,” and now and then he adds 
(just to humour her), “ Is ’at the sea ? ” 
and then she has the chance to say 
again, *^Yes, that’s the sea, darling. 
Isn’t it lovely ? ” It is obvious that she 
is proud of it. Apparently she put it 
there. Anyway ib seemed to be hers. 

Jenny has brought Father and 
Mother as well as Eichard Henry. 
There they are, over there. When she 
came before she had to leave them be- 
hind, much to their disappointment. 
Father 'was saying, “Form fours, left,” 
before going off to France again, and 
Mother was buying wool to make him 
some more socks. It was a great relief 
to them to know that they were being 
taken this time and that they would 
have Jenny to toll them all about it. 

Father is lying in a deck - chair, 
smoking his pipe. ' There has been an 
interesting discussion this afternoon 
as to whether be is a coward or not. 
Father thought he wasn’t, but Mother 
wasn’t quite so sure. Jenny said that 
of course he couldn’t really be, because 
the Kino gave him a medal for not 
being one, but Mother explained that 
it was only a medal be had over and 
Father happened to be passing by the 
window. 

“I don’t see what this has to do 
with it,” said Father. “ I simply prefer 
bathing in the morning.” 

“ Oo, you said this morning you pre- 
ferred bathing in the afternoon,” says 
Jenny like a flash. 

“I know; but since then IVe had 
time to think it over, and I see that I 


was hasty. The morning is the best 
time.” 

“I’m afraid he a coward,” said 
Mother sadly, wondering why she Jiad 
married him. 

“ The whole point is, why did Jenny 
bring me liere ? ” 

“To enjoy yourself,” said Jenny 
promptly. 

“ Well, I am,” said Father, closing 
his eyes. 

But we do not feel so sure that 
Mother is enjoying herself. She has 
just read in the paper about a mine 
that floated ashore and exploded. No- 
body was near at the time, but sup- 
posing one of the children had been 
playing with it. 

“ Which one 1 ” said Father lazily. 

“ Jenny.” 

“ Then we should have lost Jenny.” 

This being so, Jenny promises 
solemnly not to play with any mine 
that comes ashoi’e, nor to let Eichard 
Henry play with it, nor to allow it to 
play with Eichard Henry, nor 

“ I suppose I may just point it out 
to him and say, * Look, that 's a mine ’ ? ” 
says Jenny wistfully. If she can’t do 
this it doesn’t seem to be much use 
coming to the seaside at all. 

“ I don’t think there would be any 
harm in that,” says Father. “ But 
don’t engage it in conversation.” 

“ Thank you very much,” says Jenny, 
and she and Eichard Henry go off 
together. 

Mother watches them anxiously. 
Father closes his eyes. 

“Now,” says Jenny eagerly, “I’m 
going to show you a darling little crab. 
Won’t that be lovely? ” 

Eichard Henry, having been deceived, 
as he feels, about the sea, is not too 
hopeful about that crab. Howevei', he 
asks politely, “ What ’s a crab ? ” 

“You’ll see directly, darling,” says 
Jenny ; and he has to be content with 
that. 

“ Crab,” he murmurs to himself. 

Suddenly an idea occurs to him. He 
lets go of Jenny's hand and trots up 
to an old gentleman with white 
whiskers. 

“ Going to see a crab,” he announces. 

“Going to see a crab, are you, my 
little man?” says the old gentleman 
kindly. 

“ Going to see a crab,” says Eichard 
Henry, determined to keep up his end 
of the conversation. 

“ Well, I never I So you ’re going to 
see a crab?” says the old getitleman, 
doing his best with it. 

Eichard Henry nods two or three 
times. “ Going to see a crab,” he says 
firmly. 

Luckily Jenny comes up and rescues 
him, otherwise they would still be at 


it. “Come along, darling, and see the 
crab,” she says, picking up his hand; 
and Eichard Henry looks triumphantly 
at the old gentleman. There you are. 
Perhaps he will believe him another 
time. 

Jenny lias evitientiy made an ar- 
rangement with a particular crab for 
this afternoon. Ib is to be hoped that 
the appointment will he kept, for she 
has hurried Eichard Henry past all 
sorts of wonderful things which he 
wanted to stop with for a little. But 
the thought of this wonderful crab, 
which Jennie thinks so much of, forbids 
protest. Quito right not to keep it ! 
waiting. What will it be like ? Will | 
it be bigger than the sea ? ! 

We have reached the rendezvous. 
We see now that wo need not have beau 
in sucli a hurry. 

“ There ! ” says Jenny excitedly. 

“ Isn’t ho a darling little ci*ab ? Ho ’s 
asleep.” (That ’s why we need not have 
hurried.) 

Eichard Henry says nothing. He 
can’t think of the words for what he is 
feeling. What ho wants to say is that 
Jenny has let him down again. They 
passed a lot of these funny little things 
on their w^ay here, but rJenny wouldn’t 
stop because she was going to show 
him a Cuab, a great, big, enormous 
darling little Okab — which might have 
been anything — and now it ’s only just 
this. No wonder the old gentleman 
didn’t believe him. 

Swindled — that ’s the word ho wants. 
However, he can’t think of it for the 
moment, so ho tries something else. 

“ Daxiing little crab,” he says. 

Then they leave the dead crab tliore 
and hiuTy back. 

“What shall I show you no?/’?” 
says Jenny. A. A. M. 

“ Air. G. H. Roberts said ho was advised by 
his fiiiancial advisers that the British sover- 
eign, now worth 4 dollars in America, might 
shortly depreciate to only four dollars, which 
w'ould mean the addition of 20 per cent, on 
any article we had to buy in the American 
markets.” — Provhmal Papier, 

We should advise Mi*. EoiiRETS to 
change his financial advisers. 

“ Sea and cloud, the ships on the water and 
the ship in the air, ail blended together in one 
Fata Morgiana, It produced a sensation of 
actual i>hysical giddiness. It didn’t seem to 
matter if one stood on one's head or one’s 
heels.” — Observe)’, 

As the Forty Thieves said about the 
oil — you get it in the neck, anyhow. 

“ The restoration of the 2-cent po.stal rate 
on first-class matter on July 1 will not entirely 
solve the problem of the cost of loving.” 

American Fa^per, 

It will, however, encourage its epis- 
tolary expression. 
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Come on, then— ’it me, an’ I ’ll give 

YER WOT FOR.” 


He comes on. 


“ Come on again an’ I 'll give yer wot 
I gave old Fritz at Ypees.” 


m 


“Ypees? Was you at Ypees?*’ 
“Course I was. I was there in ’15?” 
“Blow me, so was I.” 


** Wasn’t ’are a ’ot shop just by Shrap- 
nel Corner, eh?” 

“Not ’ABF, Does yer remember ’ow 
Fritz used ter plonk the prison an’ 
THE ASYLUM?” 


“ Mind yer, Shrapnel Corner wos ’ot 

ENOUGH, BUT GIVE ME HELL FIEE CORNER 
ANY DAY. Saw a Brass Hat there once ; 

GOT THE BREEZE UP ORPUL, *E *AD.” 




iw 


“ Does yer re3iember the Menin Gate 
AT Ypees? Yus? Well, it wos there 
OLE Fritz put one clean froo the cook- 
house.” 

- “Yus, ’E COPPED one of 3IY MULES ' 
THERE. Got a welt on the napper 

MESELF.” 


“ SEE3IS STRANGE TO BE AT PEACE AGAIN, 

don’t it?” 

“Yus— Wapping High Street is a bit 
quieter THAN THE MeNIN GATE.” ‘ . 

“Funny thing— I had a mule na- 

POOHED THERE TOO— LOST ME JACK-KNIFE 
' AS WELL.” 


“ I REMEMBER ONE DAY AS I WOS PABSIN’ 
THE Cloth Hall ter git me fag issue 
— YUS, let’s try the ‘Rose and Crown,’ 
IT’S QUIETER in THEBE— AS I WAS SAY- 
IN’ ” ' 








guick-ecured dis,ciplmarian {to officer ^ loith train to catchy attenmthig to leave homtalfive minntee before the mtiniUed tbne\ 
*Mr. Simpson, whbru^are you going ?’» / x 

Mr , Simj ^ son , “ Hush— sS:— bh — sh! I'm deserting.” 


A SAINT OF GOENWALL. 

I don’t know who Saint Mawbs was, but he surely can’t 
■have been - . 

A stiff old stone gazebo on a carved cathedraLscreen, 

Or a holy-looking customer rigged out in blue and red 

In a sunset-coloured window with a soup-plate round his 
head. 

He must have been a skipper who had sailed the salt seas 
" round " ^ ^ 

(Or at least as many of ’em as in his time had been found), 

And sung' his song and kissed his girl and had his share 
of fun, ; ' 

Till he ^ took and got ‘ religion, when his sailing days were 
done. 

! V * ^ 

He must have had a ruddy face, a grey beard neatly 
trimmed, 

And eyes, deep-set in crows’-feet, neither age nor use had 
dimmed, 

And he ’d lean there oh the jetty with his glass up^ to his 
ey e / . ^ . 

And look across the Garrick Eoads and watch the ships go by, 

And yarn with his old cronies of the ships he used to kndw. 

And chaps he used to sail with many and many a year ago, 

In the West of England tin boats on the Tyre and Sidon 
run, 

Before he got religion or his sailing days were done. 

And when he came at last to die they ’d lay him down to 
rest 

On a green and grassy foreland sloping gently to the West, 


Where the wind’s cry and the gulls’ cry would be near him 
. night and day, 

And the noises of the anchorage come to him where he lay. 
And ^they’d leave him there a-sleeping for to smell the 
harbour smells, 

And to count the passing watches by the striking of the 
bells, 

And to listen to the sailormon a-singing in the sun, 

A good old master-mariner whose sailing days are done. 

0. F. S. 

Cricket Extraordinary— The Knigkt’s Kove, 

‘*Soon af'uer the luncheon interval Mr. Knight %va8 laisKcd by 
Hearne in the deep field off a ball from Parkin, but a moment later 
held a catch in the same position.” — Tmien, 

One does not know which to admire more — Mr, Knight’s 
chivalry or his mobility. 

From a report of the Wesleyan Conference : — 

“It was suggested that the stipend for a married minister of ten 
years and under should not bo less than £200 a year, for a married 
minister over ten years, not loss than £220.” — baily Paper, 

But is it wise to encourage such very early marriages 
among the clergy? 

“Admiral l^eatty, on foot, headed the contingent, cap cocked over 
the right eye in the familiar way.”— 06se7T<?r. 

Sir David, his tanned face set with a determined grimness his hat 
slightly drawn towards the left eye, marched along.” ’ 

Weekly I)i$2)atch, 

It is the difficulty of getting these important details correct 
that 13 going to give the historians of the War so manv 
headaches. 
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ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 



THE DREAM THAT (APPARENTLY) WON’T COME TRUE. 

Sir Donald Maclean, “The people m this coTniTRY waht no Roman triumph.” 

Lord CxmzoN, “The trial oe the bx-Kaiser may very likely not be held in London.” 


Monday i July — Eor a time the 

debate in the Commons on the Peace- 
treaty was roses, roses all the way.*' 
Sir Donald Maclean paid compliments 
to everybody — to the Prime Minister 
for his “ indomitable optimism," to Mr. 
Bonar Law for his “ tact, courtesy and 
ability," and to Mr. Asquith for the 
classic phrases in which he laid down 
Britain’s aims in the War — aims which 
have now been accomplished. Almost 
his only criticism was directed to the 
proposal to try the ex-Kaiser in Lon- 
don. “ The people in this country," he 
said, ** want no Roman triumph." 

The chief note of dissent came from 
Mr. Devlin, who complained that Ire- 
land had been left out of the general 
settlement. He was told that Ulster 
was the obstacle. Well, were there no 
Ulsters in the countries that the Prime 
Minister had been helping to partition ? 

Mr. Lloyd George had no satisfac- 
tion to give the Nationalists. If self- 
determination was to be the test, it 
must apply to Ulster as well as to Ire- 
land, As for the ex-Kaiser, it was 
right to try , him and nowhere would 
he get a fairer trial than in England. 
There was no reason to suppose that 
any of the neutral countries wished to 
be the scene of the prosecution. Their 
motto, I gathered, would be, “ No rub- 
bish may be shot here." 

Captain Wepgwood Benn wanted 
to know why, if the cost of living was 
so high, the Government did not remove 
the embargo from such imports as mops 
and flat-irons, cotton-duck and boot- 
protectors, saccharine and (of course) 
cocoa. Sir Auckland Geddes in his 
best professorial manner delivered a 
little lecture on the theory of foreign 


exchanges, the gist of which was that, 
unless we imported less and exported 
more, we were -heading straight for 
bankruptcy. 

It is a pity that Sir John Eees’ sug- 
gestion that the cinemas should be em- 
ployed to disseminate sound views of 
political economy among the working- 
classes did not receive encouragement. 
A film illustrating the fable of “The 
Belly and the Members " might be ad- 
vantageously displayed just now in the 
Yorkshire coal-field, where the miners 
have yet to learn that they cannot 
strike without hurting themselves. 

The Forestry Bill sent the Lords on 
another excursion into natural history. 
This time it was the hare and not the 
squirrel that came in for condemnation. 
In a meadow the hare may or may not he 
a timorous beastie, but in a plantation, 
to judge from Lord Crawford's account 
of its ravages, it becomes a ramping 
and a roaring lion. “The hare with 
many friends " is a misdescription, so 
far as the Lords are concerned, for not 
a voice was raised against Lord Bled- 
isloe’s proposal to class it with the 
vermin that the Forestry Commissioners 
may destroy on sight. 

In moving the second reading of 
the Ways and Communications Bill, 
Lord Lytton displayed a praiseworthy 
zeal. But in order to throw up the 
brightness of the future need he have 
painted the past quite so black? To 
say that our distributing system had 
only escaped a disaster similar to that 
of Russia “by the very narrowest 
margin " is surely unjustified, even if 
the noble Lord has been travelling by 
the Underground during the rush 
hours. 


Lord Buckmaster boldly declared that 
nationalisation would be a curse to the 
very people who were clamouring for it. 
He also furnished a new definition of 
pessimists — “persons who would mort- 
gage the future without knowing how 
the debt was going to be redeemed." 
The special merit of this is that it ap- 
plies with at least equal accuracy to 
optimists. 

Tuesday^ July 22nd , — ^The Commons 
sat up half the night to pass the Anglo- 
French Treaty Bill, which binds us to 
come to the assistance of our neighbour 
if Germany attempts “ revanche," and 
then went down to Southend to refresh 
themselves with a view of the Fleet. 

Accordingly there were big gaps in 
the House this afternoon, and the 
Treasury Bench was chiefly tenanted 
by Under-Secretaries. Mr. Churchill, 
however, was present to state the in- 
tentions of the Government regarding 
the troops in North Russia. They are 
all to depart by November, unless they 
belong to the Military Missions, or the 
ice sets in unusually early, or the Bol- 
^shevists cannot bear to part with them. 

According to Sir A. Griffith-Bos- 
CAWEN rabies is diminishing, but the 
muzzling-order and the restrictions on 
the movement of dogs cannot yet be 
relaxed. Major Newman’s plaintive 
inquiry, “ How can a man go away if 
his dog is at home ? " aroused the 
Minister’s sympathy, but did not in- 
duce him to alter his decision. The 
country may or may not be going to 
the dogs, but the dogs are not going 
to the country. 

A few weeks ago t^^^vernment 
were badly beaten in ^^wZ/ommons 
on a Women’s EnfranUBKaent Bill. 





PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI 


[Jtoy 30, 1919. 


There has been much inquiry as to discovered. So long as he is on service As a sop to the critics, however, lie 
how they would get over their defeat, a youngster of eighteen has a Parlia- observed that there was no absolute 
The answer came this afternoon in the mentary vote, but with demobilisation necessity that the trial should be held 
Sex Disqualification (Eemoval) Bill, comes disfranchisement. Possibly the in London. Three weeks ago the 
which, according to the Lord Chan- idea is that judgment ripens quickly in House of Commons rang with cheers 
CBLLOR, is a more generous measure face of the enemy, but deteriorates when the Prime Minister announced 
than the other. He himself displayed under the pernicious influence of home- that the capital of the Empire was to 
a rather tepid enthusiasm for it, and life ; and there may be something in it. be the scone of this historic episode. 
Lord Bryce thought the proposal to Anyway one good anomaly deserves Now the Lords seemed equally glad to 
allow" peeresses to sit and vote inop- another. So Mr. Chamberlain, anxious hear that the vemie might bo changed, 
portune, in view of the Government’s to smooth the path of the Finance Bill, Thus quickly in our delightful climate 
undertaking to reform the Second decided that for purposes of fiscal relief does the cold fit succeed the hot. 


I am afraid that Lord Northclifee 
will not bo pleased with Mr. Bonar 


Chamber next Session. a “ child ” might be any age provided I am afraid that Lord Northcliffe 

Wednesday, July Mrd. — Lord Cur- that it was undergoing full-time educa- will not bo pleased with Mr. Bonar 
ZON is too busy these days understudy- tion. Even the elderly undergraduate of L.vw, who, on being asked whether the 
ing Mr. Balfour at the Foreign Office the “ Pa’s ploughed again ” type would Government would adopt the scheme 
to put in much time in the House of be included in the definition, provided for the future administration of Ireland 
Lords. But he paid a special visit this that he had a parent still living. which fills four columns of tlio Times 

afternoon to correct Lord Bryce's state- Thursday, July Lords’ to-day, was obiiircd to confess tliafc h a 


Lords. But he paid a special visit this that he had a parent still living 
I afternoon to correct Lord Bryce's state- Thursday, July 2Uh. — The 

1. mr. - . j 1 -v 1 T 1 I . 1 4 rv m 


aiucx.xiuuuouuux.iBuu ssutiLc- jLriarsaay, uuuy — xne j-toras lo-uay, was oniigcd to confess tliat he 

ment. The GovemmeDt had merelypro-l debate on the Peace Treaty turned 1 had not yet i-oad it. This is almost a 

mised to reform the Rseonrl ntxcsn. Ihet/i ail. y . ^ 


mised to reform the Second 
Chamber some time, bub not 
“ next Session.” •• 

If Lord CuRZON imagined , 
that gratitude for the removal 
of this impending menace 
would cause noble lords to be | 
more tender with the Trans^ 
port Bill he was disappointed . Wz] 

Lord Montauu declared that, 
if the Bill passed, the traveller ™ 
who desired to escape Minis- 
terial control must either 
walk or swim.^Lord Dbvon- 
PORT, who ha^beea a Con- 
troller himself, scoffed at the. 
notion of a Government ever 
making economies and urged 
the House **to put a knife 

into the Bill,” and out out " 

everything but the railways. Lieut,-CmHma 7 idef 
Lord Midlbton said they Bohlievism). “Stick 
were setting up “a gigantic nourishing.’* 

! trust” and putting it in the Russian Jlotj 

bandsof one man, who might ™ ^ 



I/ieut,-Commander KEm’oimn {who has an tmheaUhy craviny far 
BolsJievism), “Stick to it, my bonnie lai>; it may bi; nasty but 
it’s nourishing.” 

The Russian Romulus . “Ai.u thu sank you i.ook as jf you 
whre brouCut up on something better.” 


case of litse-majcHU'. 

I laving failed to obtain an 
answer to a question, on the 
ground that it was “hypo- 
thetical,” Lord TIknuy I^bn- 
tinck sonorously announced 
that he would ask “a ques- 
tion which is not hypotheti- 
cal : llow long will the Gov- 
ernment insist on this mis- 
governmont of the people of 
Ireland •/ ” And Mr. Law was 
as nonplussed as the witness 
who was asked, “ Have you 
given up boating j'our wife i* 
Yes or No?” 

From the description of a 
storm ; — 

“111 tho town the Kteects are 


WAU U^/>VAJL lilii wirui'LH ivni 

rhe has an unhealthy craving far ^‘hittercd with debris, toIctihoHc 
SNIE LAI>; IT MAY HE NASTY BUT dowu, tlio 1 1 Very bam 

IS a \vr<‘<.*k. and th(i Church of 


Knglaud was turned up.sidedo\vn.” 

(Jnnadmn 7*aper. 

Just as if it had been a 


at any moment leave the Ministry, as chiefly on tlie proposed trial of the Ex^ breeze Convocation ^ 

so many business-men had donealready. Kaiser. The critics of the proposal — ^ 

;^rd BucKMASTEii considered that the were not quite at one. Lord Bryce “Pkrsonh Wanteu.— -G riod Young 
Bill made Nationalisation inevitable, thought a trial was superfluous, seeing ^^^P^^rionce, as Hah^ Hnnd.'' 
and could not understand why the Gov- that the Allies~~the judges- designate— cf Rifxopmd Paper . 

ernment should make two bites of their had already decided that there had advertiser does not mean 

eheiTy. hardly been a greater crime committed yo“»g lady could 

Members so frequently complain of in history; Lord Bockmasteb, after an 

the curtness of Ministerial replies that argument full of what Mr. xYsquith From a book-catalogue 

^ was a pleasant diange to find Mr. would call ** juridical niceties,” ex- ‘*Davis(H.W.) England mider the 

Hohler objecting that Dr. Maonamara pressed the opinion that there was 8vo, Ssl” 

if Students of the reign of Henry Vlli 

upon Di. Mac, ever leady to oblige, held, would quite possibly result in an should make a note of this, 
snapped out,^ “ The slxort summary of acquittal. 

this answer is * No. ’ ” That did not Inconsistency is catching. Lord Can you tell me why 

quite end tne incident. Mr. Hohler Cubzon, in defending the trial, said in ^ nation that's dry 

had live Questions on the Paper — one in one breath that there was no danger Can better descry 

excess oi^he pmsent-day ration. The of turning the criminal into a hero' — Than you or I 

William Hohenzollern was not of On how many toes 

the bom Member asked the reason, in- ,th© stuff of whicli heroes could be made* ^ Pussyfoot goes ? 

sfcantly hois^him with his own petard and in the next that he could not he A nation that 's dry 

A . he said. left quietly in Holland because it was Has reason to 


Can you tell me why 
A nation that 's dry 
Can better descry 
Than you or I 
On how many toes 
A Pussyfoot goes ? 

A nation that *s dry 
Has reason to pause - 
And consider tbe eUttm 
In its Pussyfoot laws. 
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16. G&mim CROSS, 

While all around fit tributes are awarded 
From grateful heart and unreluctant tongue, 
I take it ill you should go unrecorded, 
tJnhottoured and ’unsung,. 


And since henceforth (like Willie) we shaU miss you, 
Honour, I pray, in token of our thanks, ^ ^ ^ 

This draught my humble Muse has deign’d bo issue 
Drawn on Parnassus’ banks. 

In days ere yet we gained our first commission 
Your classic names were all too rarely heard, 

But these five years have altered the position — 
You’re now a household word. 

For when at duty’s call we went to seek a 
New sphere of life by land or sea or air 
In Mespot, Flanders, France or Salouica, 

You tept us in your care. 

And at your hands the sportsman and the rotter 
Would equally receive allowance due ; 

When nations shook and thrones began to totter, 
You kept out balance true. 

No end of books (a plague on all that write ’em 1 ) 
We ’ve been conskained to scan with little zest ; 
Not so with yours — 'there each absorbing item 
Was -charged with interest. 


And so I thought, as no one else has said it, 

I ’d try, old pals, to pen a humble line 
To say how much we put down to your credit 
(Y.cm trright put more to mine ! ) 

01 your polite attentions this account is 
I trust not seriously overdrawn; 

Our gratitude *s no lively sense of bounties 
, In days that yet shaU dawn, 

For now through you-, alas ! no further tin comes ; 

'The best of friends must say good-bye, and so 
For all you aidded {monthly) to out incomes 
Here ’s to you, Cox and Co. ! 

Our Candid Advertisers. 

‘^dei0,'000 will buy attractive moderate-^ized Country House, re- 
plete with every modern inconvenience,”— Pajoer. 

From an agricultural review : — 

“That appetising vegetable the opinion also occupies a place in this 
pamphlet ,” — Canadian Paper. 

The pamphlet is notoriously its most congenial soil. 

“ To-day, if he [Mr, Churchill] died with a few friends and they | 
' had a little conversation on politics afterwards, it w-as suggested that I 
i he was endeavouring to form a new party by swallowing up all the 
. old.”-*tP/ori^iciaZ Paper f 

ikom later information, however, it is evident^^t the War 
Sborbtauy has no intention of permanently himself 

with tto^cold shades of Opposition. 
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DIVINE DISQUIET. 

{By our Medical Expert,) 

The value of excitement as a potent 
stimulus to energy and national effici- 
ency has been , emphasized by Mr. 
Gallichan in a courageous and forcible 
article in The Daily Mail, Coming from 
a paper so notoriously addicted to stead- 
fastness and calm, and at a time when 
the nation is suffering from an excess 
of sanity, the appeal gains enormously 
in impressiveness and urgency. As the 
wi'iter reminds us, ** we are wont to 
forget that over-repression is as harm- 
ful as unrestrained indulgence. Many 
persons require frequent excitement for 
a spur to activity, as a tonic, arid also 
as a sedative. Neither men nor animals 
can live healthily without excitement.” 

He tells us that “ an 

alarm of fire will ban- 
ish an acute tooth- 
ache,” but omits to 
mention , the parallel 
case of the complete 
success with which 
on a historic occasion 
a patient suffering 
from a severe attack of 
hiccups cured himself 
for ever by setting his 
night-shirt on fire. 

He ' also relates the, 
touching anecdote of 
an invalid mother, 
who was so invigor- 
ated by the sudden 
deatli of her daughter 
that slie was suddenly 
transformed into ' a* 
hardworking house- 
wife. But if there is 

any fault to find with 

this admirable and most timely article, 
it is in the absence of specific sugges- 
tions to counteract our national lethargy 
and sweep away the last vestiges of the 
Puritan tradition which still hampers 
our indulgence in an unrestrained joie 
de vivre. For example, Mr. Galliohan 
says nothing of the imperative need of 
the revival of high-spirited practical 
joking, one of the most helpful aids to 
that unfortunate class of people who, 
in his own words, are “ insufficiently 
stimulated by excitement.” The old 
methods were, however, crude and in- 
effective. Now that we have the benefi- 
cent resources of applied science at our 
conamand, the stimulus is capable of 
limitless reinforcement. Still much can 
be done with the simplest apparatus. 

A can of boiling water, if carefuUv 
poised on the top of a slightly opened 
door, though not as potent as an ex- 
plosive bp^j^, may still exert a most 
salutary iifflpence on a nervous subject. 
Even the secreting of a, number of mice | 


in the bed of a delicate guest, or the 
dexterous disposition of a platoon of 
alarum clocks in her I'oom, may work 
wonders. 

But perhaps the worst of all the ob- 
stacles in the way of improvement is 
the deadening tradition of the ‘‘well- 
behaved child” — of the maxims that 
“ little children should be seen and not 
heard,” and so on. Modern pedagogy 
realises, on the contrary, that in the 
nursery, as in the concert-room, the first 
aim should be the establishment of the 
dominion of din and the annihilation of 
the monstrous doctrine which finds its 
supreme expression in the odious cal- 
umny of “Fidgety Phil.” It is one of 
the greatest tragedies of the world that 
this noble pioneer in the art of self- 
realisation and emancipated table-man- 


Horatio, Garvus: and Maxse, 

Have grown quite unbearably tame : 

No longer alternately burning 
And freezing with scoops and with scares, 
Hen read TJie X),M» without turning 
The shortest of hairs. 

But we who are sick of emotions 
Too stale to inflame or convulse — 

We crave for more poisonous potions 
To heighten and fever our pulse ; 

We need something fresh to excite us, 

Some new and implacable pest : 

Come down, 0 belovM Saint Vitus, 

And rid us of rest. 



ners should have been held up to exe 
oration, instead of being made the sub- 
ject of unqualified panegyric. Assuredly 
the poets of the past have much to 
answer for by their persistent dispar- 
agement of vivacity, restlessness and 
quick - silverishness, and their corre- 
sponding exaltation of repose, stolidity 
and calm. Thank Heaven, no one now 
dares to extol Castles of Indolence or 
“ mild-eyed melancholy lotus-eaters ” ! 
The educative effect of the Jazz, in ges- 
ture and music, has been an incalculable 
boon. Yet much remains to be done 
before we can expect to reap the full 
benefit of applied excitement. We wel- 
come therefore as an incentive to re- 
doubled effort the divine discontent of 
an anonymous Georgian singer, who 
has lent a fresh lustre to the outworn 
metre of a forgotten Victorian in “ The 
Jim-Jammiad,'* from which we quote 
the two last stanzas : — 

The apostles of mental ataxy ' 

Who onoe lent a hand in the game, 


THE DECADENCE OF ROBERT. 

Ip it had been a Cockney sparrow 
that had done this thing I could have 
borne it, for doubtless by this time they 
are all more or less perverted. But 
that it should have been Eobert — 
Kobert, my own fami- 
liar friend . . . 

My nerves had be- 
come flabby. Partly, 
— as I like to believe 
— through the storm 
and stress of the days 
of War; partly — ac- 
cording to my doctor 
— as a result of the 
still stormier and 
more stressful days of 
Peace. 

** Go to the country, 
my dear lady,” said 
that hard and unsym- 
pathetic man. “ For- 
get the town and its 
heated ball - rooms. 
Lie on your back and 
watch the I’uminative 
cows and the peace- 
ful birds. And don^t 

—dance, don't think 

about dancing. Forgot it.” 

I did. I lay on my back and I 
watched ruminative cows. I also 
watched the peaceful birds, and in so 
doing made the acquaintance of Eobert. 

Eobert is to me a small brown object 
that wears a red waistcoat and a green 
moustache of dangling caterpillars. I 
am to Eobert a kind of Y.E.O.A. (Young I 
Eobins Christian Association), which ' 
shelter and food in unlimited 
quantities at infinitesimal cost. 

Our mode of procedure is as follows : 
Eobert appears on the ledge of my 
window, within a foot of my pillow, his 
head on one side, his beak containing 
two caterpillars, a big white grub ana 
a small brown moth. To this insigni- 
ficant collection he purposes to add a 
little bread or, if possible, cake, 

I keep a small pyramid of pilules 
made from these intoxicating sub- 
stances by my bed. I stretch out my 
hand, and Bobert backs hastily to the 
end of the window-sill. I place the 
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pilule on the ledge, and he returns, 
tucks it with ^precision into an un- 
occupied corner of his beak, and dis- 
appears with a soft scurry over the 
rhododendrons. As a bird Ilobert may 
have his faults ; as a husband I am 
convinced he is doing more than his 
bit. 

It was all very idyllic. I lay on my 
back and gazed at a patch of blue sky 
with a branch of yellow laburnum 
across it, and fed that peaceful bird, 
and thoughts of the great city with its 
inad glad ballrooms ^'ifted ever further 
away. 

And then this morning Eobert spoiled 
it all. 

He appeared, as is his custom, as soon 
as the nurse had planted the breakfast 
tray firmly across my chest. Even to 
my sleep-dimmed eyes there seemed 
something distraught about him. His 
beak was, for a wonder, empty. He 
opened it and squeaked, then backed 
as usual to the end of the sill. 

Hastily I wriggled from beneath the 
tray, grabbed at the toast-rack and 
stretched my hand out of the window 


with a tempting morsel in the centre 
of its palm. 

Eobert considered it and me for an 
instant in his one-sided fashion, lowered 
his head meditatively and then — ap- 
parently went mad. He advanced three 
steps, he retreated four. He proceeded 
to do a chass6 sideways and wave 
his right leg in the air, then did the 
same with his left. He hopped forward 
to within an inch of my hand and 
hastily staggered back again. He ex- 
tended his wings and jumped into the 
air. He advanced with a wild dive, 
retreated with a wilder, spun rapidly 
thrice round, wavered back to his 
original position and finally stopped, 
regarding me with rufied feathers and | 
an expression of the most utter imbe- 
cility. 

I sank back on my pillows, the toast 
dropped from my palsied hand, and 
that small brown destroyer of %ny 
tranquillity hopped up sedately to eat 
it. I regarded him with dully* horrified 
eyes. 

He has spoiled my breakfast ; he has 
ruined my country peace. He has 


brought the breath of town to-my very 
windows. The hideous truth can no 
longer be concealed, 

Eobert has learned to jazz. 

“The Chancellor of the Exchequer acknow- 
ledges the receipt of £ conscience money on 
account of \noome-tax .” — Provincial Pa^er. 

It is presumed that a profiteer, stricken 
with remorse, has sent the Chancellor 
a blank cheque. 

From an Irish time-table : — 

“Teain Service — Sundays. 

From Cork. a.m. 

Cork (Albert-st.) d. . . 11*0 
* This train if filled will leave Cork before 
11 a.m.” 

Who dares to say that Ireland is behind 
the times ? 

“Mr. Lloyd G-eorge will preside at a dinner 
at the House of Commons yesterday to Sir 
Henry Wilson, Chief of the Imperial Staff.” 

Scotch Paper, 

It has often been remarked with what 
intelligence the modern journalist anti- 
cipates things that have already hap- 
pened. 
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THE CIVILISING OF GENTRAL AFRICA. 

Heeb am I in M'Banga. Scots myself 
I was attracted by the name, but my 
mission (from Government) is not to 
the wild tribes of Aberdeen but to the 
heart of Mid- Africa, 

On the termination of hostilities the 
Kin^, Umbongi, offered his services to 
fight the Germans, Turks, Austrians, 
Sinn Teinera, and their allies, and at 
all hazards to get a share in any distri- 
bution of President Wilson’s Fourteen 
Points. Such was the purport; of his 
letter in the Sebanga language. He 
did not seem to grasp the international 
situation, and in fact mixed up the Sinn 
Feiners with the Abyssinians, who are 
quite civilised. The Fourteen Points 
he apparently regarded as edibles. A 
postscript, to his letter stated with em- 
phasis that be would take something on 
account, and that he would like the 
other Great Powers to appoint him man- 
datory to all outlying catfcle. I was sent 
to talk things over with the King. 

Eegarding my mission as one for 
promoting civilisation, I translated the 
Laws of Golf into Sebanga, and brought 
with me the best set of clubs seen on the 
Equator, which forms part of a bunker 
on our sixth fairway, 

M’Bangahas now given up cattle raids 
and has taken to golf wholeheartedly, 
the Bantu-languages lending themselves 
remarkably to this game. As* I am a 
diplom/at, the King has so far always 
beaten me, except upon one unfortunate 
. occasraB wlren my baE cannonsed} o^ a 
lion into the short eighteenth hole for 
one*. However, I tald the at 

SL Andrews to strike a lion without 
ahouting*' Fore ! ” gave one’s opponent 
the game, and everyone was. contenti 
except the lion, >vha has not yet stopped 
running. 

Owing to local conditions we have 
made some permissible alterations in 
the Eoyal and Antient gam-e. The King, 
who is corpulent,, hates dism^eunting 
from his. caddie too often, and has in- 
vented a new rule by which, after driving 
off, we race for tl>e ball* lying in the best 
position.^ This innovation, borrowed 
from pdo^ shouldt be* welcomed by 
elderly mounted players. He invariably 
^ wins, and his victory is celebrated by 
deafening applause from the fomr-and- : 
twenty tom-toms that precede us. 

UniEsoaigi has great respect fo^r St. 
Andrews, and I have persuadedhim that 
among the things never done there is 
the dee^ftatfng one^s caddie when one 
misseemebalt Henow says “-Tut, tut’’ 
Another concession to the 
tiiadsitkiiass ,ai the head^^mirters. ©1 the 
Boyal aifedi gaiee fe the? wearing 

of clothes bf alt,play@afs. As i pointed 
out to our head witch-doctor, no clergy- j ■ 

& 

man in St. Andrews would play a round 
. attired solely in an old top-hat. Though 
not expressly forbidden by the rules, I 
said it was one of the things which are 
never done. 

Civilisation is spreading rapidly in 
M’Banga. There have been no wars 
since I arrived with my Laws of Golf. 
All tlje assegais have been tuimed into 
cleeks, niblicks and corkscrews. The 
whole male population now spends its 
days on the golf links and the ladies 
attend to any necessary work. It is like 
being home in bonnie "Scotland. 

I am returning shortly with the 
honorary degree of WW.I). from the 
M’Banga University, and a letter from 
King Umbongi agreeing to the Fourteen 
.Points, or as many more as we like, 
provided he receives at once a Dictionary 
of the Scottish language and an unlim- 
ited supply of golf balls. lie desires, 
too, a ruling from St. Andrews Univer- 
sity on the following points : — 

(1) Are large snakes, of a peculiarly 
venomous kind, to be considered hazards 
of the green ? 

(*2) In a match game all square and 
one to play and an infuriated bison on 
the eighteentli putting green, what is 
the etiquette 

(3) What (short of death) is the ihaxi- 
mum penalty allowed to be inflicted 
upon a caddie with a sarcastic cough ? 

TO AN IDEAL CANDIDATE. 
{During a recent Election contest a 
Qandidate completely lost lus voice.) 
When you, my Henry, lately wrote 
That in your quest for higii renown, 
Just at the psychic hour, your throat 
Had been and let you badly down, 

It was not due to want of thought, 
Which is a virtue that I prize, 

When I withheld the sop you sought 
And failed to sympathize. 

In one with such a natural gift 

For gassing till the crack of doom, 

To fiind your lute reveal a rift 

Must have occasioned utter gloom. 
But in that hour of bitter need 

Did there occur the thought to you 
Tli-at sifenee does at times indeed 
Assume a golden hue 7 

And see ! Th’ unequal contest ’s done ; 

No longer da I hear you grouse 

For you (I guessed you would) have won. 
And potter now about the “ House.” 
So let me with you here rejoice 

And thank Miss Fortune’s comic 
toiiBCh 

Win eh left the other man his vosiee 

And let' him ** say too- much.” 

The Boys of the Old Brigade. 

*‘50* Handicap, for untor 61 

jiears of' age . 

MOTOE NOTES. 

By “ Hot Air.” 

{After the manner of these thhiys.) 

A FEW days ago I had the privilege 
of inspecting a chassis representing 
the latest production of the Moonshine 
Motor Oo. 

This attractive model, which is of 25-30 
h.p. (developing umpteen h.p. on the 
brake), while of ortliodox construction, 
following sound engineering lines, never 
theless presents several novel and dis- 
tinctive features which will specially 
appeal to the owner-driver, and i. should 
not hesitate to predict that it will still 
further enhance the already deservedly 
high reputation of Moonshine Cars. 

The framework of the car is carried 
on four circular wheels, two of which 
are placed in front and two behind, 
equal distances separating tlie two pairs. 
This is a device wliieh will add con- 
siderably to the rigidity and smootli 
running of the vehicle, especially on 
bad roads. 

Thecylinders, which are of thograino- 
phonic type, arc cast in groups and are 
furnished with a roughened surface, 
wliich renders them very convenient 
for striking matches on. 

The valves are of tlie scmi-upersutic 
type, operated by longitudinal ferro- 
concrete cams, working eccentrically 
with phosphor-bronze bosses, which 
are actuated by semi-elliptical canti- 
levers from the differential. The usual 
difficulty encountered in similar designs, 
of the inaccessibility erf the plunger- 
gudgeons, is overcome in a very in- 
gemons manner by placing these on the 
dashboard, with an adjustable adaptor 
of case - hardened peroxide — a device 
which' will not fail to recommead itself 
to tlie owner-driver. 

The lubricating aystein follows ortho* 
dox lines and. is of the centrifugal type 
operated by means of a ^da-syphon 
pinnp, the handle of which is conven- 
iently situated Ijetween .the carborefiter 
and the amrattirre of the magneto. 

The springs are of the quasi-apo- 
pkfitic type and arc calculated to alworb 
the shock of atiiy ordinary breakdown. 

The gear-box is. a mod;eJ of simplicity, 
and will on that account recommend 
itself to-- — (N©, I really mustn’t say 
that again). ^ The gears being situated 
by an ingenmia device outside thns box 
the latter ean be used lor storing spare 
parts,, small articles of luggage,, etc., 
anfd will be found very useful for 
touring. 

The car ia to be placed m. the market 
at tbie extrem^y moderate figure o£ 
three thou^nd poiuocls, a»d theMooaot- 
abins© Co.* bding aiblB to com- 

mence delivery srf thie model m tSe 
early AutBrnn 19S5. 
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Highlander. ‘‘Ye’be pond o’ musio, I’m thinkin’? Ye should ’a’ been \vi’ me on Peace night. There was saxteen o 
us PIPERS IN Sandy Camel’s web back parlour, all playin’ different chunbs, Han, it was grand I” 


OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 


{By Mr, Punch’s Staff of Learned GierJcs,) 
Metemi^sychosis alone will accounti for the phenomenon 
of Samuell Pepys, Junior, who has crowned his admirable 
work with a third and Last Diary of the Great War (Lane). 
It. is rounded off by a happy dedication to Field-Marshal 
Haig and some diverting designs by John KETTEiiWELE. 
General Pirpleton and Admiral Topper still crab our every 
stroke of strategy and tactics,. Brigadier BrigstocJc dispenses 
his robust optimism, Mistress Pepys still buys hats, each 
less comely and more costly than the last, while her lord, 
that notable cynic, reactionary, gossip and egoist, is busy 
with the latest idle or credible war rumour, the choicest 
morsel of scandal, the tastiest recipe for food, the cut of his 
clothes, his accounts, his ailments and his putts— and, more 
solidly, with the record of the hopes and fears of the won- 
derful but terrible years 1917 (from July) and 1918: I 
would certainly recommend intending historians to lay in 
these three volumes as an epitome in a brilliant shorthand 
of the facts and moods of the War— packed with shrewd 
comments and happy strokes of irony. For us others the 
book will serve as a most enjoyable way of recalling in a 
luxury of relief the anguish and suspense of these past* great 
days. As a, literary and dramatic tour-deffofte I should judge 
it to be unsurpassed of its kind* As I have hinted there is 
here rather a matter of reincarnation than of parody. 

Old Jeremy Amrmdon thought, that things on the seas 
were going to the devil:. And' if you suppose that this 
reflection was provoked, by anything so new-fanned as the 


German U-boat campaign you are very much mistaken. It 
was the monstrous apparition of clipper-built boats in the 
port of Salem nearly two hundred years ago that traufoled . 
this retired master-mariner, the most carefully-drawn ol the 
figures whom Mr. Joseph Hebgesheimbr has grouped in 
Java Head (Heinemann). I say ♦‘carefully-drawn’* because 
this is the most lasting impression I take away from Mr. 
Hbrgesheimbr’s book ; and not because be cannot tell a 
story that thrills. There is indeed a moment when he. 
brings together into one room the high-born Chinesie wife 
whom Qessit Ammidon, old Jeremy's son, has brought bonce ; 
Nellie Vollar, the girl whom Gessii had loved before, and 
JSdivard Dunsack, an opium-sodden clerk* and though I 
.was certain that one of the three would commit murder or 
'suicide before the end of the chapter, for several breathless 
pages I could not guess who or which it would be.. Never- 
tiieless it is the author’s pictures of interiors, of gardens, of 
a ship’s rig, of a Manchu lady’s toilet that stay most clearly 
in my mind ; if they do not interfere with the plot tliey 
stand out more luminously than the characters. In any 
case Java Head is an exquisite piece of work and one that 
will transport you from the prose of life into the regions 
of genuine romance. 


In Birds and the War (Skeffington) Mr. S. Glad- 
stone has collected some very interesting evidence to show 
that in adaptability to their surroundings birds are not to 
be beaten even by the British soldier. In the "war-zone 
they persisted in singing,, making love and building nests 
I under the mo^t appallingly discouraging conditions. The 
i idea is tlmt they preferred the din of battle to the treacher- 
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ous quiet of ];^ace in which they were liable to be molested 
by people who had leisure for that kind of distraction. 
Their gaiety and insouciance were often a source of com- 
fortable solace to harassed and tired soldiers ; though Mr. 
Gladstone cites one occasion when, after terrific fighting, 
productive of heavy casualties, the bombardment had just 
ceased when a lark soared imperturbably into the sky and 
poured out its soul in a song so care-free that it called forth 
a very unusual protest from a prostrate Tommy. “ What 
the *ell is 'e singing about ? he asked. The book does not 
pretend to be anything more than a collection of extracts 
from various sources, but they are excellently set out. 


The outstanding feature of The Cow Puncher (Hodder 
AND Stoughton) is that all the characters in it talk like 
Ella Wheeler Wilcox. But Mr. Egbert eT. C. Stead 
cannot persuade me that they 
were doing it in Colorado at the” 
time when, some score of years 
ago, one gathers, the high- 
principled but unlettered cow- 
puncher hero met the cultured 
but (to judge from the dia- 
logue) almost as unlettered 
heroine from the East, and 
the two, after an exchange of 
high - principled and wholly 
Wilcoxian sentiments, decide 
to wait for each other. While 
waiting, the hero, in partner- 
ship with the villain, develops 
into , a millionaire real estate 
man, though without aban- 
doning any of his higher prin- 
ciples — which is absurd. There 
is nothing in common between 
an American real estate man 
and Ella Wheeler Wilcox 
except the ability to sell hot 
air at a handsome profit. 'Well, 
the heroine crops up again 
and the young affection is 
renewed. ' But an unfortunate 
contretemps occurs. The hero- 
ine unthinkingly begs her lover 
to give up the idea of mur- 
dering his late partner in the 
midst of his villainies. So he 
rushes off and enlists (I can’t 
think how modern American 
authors would manage to finish their stories if it wasn’t for 
the War) and dies like a hero. The heroine lives to suffer 
and regret.^ The villain lives, we gather, to inherit the real 
estate business, and the author lives (this is the real 
tragedy) to wndte more stuff of the same kind. 


^ *‘In talking to her I always feel that hers is a point of 
view — not, as one so often feels in talking, especially to 
women, that what they think is simply nonsense, and not a 
point of view at all! ” I daresay the italicized parenthesis 
has already given you a sufficient clue to the author of this 
quotation from Sister Woman (Grant Eichards), since 
there can hardly exist the male writer capable of quite such 
devastating candour. It may convey also a fair idea of the 
peculiar detachment that Miss or Mrs. J. G. Sime brings 
to these little studies of her kind. There are thirty of them 
in all, none more than a few pages long, each the result of 
the writer’s shrewd, tolerant and perhaps rather insistently 
broad-minded outlookHpoh feminine life as it is lived, appar- 


ently, in a Canadian city. Clerks, munition-girls,^ char- 
women — for every type the writer has a sympathetic eye, 
with, as I suggest, a suspicion of preference for Hiose whose 
histories might be supposed to outrage convention. One 
fancies her still pleasantly thrilled by her own freedom from 
prejudice in this respect. Many of the sketches are admir- 
ably drawn (among the best an excellent study in ‘STacquot 
and Pierre ” of the practical French worker, and a very 
daintily told romance of a girl in a cheap drug store) ; but 
inevitably the collection as a whole suffers from some mon- 
otony of effect. Fortunately the remedy, skipping-exercise, 
is within the reach of all, and should add greatly to the 
reader’s enjoyment. 

Far be it from me to demand that the characters, and 
particularly the young females, of current fiction shall bear 

the hall-mark of reality, pro- 
vided always they are enter- 
taining. Dimpsey Dorcas Dur- 
den, the leading juvenile, if 
not the heroine, of Bart (Hut- 
chinson), is not real, but she 
amuses. Having said that and 
added that the plot, or rather 
the action, of Miss Dorota 
Flatau’s latest novel is well 
sustained, one has said about 
all in its favour that justice 
demands. The hero is a bit 
of a fool; the gilded Society 
youths and maidens a trifie 
overgilded ; the villain almost 
unnecessarily vile, and the 
hero's mother, though oyer so 
darling, just a wee bit too 
pawky. But what matter 
since the book is obviously 
written to entertain, which it 
does, and not to hold the mir- 
ror up to fast Society, which 
it doesn't. If there is an es- 
pecially false note it is in mak- 
ing the quite immoral Dimpsey 
try to elope with the villain — 
for the sake of the sensation 
merely — after he has been 
discovered in all his vileness 
and is departing for South 
America and oblivion. But 
again, what matter since by 
that time everything has turned out right for the really 
nice people in the story? 


A YIOTOEY PAGEANT. 

A Kentish horse — a stately horse of Kent, 

Pure white and bearing with a royal tread 
His badge, ‘‘Invicta,” the procession led. 

And after him the soldier heralds went, 

In painted sacking tabards, well content 
To wear their gilded heraldry instead 
Of weary fighting kit. Next, garlanded 
The singing children came. And then we sent 
Old smiling folk in waggons. Fields of grain ! 

Into the sacking tabards put away, 

Tour ripened corn may still be stored again. 

Heralds ! you ’ll fold your painted coats and say 
They are but pageantry. But you 1 our slain, 
Will trumpet out “ Invicta" every day. 





EOMAUOB ON THE LAND. 

JjwnSf Volunteer {normally noveXeite-writer, to scarecrow's hat). 
“AhI many oe Maypaib^s loveliest daughters may have 

THRILLED WHEN YOU WERE DOPFBD.” 
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A man. charged at Willesden told the on returning home, she was severely 
CHARIVARIA. magistrate that he was not a striker, reprimanded by her parents for such 

A RESIDENT of Long Island, U.S.A., He was put back for the state of his childish conduct.^,, ' 
claims to have seen a triple-headed mind to be inquired into. - - ^ . 

octopus of enormous size. It is evident ' Now that the War is over will all 

from this that prohibition is not all it The dumping of German pianos into those who are going to swim the 
was cracked up to be. . this country has commenced; says a Channel this year please stand up and 

contemporary. Perhaps Herr Ebert be counted ? 

A young giraffe was recently sent thought the Allies had offered to take - • 
from Africa by a British officer as a it out in notes. ^ ^ A marvellous story reaches us from 

present to the King. We have since * Margate. Tt appears that a gentleman 

heard that the look of disgust on the The Blandford County Council are visitor placed his walking-stick in the 

animal’s face, when it was housed at the offering a workhouse for sale. ^This is sand, to illustrate 'to' a iriend the exact 


Zoological Gardens instep “ 
of at Buckingham Palace, 
w^s painful to behold. 

>1« sl< 

A young New York couple 
were recently wedded in the 
air. This is the first instance 
of an American marriage ‘ 
beginning in this way. 

“ Ohislehurst,” says a news 
item, “has decided to use 
maroons to call out the fire 
brigade.” It may not be any 
quicker than the present 
system' of dropping them a 
postcard, but it is thought 
that the moral effect on the 
fire will be excellent. 

A destructive fire occurred 
last week at a basic slag 
works at Middlesbrough. 
The action of the crowd in 
permitting the fire brigade 
to try to extinguish it has 
made a distinctly unfavour- 
able impression in mining 

circles. ^ 

' >!< 

The New York Shipping 
Board contemplate building 
two liners, each over a thou- 
sand feet long. Later on it 
is hoped they will build a 
liner which will bridge the 
Atlantic. ^ a; ^ 

»lc 

A West End thief last 





DOMESTIC CONEIDEKOES. 


Bride {after the ceremony), “John, I ’ve got a confession to make.” 
John, “Eight-0 I Go ahead.” 

Bride, “I’ve got two other husbands alive.” 


place where he lost a gold 
ring -the previous year, and 
found on withdrawing it 
that > the ring was not on 
the end. .j. ' - - 

Whilst walking along the 
towing-'path of the canal 
near Atherstone in W arwick- 
shire, a bargee tripped over 
a spade left there by a care- 
less allotment worker and 
narrowly escaped being 
drowned. This is supposed 
to be one of the few recorded 
instances of a spade not 
being called a spade. 

❖ 

>!< 

According to a daily paper 
a working man named 
Edward Jones, living near 
Chelmsford, has been mar- 
ried four times and is the 
father of sixteen children. 
This splendid effort to keep 
the good old English name 
of Jones from dying out de- 
serves the highest praise. 

It is interesting to note 
that to-day is the first anni- 
versary of the day on which 
the last empty house was 
discovered in London, 

In well-informed circles it 
is general^ expected that 
as soon as a suitable word 
. can be found to rhyme with 


week used gas to stupefy a lady before just the chance in these hard times for “ Peace,” the Poet Laueeate may treSt 
robbing her. Can this be the beginning those desirous of setting up in business us to something really inspiring. 

of a new method of painless extraction as a pauper. ,1- . . . . i ii • *1. ‘ 1 4. 

bvDicknockets? * anticipated, the visitor who, at 

^ ^ * We hear that Mr. Martin, on check- a popular South Coast resoiat, slipped 

A sad case is reported from Scotland, ing his forty miUion yards of linen, over the edge of a cliff but managed to 
In spite of prohibition in America it found it was a yard and a half short, hang on to the overhanging branch of 
seems that a Glasgow man has booked and in consequence the Government a tree until rescued, now turns out to 
a passage to New York. He was only have decided to hold a Court of Inquiry be a regular traveller on the Tube 
t,w«nt,viiahtvearsof aee.- ■ on the loss. railway during its busiest hours. 


tw‘enty-eight years of age.- ■ on the loss. , railway during its busiest hours. , 

A premium of two thousand pounds According to Tlie Weemy Dispatch, "To obt^- perfect results at golf,” ! 
is asLd for the lease of a flat at Albert Betsey Aenold, who claims to be says a contemporary expert, ‘ the two 
Hall in a Times’ advertisement. The one hundred and seventeen years old, hands must work as one. What the 
high premium is dpe to the fact thaf celebrated Peace Day by dancing round- professionals preserve a profound se- 
in the kitchen there is a coal firb laid a Verdun oak-tree planted by the Mayor crecy about, however, is which hand 
in readiness for tlfe winter months. - of Abeegavbnnt. -We now bear that, they should work as. 


VOL. CLVII. 
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LETTERS THAT HELP US, 

(With grateful acknowledgments to the 
^ajpers lohich get this sort of thing done.) 

“ Some ” Duck. 

Sib, — I have a black-and-tan Bombay 
runner duck. Like all of its kind it is 
of a most affectionate disposition and 
catholic taste in diet. About four weeks 
ago it laid a perfectly solid and round 
egg, with which I subsequently played 
several rounds on the North Foreland 
links. I found it excellent for putting 
and short iron shots, but rather severe 
on my wooden clubs. You can imagine 
my feelings when the authorities of the 
Natural History Museum at South Ken- 
sington, to whom I offered it, declined 
my gift as an “ unverifiable specimen ” ! 
I should be prepared to exchange it 
for a side-car or a small landscape by 
Sabgent. Andrew Mbbbilees. 

Gazeka Grange, Broadstaivs. 

A “ Grand ” Canary. 

Sib, — My Canary, ** Patti,*' which has 
been in the family since 1861, the year 
of the London d6hut of the famous 
^rima donna, was recently allowed out 
of its cage on my lawn, and in the space 
of about three hours at.e the whole of a 
croquet-ball. No untoward results have 
so far been noticeable, except perhaps 
a slight lack of brilliancy in the bird’s 
highest register. The really extraordin- 
ary thing is that it shows no appreciable 
increase in bulk. Gladys Wolff. 

Gullane, N.B,, 

Suspended Animation in a 
Sea-Serpent, 

Sir, — T he shortage of the gooseberry 
crop has been very marked this year, 
and has been seriously felt by those 
reptiles which habitually depend for 
their sustenance on* this nutritious fruit. 

I was fortunate enough early in the 
season to obtain a large consignment 
from Greenland for the benefit of the 
inhabitants of my aquarium, and in 
particular for a fine dwarf sea-serpent 
which I purchased a few years ago from 
a Norwegian trawler. Unfortunately, 
after long abstinence from its favourite 
diet, the creature attacked its first meal 
with such avidity that it was choked by 
a large and very hairy gooseberry, and 
in spite of all our efforts with the; 
kitchen tongs never regained conscious- 
iress, but lapsed into a state of deep ■ 
coma, in which it still remains. Eepeated 
telegrams to Sir E. Bay Lankebter for 
advice have remained so far without an 
answer, but we are expecting Sir Leo 
Ghtozza Money to -morrow to interview 
and stimulate the patient, and have not 
given Tip hope. 

•• How'SOn, F.B.Z.S. 

Gotham Lodge, Great Grirmhy. 

Sad Case op a Squirrel. 

Sir, — The tragedies of animal life 
are too often overlooked even in this 
humanitarian age. A squirrel which I 
had succeeded in half-taming was dis- 
covered a fortnight ago in a fainting 
condition on the terrace, having dislo- 
cated its jaw in the attempt to crack an 
ostrich egg which stood as an ornament 
on the dining-room mantelpiece. The 
iaw was put in its place by our chauffeur, 
but mumps supervened and the poor 
squirrel is now undergoing a rest cure 
in the Scilly Islands. When oppor- 
tunity arises I hope to test his capacity 
in regard to crab, lobster and hedgehogs 
au naturel. Theodore Hookham. 

The Oaks, B^akenham, 

Feline Amenities. 

Sir, — None of your correspondents 
have so far noted the omnivorous habits 
of Manx cats. My cat ‘^Bradda,” 
though notdespising milk, fish and fowl, 
supplements them with tin-tacks, sand- 
paper, Swedish matches and linoleum. 
I tested herthe other day with the works 
of Mr. Charles Gabvice, bound in limp 
lamb-skin ; but she drew the line. Now 
was it patriotism or criticism which in- 
spired this grand refusal ? 

Quilliam Quirk. 
Laxey Hall, CaUetcaier. 

THE DUPE’S DIABY. 

Monday. 

Call me foolish if you like. 

I have bought a motor-bike ! 

Felt I couldn’t do without it 
(Though I don’t know much about 
it), 

And the man who sold it me 

Said, ** It ’s cheap at forty-three. 

She is not exactly new, 

But that need not worry you. 

There ’s a rest for both the feet, 
Kick-start, foot-clutch all complete, 
Spares and tools and lamps and 
gears — 

She will run for yeais and years. 
They are in this bag, you see 
(I ’m afraid I ’ve lost the key). 
Forty-three ’s the merest song ; 

There is simply nothing wrong.” 

'Y. :;c t 

Well, to out the story short, lie 

Let me have the thing for forty. 

Tuesday. 

Woe is me ! She will not stir ; 
Something must be wrong with her. 

I have pushed and pulled and curst, 
Done my best and said my worst ; 
Nothing happened. Then I found 
That the wheels were far from round ; 
Both the mud-guar<fe by mistake 
Acted fbr the (absent) brake, 

And whene’er I touched a spoke 

It incontinently broke. 

Now the boot-boy ’s working at hei- ; 
He may find out what *s the matter. 

Wednesday. 

In the bag that arrant scamp 

Said that I should find the lamp ; 

I have forced the lock this minute, 
There *s a broken spanner in it 
•And a dirty bit of rag. 

That is all that’s in the bag. 

Thursday. 

I have got the thing to go. 

Started perfectly in low, 

And she sailed witliout a stop 

To the nearest motor shop. 

Both the wheels were turning 
round, 

Engine barely made a sound 
(Still, perhaps I ougiit to say 

It is down-hill all the way). 

Friday. 

Oh the villain ! This, in short, 

Is the garage-man’s report : — 

“ Bikes depend so vei*y much 

On the thing they call a ‘clutch,’ 
Which you have not got; besides, 
Almost everyone who rides 

Has a belt (or chain instead) ; 

Also ” — and he shook his head — 

“ It would go a trifle better 

If it had a carburetter.” 

Saturday. 

She has gone ! She did look neat 
When I pushed her down the street 
A^ery early in the morning ; 

Then, without a word of warning, 

Off she started like a siiot, 

Which, my reader, 1 did not. 

Sunday, 

Sunday is a day of rest, 

And I cannot don my vest, 

For my body 's black* and blue 

And my head is thumping too ; 

On my chest ’s a leaden weight 

And my back-bone’s far from 
straight ; 

, Both my knees are very sore, 

While a brace of ribs or more 

Are entangled with my liver — 

And the bike is in the river ! 

“Mr. G. H. Boberts, the Food Controller, 
said that there appeared to be nothing involved 
in the mining dispute in Porkshire that might 
not bo settled amicably around a table.” 

Lancashire 2}aily Post. 

“ Mr. Roebuck went on to state the basis on 
which the 10 per cent, of the Sankey Report 
is founded. He continued: ‘We had other 
grounds, impregnable and incontrovertible at 
least by the coal owners of Porkshire.^ ” 

ManeJtester Ouardian. 

If this conspiracy on the part of the 
Lancashire Pre^ c»)ntinues we fear 
there will be anc^hefr War of the Boses. 
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Soldier, ^‘Look at that silly bloke climbing abaht *ere voluntaky— an' bin in this; aemy too!" 


EULOGY IN EXCELSIS. 

As a result of the epidemic of mutual 
congratulation which has recently been 
raging, the opening meeting of the 
newly-formed Boyal Eulogical Society 
was held on Thursday last at the 
Gigantic Hotel, Mr. Lloyd George 
being in the Chair. Among other mem- 
bers present were Mr. Bonar Law, the 
Duke of Northumberland, Mr. Pem- 
berton Billing, Mr. Pal Moore, Mr. 
Owen Nares, Lord Northcliffe, the 
Editor of John Bull, Mr. James Wilde, 
several members of the Centre Party, 
Mr. Egbert Smillie, Lord French, 
Mr. Winston Churchill, Mr. Henry 
Ainley, Sir Alfred Mono, Lord Bir- 
kenhead, and the Geddes family. 
The proceedings were remarkable for 
a unique display of spontaneous adu- 
lation, the intensity of which may be 
judged from a few extracts chosen at 
random from the verbatim report, a 
copy of which is forwarded to each 
member gratis. It may be mentioned 
that one of the rules of the Society 
clearly states that no speech may 
excdfed five minutes in duration ; which 
accounts for the absence of Mr. J. L. 
Garvin, who felt unable to limit him- j 
self to such truncated “eloquence. I 


„ Mr. Lloyd George.: I have told you 
what I think of my friend, Mr. Bonar 
Law; but how can I hope adequately 
to express my feelings tovvards my 
other friend, Mr. Winston Churchill ? 
The task is too stupendous even for me. 

Mr. Bonar Law : I have known Mr. 
Winston Churchill both as an ally 
and as an opponent, but in either role 
his head was always well above water. 
He is a man you cannot down — droicn ! 

Mr. Winston Churchill : Words fail 
me when I attempt to express my ad- 
miration for my friends and colleagues, 
Mr. Lloyd George and Mr, Bonar 
L.W. However, I shall endeavour to 
do justice to their great qualities in 
their biographies, which I am hoping to ; 
write in due course. 

Mr. James Wilde in a few well-chosen 
words expressed the opinion that his 
friend Mr. Pal Moore was the liardest- 
headed man he had ever met. 

Mr. Pal Moore guessed that his 
friend Mr. James Wilde was caught 
bending very seldom indeed. 

The Duke of Northumberland : Ee- 
cently, in another place, I had the 
privilege of studying my. friend Mr. 
Egbert Smillie at close, almost stuffy, 
quarters. I found him one of. the most 
charming men imaginable, endowed, 


moreover, with an unusual sense of 
delicacy and an unquenchable thirst 
for informat'on. 

I Mr. Egbert Smillie : The Duke of 
Northumberland is a man after my 
own heart. His intimate acquaintance 
witli royalties is no doubt responsible 
for much of his affabHity and sunny dis- 
position. He is an oasis in an otherwise 
arid waste of dukes. 

Mr. Owen Narks : My friend and 
fellow-worker in the sacred cause of 
Dramatic Art, Mr. Henry Ainley, is an 
accomplished actor whose metier leans 
towards the psoudo-serious-psychic. As 
soon as he finds a part to fit liim he will 
fit it like a glove, and, I am sure, speedily 
recoup himself for all the sacrifices he 
made in answer to the call of King and 
Country. (Slow music, please— thank 
you ! ) I often think of him as I face 
my enthusiastic rnatinte audiences at 
2-30 on Thursdays and Saturdays, and 
note the queues every evening at 8*15. 

Mr. Henry Ainley: While serving my 
country on the Virginia Water Front I 
had ample leisure for reflection, thanks 
to the exigencies of my military duties, 
and I often wondered what the Lon- 
don stage would bo like deprived of 
the refining influence of my friend and 
fellow -artiste, Mr. Owen Narks. I 
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“The hew meenistee gave us a gean’ seemoh this moehih'.** 

“OCH,' AY, IT WAS AWEU' FINE. BUT D’ YE ICEN HE BEAD IT?” 

“Bead it I. I wouldna’ *a’ caebd if he’d wbtjstled it I” 


was inclined to think it would resemble 
the ball without Cinderella, At the 
same time I am convinced that Mr. 
Owen Nares would have made an ideal 
0.0. of a Divisional Concert Party or 
manager of a Y.M.C.A. Hut. 

POLITICS IN THE HOME. 

Long experience of the delightful 
methods of economy adopted by Gov- 
ernment Departments in their dealings 
with their employees enabled me to 
cope satisfactorily with the exorbitant 
demand for higher wages submitted to 
me, through my wife, by Eliza, our 
cook-general. 

All I did was to retire to the sea- 
side for the week-end and there call a 
OalJinet meeting. My wife attended 
as Home Secretary, and I presided as 
Prime Minister and First Lord of the 
Treasury. 

As a result of our deliberations the fol- 
lowing letter was drafted: “Whereas 
it has been represented to Mr. Brown, 
by Mrs. Brown, that Miss Eliza Smith 
has hitherto been in receipt of emolu- 
ments wholly incommensurate with the 
volume of responsibility devolving upon 
her, and whereas Mr. Brown, after 
thorough and detailed investigation, 
desires to show himself in complete 
accord with this view, he is pleased to 
authorise Mrs. Brown to cease pay- 
ments to Miss Smith in accordance 
with the scale of pay at present in force 
(viz., four pounds per mensem) on and 
after the 15th inst., and to substitute 
in lieu thereof, but not* in' addition 
thereto, payments in accordance with 
the new scale, which shall be four 
pounds seven shillings and threepence 
per mensem, as from the 15th proximo.*' 

This done the Cabinet was reorganised 
and a meeting called. I rose as Chan- 
cellor of the Exchequer to protest 
against the additional drain on the 
revenue which this scheme would seem 
to involve ; the Home Secretary pointed 
out that the deft use of the words inst. 
and proximo in its text made of the 
draft a miracle of statesmanship, pro- 
viding, as it did, for the necessary 
increase to Miss E. Smith without 
causing the Exchequer to disgorge so 
much as a red cent more than hitherto. 

The letter was accordingly despatched 
with the approval of all Government 
Departments. 

To-day Miss Smith’s criticisms are 
at hand. She demands at least double 
the increase. The Cabinet are on good 
terms with one another ; the only alter- 
ations required in the original draft i 
will be : — For “ inst.” read “ ult.” For 
“ seven shillings and threepence ” !read 
“ sixteen shillings.” The arrangement 
win call for revision after one ye^ir? of 
course^but sufficient unto the day ' 


The House Boat’s Chance. 

“ The League of Arts hopes that Svery house 
having a riyer frontage on both embankments 
will be made gay with bunting.” 

Daily Telegraph, 


“The Government are not a three-quarter 
back trying to get their policy past the public 
goal-keeper.” — Twus, 

Of course if they were a centre-forward 
tryir^'to get their service past the puly- 
lie wicket-keeper it would be diffiereht; 


Our Tactful Skilors. 

“ Lord Jellicoe walked to the fire that was 
burning in the grate, and stood with his hands 
behind his back. ‘ I cannot say too much 
about the warmth of the welcome,’ he con- 
tinued .” — Australian Dagger, 

“Divorce is the only means by which can 

obtain moderate happiness .” — Evening Pajger, 

We know that'marriage makes 2 into 1 
and divorce'* 1' into 2, but the above 
prorblem eludes us. 
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THE HOLIDAY BUREAU. 

The notice caught my eye as I was 
taking a short cut through an un- 
familiar street : Holiday Bureau,” it 
ran, and .then underneath in small 
letters : ** Clients’ individual needs sup- 
plied,”. 

My most pressing problem just then 
was where to go for a quiet inexpensive 
holiday. I went in. 

It was yery like a railway inquiry 
ohice, but besides the usual pigeon- 
holes there were shelves of bottles, as 
in a chemist’s shop. A pretty girl was 
talking eagerly to the official-in-charge. 

“ And the catering must all be done 
for me,” she was insisting. “ I want 
to be able to get something to eat just 
when I fancy it, no regular meals, they 
ai'e so upsetting to one’s plans. Then 
I want plenty of sea-bathing 
mid games, and a jolly set of 
people who will like the things 
that I like; and it must be 
cheap. Gan you really man- 
age all that?” Her voice 
was wistful. 

Certainly, Madam, we can 
supply the very holiday you 
require, on the Cornish or 
Devon coast.” 

“ Cornwall ! How lovely 1 
But I thought it was awfully 
difficult to get rooms down 
there, and isn’t food a prob- 
lem ill those out-of-the-way 
places ? ’’ 

“ I assure you that you wilt 
have no difficulty either about 
food or accommodation ; and 
there is congenial society and 
plenty of sport, good fishing, 
swimming, bathing, flying.” 

Flying ? Oh ! ” 

** Yes, Madam, I think that our Sea- 
gull Month will exactly meet your re- 
quirements. Half-a-guinea a week, plus 
railway fare, is our charge. The travel 
difficulty is simplified by taking no 
l^^ggage; you will need none. You 
simply take this phial, monthly size; 
on arrival drink it; the change lasts for 
one calendar month; introductions go 
with the outfit.” . * ^ 

“ And my return tick^ ? ' 

In your as-you-were suit, Madam 
and he bowed her out. . , , 

“ Yes, Sir, and what cam I do for 
you?” 

“ I ^wanb a quiet holiday,” I said, 
“lively and congenial society, but not 
noisy, I don’t want to be obliged to 
get up in., the morning or to keep any 
50f appointo^nt. I ’d hke to lie in 
bed all day if I feel inchned, and per- 
haps efcay up all night.” It was as ton - 
khingly easy to revealmy most secret 
longings to this sympafeefeic hstener. 


“ We have exactly what you require, 
Sir,” he said; “our Babbit Fortnight. 
You simply take a ticket to any locality 
you fancy — ah, excuse me a moment,*^ 
as a large golden-haired lady rustled in. 

“ Oh, my dear good Sir,” she cried, 
“ so clever of you ! I ’ve had the time 
of my life. I can never be grateful 
enough — a real rest cure. Just lying 
in the sun all day long and living on 
cream, exactly what I’ve always longed 
to do. I had a fright though when the 
Fulkes called. I hadn’t realised it was 
so near their place; but they never 
noticed me — so queer and refreshing, 
you know, not to be noticed. Too sweet 
of you to arrange it all so beautifully. 
My friends say they never saw me looL 
ing so well and want to know where 
I ’ve been ! I liad to come and thank 
you. Good-hye*" and she sailed out. 



Beach Policeman. “Corporation won’t Awr^ow risHiNo frox 

THESE STEPS, SlE.” 

Ilypochondnac , “I’m not pishing. I’m ausT takinc. 'jue 
sea’s temperature before WECIOING TO BATHE,” 


“This lady -?”I began. 

“A rather special arrangement,” he 
answered. “ We cannot always find 
vacancies, A guest in a pleasant house 
— as a Persian cat. And now, Sir ? ” 

“ Oh, please attend to this lady first,” 
1 answered hastily, as a thin shabbily- 
dressed figure entered, iialf-shyly as it 
seemed. 

“ Is it possible to arrange a cheap 
holiday? ” she asked timidly, 

^ She was obviously a lady and a very 
tire<J one. ‘ 

“A cheap holiday for six children,” 
she added, gaining courage. “I want 
to take them all into the. country, but 
the.present prices make it impossible.” 

The attendant looked sympathetic. 
“ How would a month at a farm-house 
suit you,^ Madam ? ” he asked. 

“ The very thing,” she said eagerly; 
“ but it would cost so much,” 

“Not very much,” he answered; 
“ children are half-price, because the 
change takes effect on them so easily. 


Ten shillings a week for adults and five 
shillings for children is our charge for 
a farmhouse holiday. A month would 
quite set you up,” he added. 

“It would indeed,” she cHed ; “ bui 
please explain. I do not understand 
how it can be done at the price.” 

“ Take the children down to any plea- 
sant farmhouse you fancy,” he said, 
busily measuring a clear amber liquid 
into a medicine bottle ; “ find a quiet 
field or wood close by and give them 
each a tablespoonful of this, taking 
three yourself ; rest a few moments and 
then walk into the farmyard. Great 
pleasure will be shown on your arrival 
and a private hoii.se and food provided. 
The probable comment will be, ‘ A late 
clutch!’ but the hospitality wilf be 
none the less lioaily for that.” 

“ It will bo just the thing for the chil- 
>drcn,” she said, and left the 
office with a light^step. 

By this time I was so mucli 
interested in tlie other clients 
that I sat back in a corner 
watching tiiom. 

A sapper decided on an 
liagle Week in Scotland, and 
an airman who wanted a com- 
plete change thought that a 
Mole Week-end would suit 
him down to the ground. 
Then a very stout gentle- 
man entered.with boots made 
of leather and eoat-cloth made 
of wool, and a handsome gold 
chain and diamond studs. 

“I want a really comfort- 
able lioliday,” he said, “with 
a lew like-minded friends, 
good food and a little gentle 
exercise.” 

“ Yes, Sir, we have the very 
thing. We have made special arrange- 
ments with a farmer in the Bhires, a 
trustworthy man ; he has a well-stocked 
place and caters speeially for gentle- 
men like you. You will l>e well housed, 
well fed and tiioi'oughly appreciated.” 

Tl^y talked a while in low tones, 
making arrangements ; but the fat gen- 
tleman seemed displeased with some- 
tliing. 

“ No, not very happy nomenclature,” 
admitted the official humbly, “buttlrase 
farmers are a homely race, and one must 
use terms which they understand.” 

“Still Fat Stock!” objected tlie 
client, 

“ Quite so, my dear Sir; but what 's 
in a name? We know the valuable 
services you will render to the country 
after tills Well-deserved holiday. And 
I do assure you that you will be thor- 
oughly comfortable.” 

“And now, Sir,” he said, turning to 
me innny corner as the poi'tly gentle- 
man left the office. 





“Ill take the Babbit Fortnight, 
]>lease,” I said; “but is there not — er 
— some risk *? 

“ There is risk in all holidays, Sir,’' 
lie replied with., dignity — “mountain- 
eering, motoring — what you will ; but 
in your case, provided tliat you avoid 
the vicinity of a harvest field when the 
corn is being cut, I should say that the 
risk was very sliglit.” 

So I settled with him for the Babbit 
Fortnight, and on reaching home put 
the phial safely away on the top shelf 
in my dressing-room ; but at dinner the 
next .evening my wife said, “ We turned 
out your dressing-room to-day, dear, 
ajid Ann accidentally broke that little 
blue bottle— the one without a label,” 

And I cannot find that street again I 

ITecessary Candour. 

“ Sling Freehold Suburban Villa, £460: hot 
bath ; not oYcrloohed.” — Vi^orcesfcr Times, 

There was an 'old man in a mine 
Who said, “ Though the world should 
repine ^ 

And every soul 
Be left without coal 
My wages must never declme,” 


THE FAIEY BING. 

I STOOD inside the fairy ring, 

I kept my eyes shut fast, 

I heard the fairies dance arid sing, 

I felt them whirling past. 

Nearer and nearer still they came, 
They touched my dress, my hair ; 

They called me sottly by my name; 

I heard them everywhere. 

Aly heart was beating loud and fast ; 
1 neither moved nor spoke ; 

And so they went away at last, 

The tiny fairy folk. 

To-morrow I shall go again 
And seek the magic place* 

I shall not be so foolish then, 

I shall not hide my face. 

But I shall stay for hours and hours 
Until the daylight ends, 

lAnd we shall dance among the dowers 
And be the greatest friends. 

And I shall learn their fairy song, 
And when I come away 

I still shall hear it all night long 
And sing it every day. B. F. 


Another Impending Apology. 

An organ recital will be given on Tuesdaj' 

at one o’clock by Mr, . On Wednesday 

the church will be closed until further notice 
for the repair of the organ.” — Weekly Paxm\ 

“Sam Weller’s father pointed out, ou a 
famous occasion, that ‘the law is a hass! * ” 
Lloyd'' s Szinday News. 

We live and learn. Was it perhaps 
Oliver Ttvist's uncle who said, “ Beware 
of widders ” ? 

“ The Bishop of London the other day gave 
the London Diocesan . Conference a few facts 
about his income. This, he said, was how it 
worked out : — 

^ [CK.} [DB.] 

Income £10,000 Income-tax , . £3,000 


[DB.] 

Income-tax . . £3,000 
Supper-tax . . £1,600 
Kates and taxes £2,000 


Balance £3,600 £6,500 

‘ It can’t bo done,’ said the Bishop.” 

i Madras Mail. 

Then .why not give up suppers 7 

A conjurer hailing from York 
Inadvertently swallowed a fork. 
When they asked, “ Does it pain ? ” 
He replied with disdain, 

“ I digest it far quicker than pork.” 
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THE GEEAT OONSOLEE. 

What is Mr. Johnson doing ? Every- 
one wants to know that. I happen by 
great good luck to have found out. He 
is not holding soft-pedalled conferences 
with prominent business men ; he is 
not trying to introduce the teetotali^ator 
at fashionable race-meetings. Ho ; he 
is subtler even than that. He has per- 
suaded the Government to appoint a 
secret Interdepartmenfal Committee, 
and you can guess how secret that 
must be. It is composed of representa- 
tives of the Board of Trade and the 
Board of Education, and its object is to 
revise the standard classical works of 
the English poets in such a way as to 
alter or dilute or eliminate the more 
Bacchanalian bits of them. A few stray 
minute sheets, floating down from a 
window in Whitehall, gave me the clue. 
I picked them up and read as follows : 

“ Song of the British Working Man. 
(AOX 15397/R 509.) 

** Betwixt the A.S.E. and suchlike things 
I sat a-toping ; for what hammer swings 
When all the wide world to the dogs is 
gone ? 

So I kept on 

Eillingmypewterpint-pot up with beers 
Bad as my fears.’** 

Betwixt the A.S.E. and suchlike things 
I sat a-toping ; for small comfort brings 
Peace and her rainbow message from 
the sky 

With rent so high 

Betwixt the A.S.E. and suchlike things. 

“ And as I sat, over the light-blue sea 
There came a noise of purring ; cups of 
tea 

Were forced into the hands of barmaids 
proud ; 

’Twas Pussyfoot and crowd I 

The nasal accent twanged, nor over- 
loud, 

But soft as gentle strains from- Ohio: 

'Twas Pussyfoot and Co. I 

They gained the shore, they climbed a 
tramcar's top, 

Like to a parish outing up they pop, ‘ 
Invoking shame with lifted hand and 
brolly 

On all things alcoholly ! 

Ah then, ah then I let my tankard 
drop, 

And I despised my ignorance and folly, 
As boys despise, when cricketing in 
June, 

The roasted ^ chestnuts of a winter- 
moon; 

I rushed into the trolley. 

* The Board of Trade representatives wished 
apparentljr to read, instead.of this line, “ Of a 
lower specific alcoholic gravity than 2%,” but 
were over-ruled by the Board of Education, on 
the ground that these words did not fit the 
metre so well. 

“ Packed to the further end the triumph 
car 

Had kings of commerce, members of 
the Bar 

And various dons on ; 

The azure streamlets floated from them 
far ; 

Their hats, their coats were ebon as 
the night, 

Their gloves of pearly-white, 
And high above them all in pensive 
mood, 

Trifling an ivory tooth-pick as hestood, 
The young Ionson.’** 

“ * Whence come ye, meriy sports, and 
what about ? 

So many and so many and such drought ? 
Why have ye left behind your beans and 
pork 

In little old Hew York ? ' 

* We follow Johnson ! Johnson on the 
ramp 

Has moved his camp 1 

Johnson, Young Johnson! whatso'er 
may liap 

On Prohibition we have all gone nap ; 
Come hither, working man, and 
moulded be 

To more efficiency/ ” 

The next sheet was so soiled with 
mud that I couldn’t read it, but I Ve 
just managed to decipher the line : — 

“ Mounted on tabby-furs and tortoise- 
shells," 

in one place, and a little lower further on 

‘*I saw repentant Pittsburg kneel 
a-down," 

and the last paper bore the following 
beautiful conclusion,. from which it ap- 
pears that the working man was so 
carried away by enthusiasm that he 
lapsed completely into the missionaries' 
tongue: — 

‘ Say, stranger, 

I have been a ranger, 

A truant and a traitor to my vow; 

I see that tippling 

Queers a stripling, 

And I mean to cut it out right now.' " 

^ ^Poetic licence. BvOE * 

“Highland costume, cost 8 guineas; suit 
lady or gent.”— ^ 

This would make a useful wedding-gift 
from a mutual friend. 

“Sir David Beatty received the honorary 
freedom of the city of Leicester this afternoon 
On arrival at the Great Central Station he 
inspected a guard of honour consisting of ex- 
naval men and members of the R.N.V .R. (the 
‘ Wary Navy Evening Paper, 

In justice to the very gallant force some- 
times known as the “ Wavy Navy " we 
protest against the suggestion that it 
wears its heart upon its sleeve. 

THE SPEEAD OE NEWSPAPEE 
GOVERNMENT. 

Taking their cue from The Times and 
Ireland, other newspapers' plans for 
hastening the Millennium come thick 
as leaves in Valiombrosa. Wo can 
only very briefly mention tho most 
important. 

Perhaps tho most momentous is that 
of the President of tho North Boroland 
Golf Club, to which The Va^hj Mail 
has given its generous su];>port, for tho 
nationalising of golf courses, on tho 
basis of (1) tho abolition of tho stymie, 
avS that vexatious regulation has been 
shown to promote ill-will between the 
classes; (2) a minimum wage of ton 
shillings a day for caddies, and a daily 
allowance of half-a-pint of sloe-gin; 
(3) the inclusion of tho President of the 
North Boroland Golf Club as an ex* 
officio member of the Cabinet, witlmut 
portfolio or responsibilities, during his 
lifetime. 

Secondly we hitve to note the very 
interesting suggestion of The Daily 
Herald for the painless extermination 
of all Dukes by giving them free seats 
in a Second Chamber of the Letlial pat- 
tern, with Mr. Robert Wilmams as 
chief anaesthetist. 

The Spectator issues a draft scheme 
for the partition of the Isle of Man ; 
Greeba Castle, the Great Wheel of 
Laxey and other specially selected areas 
to be formed into a special autonomous 
province with Sir Haul Caine as 
Hereditary Ban. Proportional Repre- 
sentation ispart of tho scheme, and nine 
votes will be allotted to all genuine 
Manx cats, on the principle of one life 
one vote. 

Finally, The Daily Chronicle has put 
forth a stirring appeal for tho Stand- 
ardisation of the Eisteddfod ic htvyl^ 
signed by our two leading Harolds, 
Begbie and Spender. These eminent 
writers point out that the Cambrian 
brand of uplift is marked by a pecul- 
iarly rich and juicy quality, and they 
indicate with great skill how this rich- 
ness and. juiciness can be transplanted 
and acclimatised in English soil, so as 
to take on in the process a specially 
superfatted unction. Tho course of 
spiritual gymnastics prescribed is, 
however, long and arduous; but tho 
signatories declare that .they have 
doubled their dynamic fervour by the 
discipline which it entails. 

^ “B Flat Cornofi by Hors (Iloncours, Paris, 
m excellent condition, with A Shank, etc., in 
leather bound case, 7 guineas.” 

; Protmicial Paper, 

A relative of the above maker, Hors de 
Combat, is engaged in Berlin in the 
lyre industry. 
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‘‘Yes, I^believe in PEA-YING the game. I tosseb up whethee my juniob paetnee or I should come down here fob THP] 

REGATTA, AND, MY DEAR LADY, WILL YOU BELIEVE ME? IT TOOK FIVE SPINS BEFORE IT CAME RIGHT.’* 


' rnTT-n TDTrpk TvTTamci-D ' There 's many a rum old sailor-town I mean to fetch again, 

THE RED DUSTEE, , There are chaps I know in Mexico, there 's a port of call in 

(B,N-B, Demobilised-) Maine, 

Oh, some will save their Navy pay and take their ease many a light I 11 lift once more tween the Dondrah 
ashore. ; ' and the Tongue, ' 

And some sit down at an office desk and go to sea no more, When I get back to the old Bed Duster, the place where I 
And some will 'follow the blooming plough and hear the belong. 

skylark^s song ... " , 1 11 ship aboard o’ the first that comes, and any old thing 11 

But oh 1 it ’s me for the old Bed Duster, for that 's where I do, 

belong. And I don’t much care if she’s sail or steam or whether 

1 11 sign and sail in the Lord knows what, 1 11 go the Lord rnu 1 . r i f i, 

knows where " ' " - There 11 be never a tramp too foul for me nor a spouter 

From Hudson Bay I’ll beat my way to the Straits of old ^ ' s.mell too strong, t \ t 

Le Mair . ^ . So long s I m under the old Bed Duster, for that s where I 

From Pernambuck to Palembang, oh I I know I ’ll not go belong. 

' wrong, ' „ , ' For Navy chaps are Navy chaps — ^good luck to all and one ! 

So long ’s I ’m under the old' Bed Duster, for that ’s wjhere And Navy ways are Navy ways # . . and now the fighting ’s 
I belong. ‘ * done 

I ’U take a turn in the Black Sea trade, a trick on the GuH sheUbact’s yarn my old-time pals 

Ports run among, 

111 feel the bite o’ the Cape Horn cold, the bum o’ the iii’s me for the old Bed Duster, for that ^s where I 

; Perimsun; belong. ^ C. P. S. 

I 11 g) the round of the blessed lot, from the Gunfleet to “Ex-Kaiseb and Obo-wn Pbinob to be Fkied Shoiotly.” 

Hong Kong, Standard {Btmios Ayres). 

When I get back to the old Bed Dusfcei', the place where 1 A la mode de Mikado — Something humorous, with boiling 
belong, ^ oil in it,” 
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THE LONDON PUZZLE. 


THEEB IS AN OLD WOMAN WHO LIVES IN A SHOE ; 

SHE HAS SO MANY CHILDEEN SHE DOESN'T ENOW WHAT TO DO 
TO GET THEM TO WOEK AND TO GET THEM TO BED IS 
A PBOBI4EM TOO KNOTTY EOE EVEN A GEDDES, 
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PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. 


ccecMOir r»P da pi iamdmt Sir Eobeet Horne, “ that there through half-a-dozenBills, one of which, 

ESbtlMOt UI- l-AKUiAivitiM I. a,re several respectable people in Ire- for the irrigation of the Sudan, would 

Monday f July A proposal to land ” but the rest of the sentence in the old days have furnished matter 

set up four consultative councils, pre- was submerged in laughter. for a couple of nights’ debate, ■while 

sumably with appropriate emoluments, ^ Mr. Baldwin, replying to a sugges- another, the Expiring Laws Contin- 
to assist the new Ministee op Health, tion that the Government should take uance Bill, has before now been made 
did not meet with the approval of Lord steps to “deflate the currency,” observed the excuse for a pitched battle. 
Downham. In his opinion the tendency that, thanks to the success of the Tuesday^ July 29 — Lord Salis- 
of our new rulers to surround them- recent Loan, the process had already bury has hitherto effectually disguised 
selves with buffer-states strikes at the begun. It seems odd that the firsf step hisaffectionfortheWaysandOommu- 
root of Ministerial responsibility. But in deflation should be “raising the nications Bill. He must in reality be 
the Peers were more impressed by Lord wind.” very fond of it, for he sought this after- 




the Peers were more impressed by Lord wind.” very fond of it, for he sought this after- 

Sandhurst’s artful plea that “ every- The connection between the dog-tax noon to make two of it. But the parent 
thing should not be done from White- and the salaries of Petty Sessions’ clerks of the child, as in the leading case before 
hall,” and swallowed the councils by a appears at first sight to be as remote Solomon, thought that bisection would 

small majority. > v be fatal to the infant's con- 

If all the heat engendered tinned existence, and success- 

over the Cippenham motor- ^ fully resisted the proposal, 

depjt could have been stored ^ Por weeks past the Gom- 

up for future use we could mons have been trying to ex- 
regard the coal-strike with com- ^ tract from a dilatory Govern- 

placency. Even Lord Milner ^ MM ment the names of the now 

was stirred out of his usual vv Ambassador to Washington 

impassivity by Lord Des- andof the new Oonsul-Gefieral 

borough's criticism, and de- York. All sorts of 

dared that his opponent had rumours as to the reasons for 

embroidered the Commission- ^ iV jOA the delay have been current, 

ers' report “with comment /I most popular, of course, 

and innuendo and invective.” 11 being that, like in the 

He declared that the only ~ song, none of the possible can- 

“ scandal ” in connection with didates was willing to live upon 

the scheme was the manner i land. And there may be 

in which it had been attacked, something in it, for when the 

and boldly predicted that far ^ ^ name of the Consul-General 

from being a failure it would, "1 X was announced this afternoon 

at present rates, have paid for it was found that the Govern- 

itself in two years' time. ftV ment had had to go all the 

The policy of the “loclied ^ \ ‘way to Abyssinia to find him. 

box ” continues to find favour ^ Even under present conditions 

with Ministers. It is true that \ New York is probably a shade 

Mr. Bonar Law expressed a yL y^ y XT Addis Abeba. 

hope that he would be able to A The War Office is maintain- 

reveal the contents of the fiscal ^ y^ y ing to the very last its gener- 

casket before the Eecess. But 1^ ^ ^ ous attitude towards the Vol- 

at the same time he intimated ^ unteers.Thosepamperedpop- 

that the receptacle containing The JSm {to the Marq^uis of Salisbury). as :eggs m injays are, it seems, to have 

the Government's Irish policy I can’t work half bo well if you divide me into two.” the privilege of purchasing the 

was hermetically sealed and [Bat fortunately for the bird the Lord High Executioner ammunition boots with which 
could not be opened in time for failed in the division.] they were provided by a grate- 

a debate upon the subject if the House as that between Tenterden steeple and ful country after wearing out their own. 
was to rise in reasonable time. Some Goodwin Sands. In Ireland however Not under cost price, of course — that 
Members, to whom The Times' plan for they are closely liuked, the fees on the would never do ; nor even at cost 
satisfying Ireland’s demand for a Par- dogs going to provide the honoraria of price — you evidently don't know our | 
liament of her very own by endowing the clerks. Desiring to improve the War Office when it is on the econonaical 
her with three makes special appeal, condition of this deserving class, Mr. lay ; no. Sir, at the price (some eight 
were disappointed; but the majority, Denis Henry brought in a Bill to or ten shillings more) which the War 
I fear, were relieved to hear that their raise the dog-tax from the modest florin Office would have to pay if it were buy- 


Sandhurst's artful plea that “ every- 
thing should not be done from White- 


small majority. 

If all the heat engendered 
over the Cippenham motor- 
depjt could have been stored 
up for future use we could 
regard the coal-strike with com- 
placency. Even Lord Milner 
was stirred out of his usual 
impassivity by Lord Des- 
borough's criticism, and de- 
clared that his opponent had 
embroidered the Commission- 
ers' report “ with comment 
and innuendo and invective.” 

He declared that the only 
“scandal” in connection with 
the scheme was the manner 
in which it had been attacked, 
and boldly predicted that far 
, from being a failure it would, 
at present rates, have paid for / 
itself in two years' time. 

The policy of the “loclied 
box ” continues to find favour 
with Ministers. It is true that 
Mr. Bonar Law expressed a /I 
hope that he would be able to A 
reveal the contents of the fiscal 
casket before the Eecess. But 
at the same time he intimated 
that the receptacle containing i 


holidays would not be delayed. at which it stands at present to three ing the^ same article to-day ! I hope 

Except as a vehicle for humour Ire- times that amount. Even then, as he the genius responsible for this splendid 
land does not appeal much to the pres- pointed out, the Irish dog-o\yner would stroke of business will get the appro- 
ent House ot^Commons. The Minister be eighteen-pence better o'!! than the priate Order. 

of Labour having decided that the out- British. But the Speaker promptly Fearing that the Government might 
of-work donation cannot be extended clapped a muzzle on him, pointing out have overlooked, the threat of the Triple 
to recruiting-clerks in that country-— that if a Bill imposed a charge upon Alliance to bring about a general strike 
presumably on the ground that they the public it must be originated in if their demands on certain political j 
belong to the class of permanently un- Committee. questions were not conceded, Sir Fred- 

employed--an hon. Member asked if he Apart from this slight mishap the erick Hall kindly drew their atten- 
was aware that several respectable men Government had .a wonderful run of tion to it and asked how many men 
were in great distress. “ It may be,”- luck, and before eight o'oIook had got were affiected. Mr. W^ardle "was much 
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obliged. There were only 1,600,000 
men in the Triple Alliance; but, yes, 
the Government liad noticed it, thank 
you. 

Talk of Pooh-Bah I There is a gei:i- 
tlelnan ■ in Lincolnshire who already 
holds tlie posts of Relieving Officer, 
Vaccination Officer, Local Executive 
Officer (Ministry of Food) and Deputy 
Coal Controller, and has now been of- 
fered (and has accepted) an appointment 
as Cereals Inspector. It is believed that 
the last word has been spelt wrongly, 
and that he is to bo ** continued in oxir 
next.’’ 

Some adverse comment was passed 
upon Mr. Lloyd Gborge’s absence from 
Question- time, but he made up for it by 
sitting through a large portion of the 
debate on the situation in Russia, and 
throughly enjoyed the manner in which 
his last speech on the subject was 
bandied about between the two Front 
Benches. Large chunks of it, proving 
conclusively that we had no business to 
interfere with Russian internal affairs, 
were hurled by Sir Donald Maclean 
and Mr. Clynes at the devoted head of 
Mr. CHUROFTTLrj. The War Seorrtary, 
drawing upoli the same arsenal, found 
ammunition equally effective to sliow 
that we must not leave our Russian 
friends in the lurch. The Government 
policy is evacuation eventually, but in 
the meantime our Commanders on the 
spot are to have every latitude in con- 
ducting their operations. 

Wednesday, July SOih. — Mr. Long 
reported that nineteen vessels of the 
ex- Germ an fleet had beeq salved from 
Scapa Flow, but did not display much 
desire to increase the number, and 
promptly turned down Lieut. -Com- 
mander Kenworthy’s suggestion that 
German salvage-companies (which he 
characteristically implied were much 
better than ours) should be employed 
in the work. The Government and the 
House generally were more sympatheti- 
cally disposed to Mr. Renwick’s request 
that the resources of our sliipyards 
should not be wasted on repairing 
these derelicts. 

Many complaints of the continual 
delay in the issue of passports were 
addressed to the Foreign Office, and Sir 
IIamar Gbeiiinw^ood promised to attend 
to them. But he turned a deaf ear to 
Colonel Wedgwood’s suggestion that 
the examination of passports on the re- 
, turn journey should be confined to aliens. 
There are some British travellers, I 
gather, whose return to their native 
country it is not desired to facilitate. 

The silence of the Roet Laurmatb 
during the Peace- celebrations has vexed 
the liijerary soul of Mr. Bottomley and 
induced him to make a suggestion. 
Why iiotj’ovive the ancient practice of 


paying a portion of his salary in Canary, 
on the off-chance that it might inspire 
him to sing like one? Mr. Bonar Law 
doubted whether, witli wine at its 
present price, the Chancellor op the 
Exchequer would approve the proposed 
transaction; besides, he might feel a 
certain delicacy in giving so rare a 
minstrel the sack. 

In moving the Third Reading of the 
War Loan Bill the Chancellor of the 
Exchequer had the satisfaction of an- 
nouncing that since his last statement 
about sixty millions had been added to 
the receipts. In new money the Fund- 
ing Loan and the Victory Bonds had 
run neck and neck, 287 millions to 28(5. 
But as regards conversions the Funding 
Loan had won hands down with 120 
millions to 72. It is believed that the 
miner’s wife who complained the other 



“MUZZLED.’* 

Mr. Denis Henry, Attornby-Gbnkii.\l 
FOR Ireland. 


day that if her husband ])rought home 
much more money she would have to 
put some of it in the bank must liave 
carried out her threat. 


"‘This little sparkle is from the pen of tlie 
writer of the immoral ‘ Alice in Woiiderlaiuh’ ” 
TmVian Pai^er, 

Personally we have only read the ex- 
purgated edition, and found it charming, 

“Healihy Holiday.— Pickles wanted for 
Emit Farms at Blairoowrie and Auchtkii- 
ARDER. Cheap Fare^. Good eouditions. Ar- 
rangements made for parties of friends to be 
accommodated in the same hut.” 

Scotch Palmer, 

We know a lot of little pickles who 
would be delighted to oblige. 

The Army of Un-Occupation. 

Notice exhibited in a village in the 
British zone : — 

“jEt, T. O, 

Office Hours , . 9 a’o 5 
This Office is closed from 11 till 4. 

IHTes, sages should be left between these hours.” 


OUR ene:my still. 

Whenever 1 pay a visit to my 
brother it has become almost a matter of 
routine that I devote an hour each even- 
ing to my nephew Roliert, my niece Hen- 
rietta and their ninssery. hlany an hour 
liave Robert and I spent in marshall- 
ing hordes of tin troops over the green 
linoleum and laying waste cardboard 
houses and villages. The uniforms and 
nationalities of our armi.es arc of little 
account. One of iiie host battles I can 
remember was between some thirty or 
forty Grenadier Guards, under the com- 
mand of Robert, who liad temporarily 
assumed the character of Alexandiou 
THE Great, against a troup of staunch 
boy scouts, supported by I^od Indian 
cavalry, gallantly led by Napoleon the 
Third, whose earthly slioll was that of 
a Colonel in the St. John’s Ambulance 
Corps. 

During these combats Henrietta sat 
at the other end of the nursery minis- 
tering to the wants of a large family of 
dolls. In spite of Robei^b’s protesta- 
tions I always devoted ten minutes *of 
the hour to his sister. But neither 
Henrietta nor 1 found this very satis- 
factory; I am not a family-man and 
never shall be. 

■ Since the declaration of J?eaco - i 
refer, of course, to the wars outside 
Robert’s nursery — Henrietta has devel- 
oped^ a taste, simple as yet, for me- 
chanics. Hei* family lies in ghastly 
disorder at tlio bottom of t!)e toy-cup- 
hoard, and now she sits in the same 
corner winding up a clockwork-man 
with a waxed moustache who continu- 
ally saws a piece of wood. From time 
to time kindly relations add to Iier col- 
lection. Last Christmas she was pre- 
sented with a performing acrobat, who 
gyrated madly round a Jiorizontal bar. 

The other day I spent the week-end 
with my brother and, as usual, went 
up to the nursery. For once I went, 
not as a general, but as a propagandist. 
I had heard that German ships had 
already sailed from their harbours, bear 
ing Eastward cargoes of merchandise 
in order to re-establish their trade. A 
large portion of this merchandise would 
consist of toys ; .therefore I felt it my 
duty to warn Robert and Henrietta lest 
they should unwittingly trade witli the 
enemy. 

“ Robert,” I said, as we moved to and 
fro over the linoleum, “never allow a 
German toy to darken your nursery 
cupboard.” 

“No feari” replied Robert, as he 
deftly advanced a platoon of infantry 
into a position that threatened my riglit 
flank. “Now, Uncle Henry, do sur- 
render and we’ll have a grand marcli- 
past ! ” 



I surrendered and left Eol:^rfe to ar- 
range the march. I found Henrietta 
winding up a new toy with tremendous 
enthusiasm. 

“Hullo, Henrietta, what’s this?” I 
asked. 

“German pwisoner,” puffed Henri- 
etta curtly. 

Having wound it up she placed it on 
the floor. It was, indeed, a splendid 
toy. There was a platform and some 
ingenious maehmery, the result of which 
was that an English soldier with a 
bayonet was continually pursuing a 
German soldier, alternately prodding 
him with his bayonet and administer* 
ing corporal punishment with his boot. 
Henrietta and I were convulsed with 
laughter. 

“By Jove! ’’ said I, as the pair came 
to rest with the Englishman’s boot 
firmly emplanted on his foe, “that’s 
good. I’ll bet you it’s a Erenoh toy 
. . . they ’ll never forget. Let ’s have 
a look at it,. Henrietta.” 

Bhe handed it to me. I picked it up 
and searched for the familiar Marqite 
Deposde. 1 searched in vain. But on 
the sole of the German’s boot I found 
four letters — “D.RG.M.,” which, alas! 
signify “ Made in Germany ” I 

So the enemy had already arrived, 
without humour and without shame. 


THE DIPLOMATS. 

IV. 

Mr DEAR Henry, — ^The demands upon 
us are of iniSnite variety and come from 
applicants of every possible nationality. 
One has only to set up in business 
abroad these days and state on the 
door-plate that one is BsmsH, and the 
whole of Europe is’ represented in the 
queue waiting outside one’s front-door 
next morning. The requests may be for 
anything, from the loan of an infantry 
division to the purchase of a gent’s 
summer suiting. About twice a week 
a deputation waits upon us with the 
simple request that we should take over 
Turkey eii bho, and then all will be 
well. When I rise to reply that we, 
Bill, Pialph and myself, are only we, 
myself, Balph and Bill, the deputation, 
with true Oriental cunning, takes it for 
granted that we are saying the exact 
opposite of wdiat we me'an and asks 
for a ‘further appointment on the day 
following to arrange details of the 
transfer. Sometimes I have been goaded 
into sibying that if the deputation isn’t 
careful I will take over Turkey, and at 
this the deptitation frowns at itself and 
determines to dismiss its spokesman 
for having put me off the bargain when 
I was about to accept. But the 


Oriental is a sticker and likes to make, 
a long job of a thing — the long w-ay 
round for the long way round’s sake. 

I sometimes wonder 'whether the water 
is not dripping with effect on to the 
stone ; is Bill thinking, after all, of 
taking over the . Ottoman Empire? 
U pon my word I doubt if anyone would 
notice it at home if be* did. 

About two*and-a-half months ago a 
man came to us and said be wanted { 
nothing. Pressed to reveal the mean- 
irig of this overture, he explained that 
he wanted absolutely nothing. He had 
just dropped in to make our acquaint- 
ance and have a chat. We tried him 
with the offer of a British Army Corps, 
a ninety-nine years’ lease of the Port 
of Smyrna at a peppercorn rent, or five 
francs and a packet of cigarettes to tell 
us all he knew. He said he wanted 
nothing and offered us a cigar each. 1 
looked at my watch with a sorry-to- 
appear- rude -but-there-are-a-dozen-ex - 
emperors - waiting -in-- the - ante - room 
expression ; Bill asked him to repeat 
his name and took it down in block 
letters for future I'eference ; Balph, , 
recognising a kindred spirit, pulled up 
his chair in an encouraging manner, 
accepted the cigar and generously gave 
him one of njy matches. It ultimately 
transpired that when'he said he wanted 
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nothing, he meant nothing to speak of. 
He wanted to know the contents of the 
Peace Treaty as at that date just pre- 
sented to the German delegates at Ver- 
sailles. Bill grunted ; I gathered my- 
self together to kill him with a speech, 
and Ealph seized the opportunity to 
explain that what 1 was about to say 
was that the contents of the teace 
Treaty should be his by noon to-morrow. 
His train for his distant home country 
was to leave in the early afternoon. 

I asked Ealph, after the man's depar- 
ture, what he meant by promising the 
impossible to a more than improbable 
customer ? Ealph pointed out the fact 
that he was a newspaper man of a far 
country and therefore of infinite use. 
We said we saw no use at all ; his news 
columns we could read without his per- 
mission, and his advertisement columns 
were his own affair. Ealph observed 
that there is a half-and-half column, 
which looks like news but is really 
advertisement ; we should want a place 
in that some day all to ourselves. There 
was something in this; no scheme is 
possible these days without advertise- 
ment. We did not know what we might 
be doing to-morrow. We have not too 
clear an idea what we are doing to-day. 

But how to get the Peace Treaty? 
** That,*' said Ealph, “ I leave to you/' 
and went his ways, no doubt, to involve 
us in further undertakings .with his law 
friends. “ We’ve got to do it," said I. 
** We must keep in with Ealph, since 
soon we shall be wanting a second 
motor-car.” Bill agreed; Bill feels in- 
wardly that we ought to have a car 
apiece. 

I asked' a Secretary of the Legation 
to lunch. I also asked his wife to 
lunch. I made it clear that if there 
had been any children I would have 
asked them too. The Secretary inquired 
what this was all about ? I told him to 
get on with the costly food and not be 
suspicious. 1 said that he would, of 
course, take coffee — the special coffee. 
I told him that his wife would also. 
And a liqueur ? Or two ? And cigars ? 
Would his wife break her rule and also 
have a cigar this once ? I made it clear 
that if there had been any children they 
should have had a box of Coronas each 
to play with. “And now be a good 
fellow,” ■! said, “ and show me that 
Peace Treaty of yours.” 

The Secretary said he would have 
been only too glad to divulge the whole 
secret, did he but know it. He would 
have even borrowed the Legation copy, 
had there but been one. He would 
have entertained the entire perso7inel of 
all the Allied Legations had it not been 
the fact that they also were kept in 
the dark. Developing the matter fur- 
ther, he pointed out that £he Pour were 


keeping the details entirely to them- 
selves ; the House of Commons in Eng- 
land was clamouring to be told, and 
clamouring in vain ; Senators in Amer- 
ica, who had got hold of some spicy 
bits and were repeating them, were 
being threatened with dire punishment 
by the President, who was said to be 
contemplating the issue of fourteen 
more points, if they weren’t careful ; and 
in every Allied country every man who 
could set pen to paper was writing 
letters to his favourite journal, apolo- 
gising for trespassing on its valuable 
space, but insisting on the scandal of 
keeping the terms hidden even from the 
important people in the Home Govern- 
ment. So, said the Secretary, there 
was nothing doing, and there would 
have been no better results even if he 
had had a dozen children and I had 
filled them all to the brim with caviare. 

So that was that. If the Pour were 
keeping their magnum opus so secret, 

CONFIDENTIAIi, PERSONAE AND PRIVATE 

as that, the Three were down and out 
in the matter. But were they ? Where 
was Bill all this time, and what was he 
doing ? 

Bill often strolls round to the shop 
of - the German Official Propaganda 
Bureau, about lunch-time, to read the 
latest news about Ireland. He asked 
the man behind the counter, in his best 
German, if he had any notes about the 
Peace Treaty. The man behind the 
counter presented him with a hand- 
somely bound volume, printed and pub- 
lished that very morning by the German 
Society for the Prevention of War and 
the Suppression of Tyrants, and being 
“ The Official Peace Terms, as Presented 
by the Pour to the German Delegates 
at Versailles." It was in English, 

Bill bought two copies, one to be 
given (with cover removed) to our im- 
pressionable friend, the other to be 
sent (with cover) to our House of 
Commons. Yours ever, Charles. 


OUR WASHINGTON POST. 

Many people seem to think that Mr, 
Punch has it in his power to accelerate 
the Government in appointing a British 
Ambassador to the United States. The 
result is that he receives letters on 
the subject every day. He has no hope 
of either himself or anyone else being 
able to accelerate the present Govern- 
ment in any direction whatever, 'but it 
is flattering to be thought so influential. 

A selection of recent letters follow : — 

Lord Eibblesdale writes : If Mr. 
Bonab Law could be spared from Ear- 
liament he would, I am certain, make 
an ideal Ambassador to the States. He 
has a balanced mind, a pleasant way of 
temporising and doubtless other quali- 


ties of use in a diplomatic intermediary. 
But being so conscious of his value to 
the Government, for perhaps just those 
reasons, I hesitate to bring him to the 
Prime Minister’s mind as a possible 
choice. One cannot think of West- 
minster without him in his capacity 
as a buffer between the Government 
and its critics, a palhator of attacks 
and a cleprecator of action. I must 
therefoi-e fall back on other suggestions. 
What price Lord Esher? 

Mr. Arnold Bennett writes : I 
can think of no more suitable emissary 
from the Old Country to the New 
than H, G. Wells. Gould you not 
secure his appointment, and quickly? 
He is just what America would most 
appreciate; he is alert, imaginative, 
audacious and a man of letters. For 
long it has been America’s custom to 
appoint men of letters to such posts ; 
why should we not return the compli- 
ment? The duties of Ambassador 
might also so occupy his time as to 
enable Wells to take a rest from 
writing. 

Mr. H. G. Wells writes : The more 
I think of the problem of filling this 
Washington vacancy — and I began to 
study it last night — ^the more convinced 
I am that Bennett is the ideal candi- 
date. Bennett is alive to the spirit of 
the times, lie has a Transatlantic repu- 
tation, he is a publicist and man of the 
world. I can see in the mind’s eye 
delightful discussions between Bennett 
and Wilson, in which one will support 
the Five Towns and the other the 
Fourteen Points. Moreover, if Bennett 
takes the job, he will be able to lay 
aside his pen for a while. 

Mr. Edmund Gosse writes : Were it 
not that America has taken the fool- 
hardy and inconsidered step of going 
dry 1 should be willing to consider 
the flattering offer which recently 
reached me from high quarters to accept 
the post of Plenipo in Washington ; but 
such is my detestation of forcible pro- 
hibition that I must decline. I venture 
to suggest as a substitute for my un- 
worthy self Mr. Bernard Shaw, who 
makes no secret of his devotion to 
aqueous inspiration, or Mr. Chesterton, 
whose loye of paradox would be amply 
rewarded in such an environment. 

Sir Harry Brittain writes : I 
have filled the post of British Ambas- 
sador to America, in an honorary capac- 
ity, for so long that don’t you think I 
might 13.0W just as well have the posi- 
tion and emoluments as well ? 

Sir Oswald Stoll writes : Surely 
if 4ihere is any real wish to appoint a 
live Ambassador to Washington the 
Government need not look further than 
Sir Alfred Butt? Here we have a 
gentleman of zeal whose successful en- 
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Mistress {nervously to maid lohom she has caught trying on one of her dresses). “No'w, Gladys, I don’t think that is at all nice,’' 
Maid. “Oh, bon^t you? And I was just thinking- it wasn’t *alf bad.” 


terprises are almost too numerous, and 
one, moreover, who not only knows 
America, but has profited by his know- 
ledge. London, it is true, could ill spare 
him ; but I for one should be prepared, 
in the interests of my country, to make 
the sacrifice. 

A Man in the Street writes : Is 
there no Geddes available for Washing- 
ton? That there should be a Geddes’ 
shortage at this critical time is unpar- 
donable. 

“SAYINGS OF THE WEEK, 

AX men cannot be reared on 03 novels . — Sir 
James Crichton-Broiime.” — Ohserver. 

Although Sir James really said “ in 03 
hovels,'' he is not likely to quarrel with 
our contemporary's version. 

A typist's advertisement : — 

“Authors’ “MSS. promptly and carefully 
executed.” , 

If publishers would only employ this 
lady more freely they would save re- 
viewers a lot of unnecessary labc^r. 


THE OLD SPIEIT. 

In distant ages dead and gone. 

The days when Nature knew no 
trammels. 

When roamed the mighty mastodon 
And many an outside size in mam- 
mals. 

The lover who was worth a rush, 

If such alarmed his heart's possessor. 

Eared forth and did his best to crush . 
The pliocene transgressor. 

He tracked the monster to his lair 
‘ In tangled wood or 'mountain cragged, 

And resolutely clubbed him there 
Or pelted him with something jagged. 

Then home again in triumph went 
(Unless, perchance, he lost the tussle) 

And told his mate how love had lent 
A might lintq his muscle. ' 

I can't perform such feats for you, ^ 
Much as I 'd like to do them, Winnie ; 

The ichthyosaurus is napoo, ’ ^ 

^ The rnastodon entirely fini. 


But one thing I can do to-day 

To prove my love no idle rapture : 
Pale but determined I will slay 
The mouse-trap's latest capture. 

“To ex-R.F.A. Officers. 

I am ashed to say that the ex-B. A.F . Officers’ 
City Luncheon Club has now transferred to 

’s Restaurant.” — Weehly Baxter. 

Not 'aef. 

“ Wanted, Oak Sideboard ; also 0 — arpet.” 
Northampton Daily Chronicle. 

Eor K — aty's new home ? 

“ ‘ The R has given every satisfaction, 

beyond every expectation,’ writes Miss — ^ — 
of Clovenfords, Selkirk, after riding it daily 
8,005 miles as rural postwoman,” - 

Hamilton Advertiser^ 

Aren't some women splendid ? 

“ The , square-cut neck, guiltless of collar- 
band or frilling, is far kinder to those who lack 
swan-like throats. Only the Roseetian neck 
can wear an ample ruffle with importunity,” 

Daily News* 

A variation on the ten-pound look ? 
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THE FATALIST. was me feet. TI 

Of course Elizabeth isn’t to blame. I went through.” 
She will tell you herself that she was ‘‘ You went t 
“born unlucky.” But destiny having I marvelled. 


“ It wasn’t me ’ands,” she said ; “it vases, and in that moment I hated 
was me feet. The floor gave way and Elizabeth. 


You went through the floor!” 


But she began to speak before 1 did. 
‘ It isn’t as if I ’d been unlucky — I 


face couldn’t ha’ helped that. But I know 


now woven my life with hers it has cleared. The house is not mine, and whenl’min the wrong ” — she unfolded 
made me unlucky too. You see, Eliza^ after all the landlord has no right to a parcel she had in her hand as she 
beth is my domestic worker — a product escape these unusual machinations of spoke — “ so I went out larst night an’ 
of peace. She is not clean or tidy or fate. bought these to replace what I broke, 

respectful or economical or a good “ I knew something ’d happen when Eight’s right, _ I always say;” and 


respectful or economical or a good “ I knew something ’d happen when Eight’s right, I always say;” and 
cook : but Nature having endowed her I put the boots on the table by accident she laid down before me a pair of vases 
with enough propelling power to enable this mornin’,” she explained. “-It's on wdiioh were emblazoned gigantic and 
her to wash up, I cling to Elizabeth always a bad sign.” strangely-huedflowers that could belong 

with the steady force and tenacity of ■ But you mustn’t think that Elizabeth to no earthly flora. “They’re bigger 
the barnacle. allows her fatalism to interfere with her than the varses I broke,” murmured 

The only thing that I actually com- judgment. For she came to me the Elizabeth, regarding her purchase with 
plain about is her intense fatalism; other day looking actually concerned, satisfaction. 

“I’ve been unluchy an’ broke the “I’m sorry, ’m,” she said, “but them And then I saw that she wore an 

expression of lofty pride, that 


“I’ve been unluchy an’ broke the I “ I ’m sorry, ’m,” she said, “ but them I 
teapot this mornin’,” she an- j 


nounces. “ That means I ’ll break 
another two things afore the 
week’s out. It always goes in 
threes.” 

“Then hadn’t you better smash 
something that is of no value at 
once,” I suggest anxiously, “and 
get it over? ” 

“It’s^no good,” she says with 
conviction ; “ I ’ve tried that before 
an’ it didn’t work. It has to be 
done unexpected.” 

There is something positively un- 
canny in the way misfortune lies 
in wait for that girl; you would 
think that after causing her to 
break two full breakfast services 
it would leave her. alone for a 
while. But no, she has now 
started on a third, and her luck 
shows no sign of changing. 

Spilling the salt accounted f^r 
I three burnt saucepans and the 
collapse of the plate-rack (at the 
moment fully charged) ; ^vhile 
seeing the new moon through 
glass caused her to overlook the 
fact that she had left a can in the 
middle of the staircase. Afterwards 


u 





REINFORCED HATGUARDS. 

An absolute necessity with straw hats at 
THEIR present PRICE. 


she glowed with the calm satis- 
faction of one who has made am- 
ple reparation. Looking at Eliza- 
beth just then you might almost 
have tiiought that she had a 
soul. Eeally, it gave one an odd 
feeling. 

I picked up her offering and 
regarded it in silence, while my 
aesthetic soul shook to its founda- 
tions. 

“ Thank you, Elizabeth,” I said 
humbly. . . . . . . ‘ 

“ Expebiencei> Sweater Wantiu).'’ 

“Improver Wanted in smithing busi- 
ness ; ablo to strike. ’’ 

Adccrimments m “ Luton 

Not content with its recent dis- 
turbances, Luton appears to be 
asking for more trouble. 

Culture. 

“ Proof that audiences in Dublin can 
appreciate the best in dramatic art was 
furnished by the reception given Mr. — - 
last night at the close of each of his 
impersonations of Shakesperian charac- 
ters, especially that of * Peggotty/ ” 

Irish Paper. 


(during the week that I waited on her two varses tiiat was on the mantelpiece 

on account of her sprained ankle) she in the pink bedroom ” 

said she would never go near a window I started up. “Don’t dare to say 
again, until the moon was at full and you ’ve been unlucky with them 1 ” 
quite safe. “No, ’m, I wasn’t unlucky. I 

Of course I do my best ^0 parry these was just careless when I broke 
mysterious blows of fate. And when it those.” 

was necessary for her to clean the My Sevres vases that I love, dearest 


iS on the mantelpiece “ For immediate dispoKiil, two Donkeys and 

ixi “ one Bath chair ; full harness, etc. ; in exccl- 

rlnvo ieut conditioH ; prico i565. Clerks, Assistants, 

Von t date to say Wanted.”-Prerinria2 Paper. 

T To fiU the vacancies? 


^ From a Board of Guardians' report: 

was necessary for her to clean the My S6vi-es vases that I love, dearest 

drawing-room i took away everything of my possessions, and which,- in the meet election expenses.” — Provincial Fa^er, 
that a mysterious agency might cause words ofthosewhokeep shops,** cannot There ^t'^rcsome very odd candidates at 
to come to bits in her hands. I left her he repeated! ” I regarded Elizabeth, no the last election. 

atone with the grand piano and scrub- longer able to control my wrath. I 

bing materials and went out to spend oared not that the bitter recriminations There was a brave son of Sinn Fein 
the afternoon with cheerful counten- I intended to hurl at her would bring Who was toasting his Cause in cham- 
ance: 1 returned rather late, and di- forth ,the inevitable month’s notice — J 

tectly Elizabeth opened the door to me that, at the first hint of her leaving me, But on learning by chance 

. ... .came from France, 


’ I ,S8jW something was wrong. 

“1 've been unluckiyv” she began. 


a dozen at least of my neighbours 


wordd stretch out eager hands to snatch He at once abjured all alcoholic liquors 


'“Unlucky,” I feitered, “ But what Elizabeth, a dozen different vacant — -always excepting Irish whiskey, 
with? Don’t say the piano came in two sinks were ready for her selection. I vodka (Trotsky braiid) and the heavier 
directly you touched it ? ’’ - ^ , did not care, I say. I had loved my vintages of Spain. 
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Lady Viniior {who has been told she camiot have any tmlk, it b<nng very scarce)* *‘Bct what 

VISITOBS COMES LATER OK?” 


■WILL YOU DO WHEN THE RUSH OF 


Local Dairymaid. “ Och, we ’ll juist hae to strbetch it.” 


OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

{By Mr* Punch’s Staff of Learned Clerics*) 

Jeremy (Cassell) is an attempt at that very rare thing, 
an absolutely sincere book about childhood. I can imagine 
Mr. iJuGiH Walpole embarking upon it with the stern 
resolve to avoid at once artificial sentiment and the tongue- 
in-cheek manner of the self-conscious humourist. Just hov 7 
far he has succeeded I will leave the individual reader to 
determine; he has certainly produced an 'unusually inter- 
esting study of nursery life. We meet the hero, Jeremy, 
trailing clouds of glory on the morning of his eighth birth- 
day ; we take leave of him, a year later, departing for his 
first school. This momentous period Mr. Walpole has 
reviewed in twelve chapters, each making its definite mark 
in Jere^ny's development towards boyhood — the arrival of 
the family dog, an engaging monster named Hamlet, loved 
by Jeremy throughout the book more than any created 
being; the departure of Nurse (“Jampot*’) and the advent 
in her stead of Miss Jones, middle-aged and inefficient, 
whom the nursery tortured and then protected ; trouble of 
illness in the bouse, and the like. So far as memory serves 
one may say about the three inmates of the Cole nursery 
that they ring true. Jerbmy himself, cruel, vain, curious, 
affectionate, dreamer and profound egoist, does exercise 
the charm of genuine childhood, exceptional, perhaps, but 
real ;„while of his two sisters, Jfo5r?//the “ misi&derstood/* 
with her too-jealous affection and her fatal habit of un- 


timely sentiment, is a portrait almost painfully convincing. 
Of course the incidents ai'e “ arranged ” to some extent ; in 
actual life events would hardly fall out so readably.'^ But 
this only means that Mr. Walpole is a practised novelist, 
whose determination not to emulate heaven and “ lie about 
about us in our infancy” (if you will’ forgive the antique 
jest) has resulted in a volume that will provoke both 
laughter and discussion in equal parts. 

If novels whose authors have their location — to use their 
language also — in the United States at all represent real 
life in those promiscuous parts it must be the very nicest 
place on earth in which to be a damsel in distress. From 
the perusal of many American novdls on this theme I have 
gathered that a little distress at first is an absolute guarantee 
of' the heroine’s ultimate health, wealth and happiness. 
The history — as told by Mrs. Amanda B. Hall — of 
'Dajohne Haggin, the eldesh of the family who inhabited 
The Little Bed House in the Hollow (Hurst and Blackett), 
is no exception to the rule, and I may say for myself that 
after the first page I never expected that it would be. 
Baffhne’s distress was that, while visiting her rich relations, 
she met, loved, and was kissed by, a fashionable young artist 
addicted to wearing white suits all the year round (which 
convinced me at once that he was not a really nice person), 
who afterwards found her drunken father and ramshackle 
home sufficiently discouraging to prevent hiin from carry- 
ing the affair to a pr^er eonelusiSti. His perfidy had the 
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unfortunate result of blinding Daj^hne for some time to^ the 
worth of the ideal American hero who opportunely arrived 
upon the scene ; but a comparison between the conduct of 
her -'two 5 Covers on the occasion of a fire opened her eyes 
effectively, and, after receiving and refusing the long-delayed 
proposal from the artist, a little flustered by the conscious- 
ness that he had not shown up to ,advantage as a fireman, 
our heroine comes out of her distress triumphantly all 
round. When I tell you that it is said of the heroine that 
‘‘she squinted archlj’at him (the hero) over her sandwich,*’ 
and of the hero that he was “thin and attenuated,” you 
will perhaps decline to believe me when I say further that 
it is a pretty story quite prettily told. But it is. 

Storm in a TeaGii>p (Heinetviann) makes me wonder 
whether Mr, Edbn Phillpotts* plan of explaining an in- 
dustry and telling a story in the same book is altogether 
happy. Here, • at any rate, the difficulties which beset 
those who try to combine instruction with amusement can 
clearly be detected. And 
although I have learnt 
quite a lot about the 
manufacture of hand- 
made paper and have 
read the attendant love- 
tale with enjoyment I 
do not think that the 
harnessing of the one 
to the otJier has been 
neatly done. It is not 
a gay world into which 
we are introduced. Me- 
dora Dingle, a vain 
young woman, imag- 
ined that her husband 
was* too brainless to 
appreciate her, and she 
conjured up so many 
grievances against him 
that she eventually 
sought safety in flight 
with one Kelloch, who 
knew considerably more 
about Labour questions 
than about women. Indeed, this Labour light, pending the 
divorce, treated Medo?'a solely as a companion and typist. 
Medora, however, soon tired of this unwifely existence 
and in the end returned to the husband from whom she 
had fled. We are led to suppose that by this time she bad 
been taught to think less of brains and more of brawn; 
Mr. PHiLLPOTTS, however, does not entirely convince me 
that Mr. Dingle's future happiness was assured. The 
storm, ^ such as it is, is relieved by many gleams of sun- 
shine in the way of humour, but — as the title sufliciently 
suggests — it is a quite diminutive aflair. 


All members of the four Inns will be of opinion that 
their learned, friend, Mr. J, A. Steahan, has very ably and 
pleasantly defended the profession in The Bench and Bar 
of England (Blackwood), and they will trust that no more 
will be heard of the persistent and unreasoned abuse which 
has been heaped upon them since that time when the 
memory of man runneth not to the contrary. The lay 
public will testify that the author most ingeniously mixes 
up the powder (sometimes very dry) of corrective facts with 
the jam of amusing anecdotes, and will thank him for 
being at such pains to tickle their fancies while he is re- 
forming their views. It would be an impossibly hard- 
hearted jury which hesitated to acquit the Profession of 


Advocacy on all counts after listening to the apologia of 
an advocate himself so human and iuiiuorous. He is a 
little stern with the Bench, perhaps, every now and then, 
but no doubt they deserve it, and in any case all of us may 
enjoy seeing the Judges, who give so much, getting a little 
back. The skill of the draftsman appears in the fact that 
Mr. Steahan has been able, in a little book of 256 pages, to 
give an exact conception of all the respective attributes of 
the tribunal, the lawyers and the parties to litigation, a 
short survey of the history and principles of English law, 
and a graphic picture of life in the Temple of yesterday ; 
the skill of the pleader is shown by the certain prospect of 
a verdict enabling Judges, Leaders aiul- Juniors all to leave 
the court, or stay in it, without a stain on thoir characters. 
Laymen will possibly feel a slight regret to be deprived of 
a theme — “lawyers are liars” — which has served them so 
well ; and members of the four Inns may porliaps be so 
impressed by the skill of Mr. Steahan’b defence as to 
wonder, impersonally, whether there was not all the time 

something in the 
charge. 

The promise holdout 
by the publishers upon 
the wraj^por of The 
Caravan Man (Collins) 
of “six chuckles toovery 
page ” is engagitigly 
definite. As tlio pages 
number three hundred 
and twelve you will 
admit that I was justi- 
fied in considerable ex- 
pectations. Well, the 
fault, like the misfor- 
tune, may have been 
my own, but the fact 
remains that not till 
page 17J did I secure 
my first, and alas only, 
smile, a bag under tlie 
circumstances \voefully 
disappointing. How- 
ever, 1 gladly admit the 
possibility that others may find better sport in (or between) 
Mr, Eenbst Goodwun’s covers. To turn to the actual story, 
this is about an unsatisfied artist who picks up a sixpence for 
a lady in Oxford Street, asks her to tea and falls in love with 
her. At least, no ; this is only what the story begins to be about. 
As a fact the lady (in whom I was prepared to be pleas- 
antly interested) disappears till the last chapter, the artist 
takes to a caravan, and we get an entirely different and not 
nearly so attractive adventure, in which he is mistaken 

(а) by comic countrymen for a travelling photographer, and 

(б) by some improbable snobs for an eccentric peer. As 
niSosWio^ had contained on its wall the portrait of a fair 
unknown, by the hand of a previous tenant, it hardly as- 
tonished. me at all that, at the very first village green on 
, which his caravan rested, he should encounter the original. 
This, of course, supplies an adequate love interest and 
may draw sighs from the sympathetic ; but as for the 
“ chuckles,” I can only repeat that he must be of enviable 
risibility whose return in them is at all up to schedule. 

“Paul Freeman persists in his hunger strike, as a protest against his 
detention on the Sonoma for deportation from the country. The mili- 
tary authorities have drawn a tighter cordon round him.*’ 

Herald {^Melhoxvrne). 

Paul probably considers that they are taking a mean 
advantage of his emaciation. 
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It appears that the Pbince of Wales 
will make very few speeches while in 
America, We cannot help thinking, 
however, that our .versatile Prince 
would soon learn the language. 

A gossip writer points out that the 
Pbince op Wales has also been invited 
to visit Australia, but he decided to 
see America thirst. 

There is some talk of the Govern- 
ment holding a Court of Inquiry to 
find out who is to blame for the success 
of some of our National Shipyards. 


Now that labour is available,” 
says a news item, “it is proposed 
to carry out structural alterations 
in the House of Commons.” • This, 
we are glad to say, puts an end to 
the* persistent: rumour that the 
whole thing was going to be moved 
over to Belfast. 

The free travel facilities to be 
granted to M.P.'s wilb it . is stated, 
be strictly, limited. . The ^suggest- 
ion that the further they go from 
'Westminster the rnore liberal the 
allovfance should be has not yet 
been adopted. * 

“The Government must have a 
few days to consider the problem, 
said Mr.rBdNAR Law, referring to 
the report of the Select Committee 
on London Transport. Commander 
Kenwobthy has since been under- 
stood to say that this fantastic 
idea of thinking first and Jegislat- 
ing afterwards strikes a body-blow 
at the foundations of constitutipnal 
government. 


drawn no reply. It is now suggested 
that Our Dumb Friends League should 
take up the case. 

'■'sii'*' 

A man charged before the Thames 
magistrate admitted that he had struck 
his wife on Armistice night, on Peace 
night and on the River Pageant night. 
It is hoped that he will be more careful 
next war. 

In connection with the Muzzling 
Order it is .reported that .a, muzzle was 
last week seen in Hyde Park wearing 
a tiny Pomeranian. 

“ la the stomach of a dog killed at 
Plymouth,” says a news item,* was 



“’E*S GOT ‘SCOqTER.LEG.* ThEBE AIN’T NO ^ABM 
IN IT, Doctor sez, but *e*^ got to develop the 

OTHER TO MATCH.” . . • 


to one-and-a-half ounces per week, A 
proposal -to allow householders to ex- 
change it for an extra allowance of coal, 
in the ratio of two ounces of butter for 
one ounce of coal, is under oonsidera^ > 
tion. ^ 

“Is the Coalition , Govern meat any 
longer necessary? ” asks Lord Rotheb- 
MEEE in The Sunday Pictorials It is 
for him or the most illustrious of his 
brothers to say, of course. 

Tons of fish have been thrown away 
during iheiast few days, says a news 
item. Some people are so unreasonable 
however, that, not content -with getting 
their, fish for nothing, they begrudge the 
paltry dollar or two the fishmonger 
charges for wrapping it up.- 

sis ^ sis 

At the local Peace celebration 
sports a Rye woman received four 
pounds- for catching a greasy pig. 
It is lidt- known whether this sum 
represents the value of the perform- 
ance or of the pig. 

sis 

Mrs. Quiverful at the sea-side, 
finding that bathing charges have 
mounted up, reflects sadly how 
.Grandmamma could recall the 

farthing dip. s{s sis - 
. - * 

Much sympathy is felt for the 
guest at a London hotel who re- 
moved the coals from his bedroom 
fireplace and took them down to 
the head porter. When spoken to 
about it he pointed out the ho-tel 
notice : “ All valuables should be 
deposited with the clerk-in-charge 
and placed in the safe.” 


The Intestate Moveable Succession! 
(Scotland) Bill has passed the House 
of Commons. The general purport of 
the Bill is that if there is anything 
lying round loose a Scotchman* will 
get it. * ■ - . 

The question, “Are the Northern 

people* cleverer than* those of the 

South ? ” was recently discussed by the 
Weymouth Town Council. We can 
only point out that Scotchmen would 
never waste time arguing such an absurd 
question. ^ ^ . 

Will the. gentleman who. last April 
tried to ring up 8976 Mayfair on the 
telephone please note that he is now 
through? ^ 

* 

The , newspaper comment . on the 
silence of the Poet Laureate has 


found a poster advertising the per- 1 
formanoe of the * White-eyed Kafiir.* ” | 
As neither hat check nor programme 
could be found it is thought that the 
animal was prevented at the last 
minute from actually witnessing the 

performance. ^ - 

❖ 

Caught by a conger-eel while fishing 
froni the pier, a Ramsgate man nar- 
rowly- escaped by reason of the line 
parting. The conger -eel has since 
declared that the man weighed four 
hundred pounds if an ounce. 

5lS - ’ 

A Chertsey man who has just died at 
the age of seventy lived the whole of 
his life in the wniihouse. To the vast 
mass of us who merely expect to die in 
it it is comforting to learn that his end 
was a peaceful one. 

The butter raMqnAas been "reduced 


. Only, a few days ago we read of 
the American Snuff King’s poverty, 
and now comes the death of* the Aus- 
tralian Rabbit King.'. Royalty is cer 

tainly striking a dark patch. 

❖ 

A Battersea man charged withbigamy 
stated tba-t he did not renciember his 
first* marriage. A very good plan is to 
tie a piece of tape round the fo'urth 
finger every time you marry. 

A promos of ojir report in last week's 
issue, that Mt/ Martin's forty million 
yards of linen was found to be a yard 
and a half. short, we now hear that the 
Government has*decided that all yard- 
measures shall be controlled and their 
maximum length fixed. 

On going to pi:ess we learn that the 
Burglars* Union has decided to call a 
strike as a protest-against two oh their 
merpbers having been stopped early one 
morning last week whilst'going off'dufcy. 
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EVBEY MAN HIS OWN . 

In tlie face of so many signs of un- 
rest and such a prevalent tendency to 
down whatever is downable, Mr. Punch 
has no alternative but to embrace his 
mMier anew and spring forward as the 
guide, philosopher and friend to ^ all. 
For if there is no one left to do things 
for us we must do them for ourselves, 
whether it is baking our bread or stand- 
ing on point duty or driving engines 
or extracting fuel from the reluctant 
and very grimy soil, or whatever else it 
may be. For when Adam no longer 
delves and Eve declines to spin, Eve 
has to acquire the rudiments of spade- 
work and Adam must deal as faithfully 
as be can with thread. 

Now for some practical hints both 
to Adam and Eve to help tide them 
over the fretful days ahead. 

liow^ TO Baku. 

Baking is one of tlie oldest of the 
household arts. It is mentioned both 
by Heeodotus and Hippoguates ; but 
let that pass. The idea of baking is to 
produce bread, a much over-rated article 
of food which only butter can make 
tolerable, but which it is agreed every- 
one must have. Bread is made in 
lumps called loaves, which can be either 
round or square according to taste. A 
ioai should bfi^bardfandteawnish with- 
, out, and fairly .-soft and white within. 
Before, however, baking can begin much 
must have been done: the farmer has 
bad to plough and harrow and sow. 
Them a boy has had to scare the rooks 
away, and then what wheat the rooks 
have left has had to grow, and such as 
remains after the English summer has 
done its worst with it has to be cut- 
and stacked and thrashed and the 
resultant corn ground by the miller 
into flour. It is at this point that you, 
dear reader, come in. Having pur- 
chased your flom* you take a basin and 
mix it with water in such a way that 
the stuff sticks to your hands. This is 
humorously called kneading it — the 
, k ** being silent, as in *‘knut,*’ and the 
need becoming more excessive every 
day. Having sufficiently kned it you 
put it in the oven and wash your hands. 
In the course of some hours, during 
which you must never cease to peer 
Mirough the crack of the oven door, the 
heat of the fire (if you have any coal for 
the purpose, which is extremely un- 
likely) will brown the loaf all over, and 
when you judge it to be done you will 
remove the red-hot loaf with whatever 
is most handy, but a pair of wicket- 
keeping gloves is best, and set it aside 
to^eool. Eater the Jbctid sbnd master will 
arrive and, ^ter taking a motithfe.1, will 
say, What th© 4icfk©BS matler 


with this bread ? ” You will then reply 
— ►and not without reason— “ I *m very 
sorry, darling, but Mr. Punch in his 
otherwise careful directions never said 
a word about yeast.'’ 

Cake. 

Cake is made very iniicii in ihe same 
way as bread, only it is more fun 
because there are currants and sugar 
as well as the flour, and every now and 
then you can liave a taste. Cakes also 
need an egg or two to make them light, 
and (we are getting cautious after that 
bloomer about the yeast) some baking- 
powder. In order to prevent them from 
being what is called ** sad ” it is well, 
while sitting by tho oven door, to read 
aloud some sprightly article or story or’ 
even to sing a merry song. Ever since 
the days of Maiub Antoinette cake- 
has been an accepted substitute for 
bread, but that queen was very careful 
not to allow AnpUED 'ruE Gehat to bake 
it for lier. 

CoAJi. 

To those living in London who find 
it difficult to obtain this material, Mr. 
Punch’s advice is — Take a sack down to 
Victoria Street or Parliament Square, 
or to whatever other place where they 
are repaving the road, and collect as 
mai3|r wood blocks m you can carry. 

the police drop tho full 
saiefk o» fcfe toes (there will be plenty 
of room lor it) and run. 

How TO Wash Oeotheb. 

With laundry prices so high it be- 
hoves every one to learn how to wash 
■clothes. For this purpose a tub is 
needed, a supply of hob water and one 
of the many varieties of soap now to be 
obtained to which such original and 
witty names as “ Washo ” and Scrub- 1 
bo” are given. Having prepared the! 
tub to receive it, you plunge the garment" 
in and proceed to deal with it either as 
your laundry is in the habit of doing, or 
as you would prefer it to be done. If 
you are an idealist you will see that it 
is clean and uninjured ; but if you wish 
merely to reproduce in your home the 
methods of your laundry you will see 
that the buttons are wrenched off, the 
Jiandkerchiefs torn and the soft cuffs 
of your evening silk shirt scrupulously 
starched. Afterw'ards you will iron 
these things and, with the example of 
your laundry before you, keep the iron 
on them till they are well and perman- 
ently browned. 

Fausb MoNBy, 

In the scarcity of the genuine article 
forged notes that will pass are .of the 
hrigh^ use. The first thing to do is to 
cultivate the acquaintance-^.the viilag© 
blacksmith, who witL then lend you his 
forge. The Hast is ^asy. 


THE BEASON. 

Wfxb,” I asked, as the time drew 
near, which is it to be— fishing or 
golf?” My hopes were fixed on tho 
answer being golf. 

“ Fishing,” said my wife with instant 
docision. 

I can’t see what difference it makes 
to you,” 1 said, ** as you do neither.” 

She nodded her head wisely. 

“ Let it be fishing,” sho repeated. 

So fishing it is, and here we are. 
My wife, I must confess, behaveS'Oharm- 
ingly ; each morning she walks out the 
first mil© with us, chats with the gilly, 
who adores her, wishes us good luck, 
and leaves us ; each evening she looks 
up with the kindest commiseration, or 
lays down her book and comes to stand 
by my side and say, It is a beauty, 
Jack,” or “ Two ! How perfectly splen- 
did!” 

None the less the inn is indifferent, 
and until last tright it remained a mys- 
tery to mo why she should prefer fishing 
to golf. But last nigiit I overheard 
he!* talking to another woman. This 
is possible,” she said; **but when it 
is golf they come in twice a day, and 
each time you have to follow the history 
of eighteen lioles mid be ready with 
eighfe^ suitable remarks — more, if the 
bunkers are very bad. The strain is 
awful ; but fishing I can just manage.” 


THE MENIN WAY. 

Alono the cobbled Menin way 
The wine and W’ool were sent, 

And market waggons every day 
To Ypres and Menin went, 

And oh ! the laughing women sat and 
sewed 

Before their liouses on the Menin road. 

Tliere are no houses now ; tho rain 
In pools where they have been 
Lies deep ; or out upon the plain 
A few frail walls may lean ; 

And oh! the little children must not 
play 

With what they find beside the Menin 
; way. 

I And I remember gallant men 
And lads who fought and died, 

And think of all their laughter when 
They said Good-bye — and lied ; 

For “ Oh ! it *s not too bad,” they used 
to say, 

“Along the Armentieres and Menin 
way.” 

“STOCK EXCHANGE. 

In Caterings Aerated Breads were fiat at 
4 1-16, but British Oil Oakes were firm at 
44s. 6d .” — JSvening Stmxdard. 

A hirct, m i^resMQe, of whait w© may 
owe torif :fcpj©bakers persist iia«triJk^. 
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i914 Man, “Puts me im mind of the times we used to have on the odd Somme. 
Wife (full of suspicion), “Ah, I dabbsay you did 'avbI Fieeworks, indeed!” 


THE TKEMBLING FIST. 

It was not; that we did not know 
the man's face, although strangers are 
rarely seen at the “ Horse and Groom," 
Barleyhammerden, We were not sur- 
prised at his drawn features and haunted 
eyes, for he was in khaki. Our silence 
—and you ought to hear us at 12.5 of 
an average morning — ^was impelled by 
a curious and fascinating mannerism 
of the unknown visitor. 

When first he approached the bar 
and while waiting to give his order 
to Mr. Appleyard’s assistant, he lifted 
the closed fist of his right hand to the 
right side of his head. Just so he 
posed, and then he appeared to impart 
I a trembling movement to his right 
I forearm. 

I I wasn't the first to notice it. I think 
juggle, the auctioneer, who is reckoned a 
I spry fellow even for Barleyhammerden, 
was the one who nearly dropped his 
glass and said, “Well, I'm ^dashed!” 


But two or three of the othei's after- 
wards claimed that they had noticed 
the thing all along and hadn’t cared 
to speak about it. The amazing part 
of the business was that the soldier con- 
stantly repeated his strange movement, 
and it was quickly borne upon us that 
the gesture was involuntary and that 
here was an afiiiction that only disease 
could have bequeathed. 

There is always a man in every bar 
'who knows everything. Well, Bert 
Norris is our local “know-all," and 
when he came in at 12.20 he sized the 
' case up in a couple of glances. We told 
him about the soldier, and he nodded ! 
just as if be was the doctor or the bank 
manager. Then he watched the poor 
chap lift his shaking hand once or twice 
and said right out, without beating 
: about the bush, “ Shell-shock ! ” 

” Then we'all knew. We’d all had it 
at the back of our heads that ;t might 
be shell-shock, but- it was one of those 
cases where you* felt it better ^to keep 


your opinion to yourself. Still, there 
was no doubt Norris was right. Nothing 
else could explain the thing. And when 
Norris went up to the soldier and in 
the nicest possible way asked him to 
have a pint, and the soldier said he 
would, Ave were all rather proud of 
Norris and knew he was right in his 
diagnosis. 

Then came Mr. Appleyard, rotund 
and kindly master of the inn. One or 
two of ns had to smile when be first 
spotted the soldier's trick. His eyes 
became fixed, and he moved down his 
bar to watch more closely. Soon he 
came back to our end with quite a 
startled expression on his face. 

“ What's hedoingthatfor,! wonder?" 
he asked plaintively. 

“ Doing what ? "replies Norris cockily. 

^ “ Why, making funny business with 
his fist. Haven't you noticed it ? Look 
(at that now. There he goes again 1 " 
Shell-shock," says Norris. 

Old “ Apple " drew in a deep atmo- 
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spliei’ical draught of understanding and 
a Icfok of commiseration stole over his 
face. 

“ Well, there now,’* he soliloquised, 

“ shell-shock, eh ? Poor, poor fellow. 
And I had a boy out there. . . . But 
for the mercy of ’eaven, as you might 
s$.y ... Shell-shock, eh? Poor, poor 
fellow. I can’t bear to look at 'im . . . 
Here, boys, what do you say to a little 
whip-round, eh ? ” 

All were in a kindly mood, and in no 
time Mr. Appleyard collected a purse 
of fifteen shillings. (We raised two 
guineas once — before the War — for the 
tailor, when he had to have all his teeth 
out and couldn’t undo knots.) “Apple ” 
beckoned the soldier over, and, funnily 
enough, started to shout at him. Of 
course he might have been deaf as well ; 
you never know. 

“ Hope there ’s no offence,” said 
“ Apple,” “ but the boys felt they ’d like 
to do something for you.” The soldier 
stared at him blankly. “ Do something 
FOB YOU ! ” roared “ Apple ” at the top 
of his voice, sure now that the soldier 
was deaf. “ Here ’s fifteen bob we ’ve 
collected. Buy yourself some drinks and 
smokes — yes, dbinks and smokes I ” 

“ Well, I ’m sure it ’s very kind of you, 
gentlemen, very kind. . . . •! can’t say 
more.” He bashfully resumed his seat, 
elevated his right fist and shook it. - 

“ What part of the line Were you? ” 
thundered “ Apple.” “ Didn’t meet my 
boy, I s’pose ? Where did you get your 
shell-shock?” i 

“ What ’s that ? ” asked the soldier. 

“ Shell-shock,” shrieked “ Apple.” 
“ Where did you get it ? ” 

“ I ’aven’t got no shell-shock.” 

Por some of us the roord emptied 
itself of air. 

“ITo, gentlemen, I ’aven’t -got no 
shell-shock. Whatever made you think 
that? I’ve never been outside this] 
country in my life.” 

“ Apple’s” face was nearly purple. 

“You’ve naver been out of the 
country I You sit there and tell me 
that.' What do you mean by doing this 
funny business with your fist? Yes, 
clenchiM your fist and holding it up and 
shaking^t. What d’ ye mean by it?” 

“Oh, that,” .said the soldier. He 
drew back the cuff' of his right sleeve 
and revealed a wrist-watch. “ You see 
I bought this silly thing this morning 
and I can’t get it to go.” 


“It is idle to pretend that the jnst griev- 
ances of policemen may ‘ justify them in 
paralysing the life of the community, but the 
just grievances of doctors cannot. That can- 
not be true.”— 

Our ‘contemporary owes an apology^ to 
the ndedical profession for this horrify- 
ing suggestion . 





IN BOND STBEET. 

Upon her little velvet hat 
A silken tassel hung, 

And to the very end of that ^ , 

A tiny fairy clung. 

‘ Among her curls he bobbed about 
And played at hide-and-seek 
With’ every dimple that came out , 
Upon her chin or cheek. 

This^is a common sight perchance 
Eor Londoners to see ? 

It seemed to draw no curious 
\ , .glance . . . 

From anyone but me. ^ 


Along the street I watched her go . i 
, Serenely unaware ; . . , . - 

And still he tumbled to and fro , 

(It seemed so strange; she shoul4 not 
' know) 

Among her golden hair. , E. E. - 

‘ ‘ A few years back we could boast of a fife 
and the ladies. Returning men are to enter-, 
tained later, for supply intoxicating liquor /on' 
licensed premises olhg time, and there has i 
been a-di®culty about his very late hour*, con- | 
eluding with illuminations and afires.” - 
: . . Local Paper • ' 

Some of this is slightly cryptic,, but 
:,tber@ .^eniB.to ;bo*no doubt about the 
.^^upjyly intpisicatihg liquor.” , , . 
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TWO WANDERERS IN RUSSIA. 

The story of Swiiiglehain and Jiis kit 
is one that appeals strangely to the 
imagination. Bwin^iehani landed at 
Archangel in May, with a white star on 
his shoulder, heroism in his heart and 
a soldier’s siniple needs in* his valise. 
His abilities were so various, his experi- 
ences so diverse, his qualifications so 
incongruous, that the gods who govern 
one’s destinies from Archangel were 
puzzled to know what to do with him. 
When, i^ reply to their inquiry as to his 
wishes, he said that of course he wanted 
a fighting job, they smiled at him 
pleasantly and thought it would be best 
to api^int him as A.M.L.O., or Assist- 
ant Military Haading Officer, at a plac 

which we will call Ust- 

Troitski, consisting of 
two wooden houses, 
three tents and a ferry- 
boat on the banks of a 
tributary of the Dvina. 

His command and staff , 
there were to consist of f 
a British corporal and 
two Russian soldiers ; 
and his work would be 
to scan the shining 
stretches of the broad 
river on the chance that 
a barge-load of troops 
might haul in to Ust- 
Troitski, 

The prospect did not 
please Swinglehain, but 
he had a soldier - soul,, 
and proceeded — though 
grousing— ^ whither he 
was .sent. Together, 
he and his kit, after a i 
delightful barge-trip of 
two or three days, 


for 


away, and might not be available 
weeks. 

“How can 1 go, then? ’* asked Swin 
gleham. 

“ You might wait till the winter and 
go by sleigh,” said the N.T.O. ; “or— 
i ’ll ring up Guppies and see if he onu 
give you a droshky.” 

Guppies was a'wonderful K.A.H.G. 
man who had spent an endles.s winter 
working miracles, but he was abso- 
lutely stumped for droshkies. 

“ How far is it ? ” asked Swingleham. 

“ Twenty versts/* said the N.T.O. 

“ J ’ll walk it,” said Swingleham, 
“ and your Mr. Guppies can pusli oft* 
my kit after me, like a kind soul, ^Yhe^l 
he can raise a droshky.’* 

So Swingleham walked oft and 



IN HIS 


Golfer, Er— PEAE he— the Major is cbetainey viaty strong 

EANGUAOB/' 

Sandy {lately de^bilised). “Hoots, hah, that's iiothin'. I was wi' him 

AE NIGHT OH THE ARRAS ROAD WHEN THE HOLE OOT I.OOSE AH' TUT ITS FEFT 

through the case o' whusky. He was wond^-r-^l vua its 


reached an im- 
portant village, where there were as 
many as twenty wooden, houses, one 
of them being what is khot^n here as a 
Best House. This village \ye will call 
Pinetskoe, and there tl le barge deposited 
Swingleham and his valise to await 
transport for UsI-Troitski. .. ; 

Having dropped bin kit air the Best 
House, bwinglehaib dashed off to see 
the Naval Transpoi^^ .and ask 

when the boat for TI^^t^Trbitski left. 
That was how he put it^^the boat (or 
Ust-Troitski,” as who shcxM^'Say “the 
London Express.” The N;T.O:/long- 
suffering but a little cynical, asked 
when he would like it to go, and 
Swingleham said At once.” 

Then the N.T.O. explained how things 
really were; that the river was low, 
and still sinking ; that there was ordy 
one tug of shallow enough draught to 
cr^s the bar at the mouth of the Troit- 
ski river, that she was bwy pulling 
barges oft .the sand miles and miles 


reached Ust-Troitski in a mist of flies 
and a white lather; and the Corporal 
with a telegram saying that he 
was posted to a Slavo-British battalion 
and was to report forthwith at Slioclisli. 
Where Shedish was Swingleham didn’t 
know, so, after mopping his brow and 
remarking about the flies, he walked 
back to Pinetskoe. There he found a 
tug at the quay on the point of starting 
for Shedish— a four days* journey. 

“ By J ove, how lucky I ” said Swingle- 
ham to the N.T.O.; “ I *11 get my valise 
from the ^Best House and push off.** 

“ Your valiseisn’t at the EeatHonse,” 
N.T.O. “ Didn’t it pass you on 
the Ust-Troitski road? I got hold of a 
droshky just after you left anct sent it 
on oh your track.” 

“ Never saw it,” said Swingleham, 
“Ete^. ’have it sent after me; to 
Shedish; there’s a Corporal at tJs4- 
Troitski who ’ll turn the droshky round ' 
when it blows in there. I ’m not goinsr 
to miss this boat/* ^ 


So Swingleham embarked, his face 
at last towards the battle. J3ut when 
lie reached Shedish tho })attalion had 
moved. Nothing daunted, having 
bought a tooth-brush and a towel from 
Ordnance, he caught a barge and 
followed it, leaving instructions with 
tho N.T.O. at ShefUsli to keep the kit 
njoving in his wake . . . 

With the battalion, a few weeks later 
Swingleham returned to Shedish. His 
valise had left two days before, tryin< 
to overtake him. (You will kindly re 
member the size of North Russia.) 

So it goes on. Everybody is trying 
to help Swingleham. His story is wel!- 
knowu througlmut the Allied forces; 
notan Embarkation or Naval Transport 
officer, 0.0, trcx )pH or Base Command- 
ant but is familiar with 
tho e.\tenials of the val- 
ise, Tile respective or- 
liits of the man and his 
kit are matter for fre- 
quent priority wires ; 
the energies of a large 
number of hrilliantand 
deterniiued organisers 
aroeoncentrak<i on tiie 
effort to eftoet their 
junction. 

i said that tins sim 
)>le story appeals to the 
imagination. Is there 
not food for fancy in 
the thouglit of the 
lonely travels of those 
two- -tho man discon- 
solate though refusing 
to do.spair ; the valise, 
useless, mere inert and 
obstructive matter 
without him* vvauder- 
— — ' ' — ' ing week by week, day 

and night, along the wide polished vistas 
of shallow rivers, bumping in carts on 
wooalana tracks, waiting in bare rest 
houses or crowded camps, passing each 
other unaware perhaps, as one big barge 
slides by another on the Dvina; per- 
haps even waiting on the same beach 
lor boats going opposite ways. 

Though they all do their best to 
bring it about, his friends do not know 
whetlier the reunion miglit hot now 
be a disaster . At present S wingleh am ’.s 
valise IS a beautiful dream to him, an 
inspiration, a daily hope. His first 
thought every morning is that the new 
day may bring it ; at meals he falls 
into trance-like contemplation, and we 
kn<w that his inner eye is following it, 
with its incredibly various and com- 
plete contents, to and fro and up and 
down the. sun-beaten roadways 
and waterways of .this vast, lonely and 
most leisurely lanC^ Is not disiilasion- 
ment inevitable if evear Swingleham’s 
dreain is consummated? 





EEOIDIVISTS. 

“Well, and what are you people 
doing about holidays? ” said Pamela. 

Alter three months we three had 
met again, and were now in Pam’s 
boudoir discussing holidays, those holi- 
days which we had planned so many 
times during our war- work. 

Our castles in the air had taken 
different shapes. Pam, who had been 
an E.A.F. driver for Wo years, had 
planned a long lazy month in Cornwall 
— the sea-bathing, bed-at-eight-o'clock 
variety. Diana, whose hands still tes- 
tified to her unceasing labours on the 
land for the past three years* evidently 
considered that Brighton waslhe height 
of human bliss ; while I, having washed 
up, scrubbed floors, blacked grates and 
incidentally teiided the wounded, felt 
that the only holiday worth havi-ng. 
was a country house one, with heaps’ 
of lawn-tennis and boating. ' ' * 
t These had been our plans on being 
demobilised, and nowj after a strenuous 
three months of jazzing, theatres and 
so on, we had met bjr appointment to 
discuss once more the joys of our mueh- 
talked-of holidays. 


At Pam’s question I felt my face glow, 
but, on gaziug furtively round, I was 
sui’prised to see the same phenomenon 
apparent in ; the others. There was 
a short pause, then Diana broke into 
hurried conversation. 

“Look here, you two, I’ve been so 
bored these last months with people 
and everything that I could weep, and 
the thought of Brighton doesn’t attract 
somehow. 4 ^ i^sed to know at. 

the farm, and who is stiU there, is long- 
ing for a month off, so I ’m going back 
to take her place.” 

This came; put with a defiant rush. 
Pam and I gazed at each other and then 
dissolved into laughter. 

“What is it?” cried Diana. “You 
don’t mean--—” 

“ But I do,” said Pam. “ I ’ve been 
so fed up and missed the car so much 
that I Ve persuaded my uncle, the 
doctor, yon know, to give his chauffeur 
a month off and let me take his place.” 

They both turned to me. “Now 
then, Anne, what horrid secret?” 

“ A ‘month at St. Mark's Hospital, 
bdc^ause they are so shorthanded,” I 
' confessed ; and the holidays committee 
broke up in disorder. 


Another Headache for the Historian. 

“ An Austhtlian declaration was long over- 
due ... at tlie Oval on Saturday afternoon, 
when there broke from the crowd a straw- 
hatted strafnger, who advanced tow^ards the 
pitch gesticulating wildly, pointing an in- 
dignant finger ; first at, the score -board and 
then at the clock .” — Daily MaU^ Aug. Mh, 

“ Then one gentleman in blade, with a black 
bowler hat, and a black look on his face, woke 
suddenly from a deep sleep. . . He shook him- 
self up, bade good-bye to his friends, who were 
ignorant of his intentions, and strode solemnly 
into the centre of the arena.” 

Daily Chronicle^ Aitg. 4^7i. 

I 

“The Fastest Plane. — The fastest aero- 
plane in the world, which arrived at Kenley, 
having come from Paris at a speed of 112 
miles a minute, is reported to have crashed at 
Marg^uiae.” — CoUgne Post • 

Too bad, justits we were contemplatiug 
the possibility of a week-end trip to 

Australia.^ r 

A Candid Confession. 

“ The ram did not damp the spirits of the 
•parishioners. On the contrary it put them 
into a good temper, and it was badly needed.” | 
West-Country Papet\ 

“ Beitish and Russia. — ^The position of the 
‘British forces in Russia will be explained in 
the 6amm<ms yesterday.” — Daily Mirror, 
Exactly ! 
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TO A. GOLF-BALL. 

Opt, was it just here in the bramble 

Or right over there in the whin 

That thou boundedst with many a 
gambol 

And poppedst exultingly in ? 

As a sword that is swung by the smiter 
Thou cleavedst the ambient blue, 

And I cried, “I will hole out "that 
blighter, 

So help me, in two.” 

How little I thought of disaster 

As I stepped to the seventeenth tee 
And, assuming the airs of a master, 
Adjusted each ankle and knee, 

Poised lightly, addressed thee and drave 
thee, 

Then poised with professional mien, 
Never dreaming the belt that I gave 
thee 

Had carried the green. 

The lark in the blue empyrean 

Sings sweetly and mounts as he sings, 
And I would for the nonce I could be an 
Ethereal creature with wings ; 

Not hunting a pitfulent pellet, 

A target for prickle and spine, 

And wondering where in the — deuce it 
Contrives to recline. 

As a rabbit surprised in the furrow 

And chased hy the ravening hound 
Eebires in disgust to his burrow 

And passes the day underground, 

So lurkest thou, deftly concealed 

In a bower of sweet grasses and 
thyme, 

Secure as an eft or an eel hid 

In bottomless slime. 

My caddie I long since have rated 

As one with the bat and the mole, 
And Smith, my opponent, elated, 
Implores me to give up the hole ; 

I wis he is anxious to collar 
•A cheaply won triumph, and claim 
The match and the paltry half-dollar 
We have on the game. 

Not so. Though I search for an aeon 
Till my soul become one with the 
wilds 

And a crop of white whiskers flow free 
on * 

This chin that is bare as a child’s, 
Some day I shall find thee and play 
thee, 

Yea, grasping my niblick with glee, 

A foot from the pin will I lay thee 

And sink thee in three. 

And Smith (well along in the seventies) 
Will shake bis abandoned old head 
And, croaking, An outrage, by Heaven, 

■ 'tisl” 

Go doddering home to his bed; 

But me they will lay in my coffin 

And friends Will inscribe on my bier, 
*' He perished, a victim to golf, in 

His ninety-fifth year,” Alg-oii, 

CELESTIAL LOOT. 

Yestebday evening, just before dusk, 
I heard a commotion outside iny hut. 
Putting my head round the door to see 
what was the matter, I nearly butted 
into my two old friends, Ah Sin and 
Dam Li. 

“China boy wantchee say good-byee,” 
they began together as soon as they 
saw me. “ You savvy, go back to China 
plenty quick to-mollow.” 

“ I am very sorry to hear that,” I re- 
plied truthfully. “ I shall miss you both 
very much indeed — althougii you are a 
couple of awful ruflians, aren’t you ? ” 

Dam Li grinned. 

“Ah Sin number one big lufllian,” he 
agreed ; “ but Dam Li ” 

“Dam Li blother to Ah Sj^n,” tiic 
latter worthy put in promptly, “ and 
allee both plenty too inuchee sad for 
leaving hon’lable oflicer,” ho went on. 

“ Him number one topside fine gentle- 
man an’ China boy no wantciiee go.” 

I had heard this gratifying intelli- 
gence about myself too often to be 
greatly impressed by it. I knew ex- 
actly wiiat was coming — shameless 
attempt to wheedle something out of 
me before they went. My pockets felt 
lighter already in anticipation, for I 
knew that I could never harden my 
heart this time, when in ail human 
probability I should never see them 
again. 

“ Aren’t you glad to be going back to 
China?” I asked after a while, seeing 
that they seemed to be waiting for me 
to say something. 

“China welly tip-top,” admitted Ah 
Sin, “ but sea too mucliee bad. Makeum 
lations topsy-turvy in stomach,” lie 
added with a wave of his hand towards 
that susceptible region.. 

“ Sea plenty too muchee loly-poly,” 
agreed Dam Li. “Bub s'pose China 
boy haveum joss in pocket, sea no can 
do nothing.” 

“ Have you two got a joss ? ” I asked. 

“ Haveum plenty soon,” replied Dam 
Li enigmatically, after w^hich they wore 
both silent for a few moments. The 
conversation was evidently not shap- 
ing itself to their liking. They looked 
several times from one to the other and 
then at me until finally Dam Li pushed 
Ah Sin forward in my direction. 

“ You talkee,” he said with unwonted 
self-denial. 

“ China boy him clear out to-mollow,” 
he began as though telling me some- 
thing new. “ Plenty solly.” 

Dam Li came to his rescue. 

“China boy flight en' for honlable 
officer, him forgettee poo’ Dam Li an’ 
Ah Sin,” he explained. 

“No wantciiee that** continued Ah 
Sin. 

“ You needn't worry,” I assured tliern. 

“ I shall certainly never forget you , and 

I hope you won’t forget me either.” 

“ No can do,” they asserted in unison. 

“ S’pose lion’lable officer giveum photo- 
glapb,” they went on liaatily, bringing 
out the last word with evident pride at 
their mastery of the English language. 

“Photoglaph plenty good joss,” re- 
marked Dam Li tlioughbfully, 

“’Cf course, I ’ll give you a photo if 
you want one,” I began, 

“Alice two both Wantciiee photo- 
glaph,” said Ah Sin hastily. 

“ All right — two photos,” I amended 
and went into the hut to fetch them. 

While I was rummaging in rny kit 

I heard a slight sound and looked up to 
(incl the two Chinamen standing close 
behind me. 

“Photoglaphs have walkeo?” asked 
Dam Li. “ China boy findum plenty 
quick,” he affirmed, and they bent down 
to assist mo in the search. 

Uibiiuabely the photos were discov- 
ered, signed by mo and presented with 
duo ceremony, and then we said good- 
bye to one another with many protest- 
ations of mutual esteem. 

After I had seen them out of the camp 

I went back to my hut. i saw my kit 
strewn about the floor and a liorrible 
thought struck mo. 

“Good Lord!” I said to myself. 

“ Only a couple of photos. It ’s hardly 
like them. I ’d hotter have a look 
round and see what tliey’vo taken a 
fancy to thin time.” 

1 had a look and was immediately 
ashamed. Nothing was missing. On 
the contrary I found a pair of beautiful 
German binoculars and a German auto- 
matic pistol W’hich liad never been there 
before, 

I fear I must return these treasures 
to the Salvage Corps from which they 
were pinched, or I sink below the moral 
of a Chink, 

For it is better to give stolen goods 
than to receive them. 

Another Sex-Problem. 

“Fok Sale. 

Pure-bred Milking Shorthorn Bull, 9 months 
old,” — Fiji Times and Herald* 

“Lubricating and Edible Oil Traveller, 
with connection, Desires Change.” 

Provincial Paper. 
Why not try the Cannibal Islands ? 

• “Kon-Stop I^kack Poem. 

The president of the Free Church 

Council publishes a 28-line Peace poem with 
only one full stop at the end.” 

Glasgow Evening Times. 
Not having seen the poem in question 
we are unable to say whether it would 
have been an improvement to have 
placed the full stop at the beginning. 




MY FIEST PLIGHT. 

Steanded at Brighton and bored to monotony, 

Sadly I roamed by the crowd-haunted shore ; 

Fed up with bathing and boating and botany, 
Languidly humming the strains of ** Asthore ” ; 

Then, in the offing, descended an aeroplane, 

Gaily the pilot came striding, my’ way ; 

“ 'Afternoon, Sir! " he exclaimed. Would you dare 
a 'plane 

Voyage to-day ? ” 

Turning, I gazed with an eye that was critical 
At the contraption of fabric and 'Wires ; 

Plying 's a game which my friends in the City call 
Simply gilt-edged— it uplifts and inspires. 

Holiday-makers stood by in' expectancy, 

Cinema naerchants rushed up with their reels ; 

“Go it!” cried somebody; “go an' get wrecked 
an' see ‘ 

- Just how it feels," 

I who had fought for a seat in an omnibus 
Surely bouldjneyer recoil from a 'plane ? 

There, iiewly' painted, %he stood like a Eomney 'l)us, 
Bidding me soar through the vasty inane. 

Breathing a prayer for myself and my Fatherland 
Swiftly I scrambled aboard (the First Act) ; 

Upward we soared till I felt I would rather land 
Promptly— intact. 

Swift rushed the air and the engine w^as thunderous ; 
“ Say, shall I stunt you ? " the pilot then roared. 

Clouds ^vero above us and Brighton was under us ; 
Peace reigned below— there was Panic on board. 


Fiercely pulsated my turbulent heart inside, 

Fiercely wo skidded and stunted and swayed ; 
Grimly I crouched in that brute of a Martinsyde — 
Dazed and dismayed. 

Efery mad moment seemed in its intensity 
^ More than a cycle of slow-moving years ; 

Finally I, in a state of dumb density, 

. Eeached terra finna mid hurricane cheers. 

Since I 've decided that nothing can justify 
Passenger flights in a nerve-racking 'plane ; 

Others may welcome the sport, but I 'm cussed if I 
Try it again. 

“ In a few days we should learn the composition of the Ministry, if, 
indeed, there are to be changes beyond the limitation of the Slinisters 
m the Cabinet to a doze or so.” — Provviidal Pcijper, 

Tho Government appears to be waking up at last. 

“Major Patteaon. who is in charge oi tho aeroplanes at Harrogate, 
^s made some 200 flights between Paris and London, and crossed the 
Channel very often.” — Yorkshire Ohserver. 

Yes, that is, we believe, the most popular route. 

- The [Westminster 'Gazette informs us that an American 
war correspondent will" shortly delight London with his 
“illustrated travelogues.” It successful he will doubtless 
be succeeded by a Californian cow-puncher with his illus- 
trated cattleogues. 

From a report of Sussex v, Lancashire : — 

** fowling much faster than he had done before luncheon Tyldosley 
;^ght to have had Bakcr^s wicket with the batsman’s score at six, 
Hallows missing a catch that camo to him rather low in the lips It 
was not an expensive mistake.”— Dai??/ Paper. 

Still, the fieldsman was decidedly down in the mouth over it. 
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ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT Communications Bill into some- tern of direct commissions from the 

Mnu/ln'ji AnmiKif dfh TVi ' |gss of a “ one-man show *’ than it Universities (which gave us, among 

Monday, August Ml— T he concur- was when presented to them, and carried other officers, one Dotolas Haig) i 
lenco of Bank Holiday, fine weather against the Government an amendment he resm-nfirl. 


and a Marine Pageant on the Thames providing that the Minister’s “advisory The Army of Occupation in Ireland 
did not deter Members fromi doing their council” should consist, not of Minis- is costing tfie country close on a million 
duty to their constituents. They turned terial nominees, as had been intended, a month ; and never Lve Irish farmers 
up punctually at a quarter to three, sat but of the representatives of outside been more flourishing. No wonder’ 
through Questions and were listening bodies. The Loud Chancbli.ob dis- Sinn Fein is popular in tlie rural 
With rapt attention while Mi. Hogge claimed the notion that the Minister districts. 

expounded the true inwardness of the would be an irresponsible autocrat, and Lord Robert Cecil must be amused 
Estimates, until Mr. to see the wav in which ho is 


Scottish Estimates, until Mr. 
Speaker, fearing the effect of so 
much excitement, suggested an 
adjournment to the Terrace for an 
hour or so. 

It is fortunate that as Chair- 
man of the Great Northern Rail- 
way Sir Erederick Banbury is 
thoroughly acquainted with the Gk 
block-system. But for his vigi- 
lance the War Emergency Laws 
(Continuance) Bill, under which 
our liberties would be at the mercy 

of D.O.R.A. for yet another year, 

might have slipped through un- 
opposed. But Sir Erederick, 
putting down the signal, temper- _ 
arily shunted it into a siding. ^ 

A commendable vigilance re- J 
garding the administration of St. 
Helena was displayed by Mr. 
Joynson-Hicks. Colonel Amery 3 
might think it all right that the ^ j 
Governor should be doing war- 
work at home and that his deputy 1 
should have only half-a-dozen 
soldiers under his command, but 
Mr. Joynson-Hicks sees farther "p 
into the future. At any moment ^0 
St, Helena may be called upon to 
resume her historic rdle as an 
imperial dungeon, and surely she 
should be suitably equipped for ^ 
the purpose. 

Convinced by the Mercantile 
Marine Pageant — the last of the 
Peace celebrations — that the War 
is really over, Lord Haldane sees 5,2^^ 







bailed as the corning man in 
newspapers which before the War 
had never a good word for him or 
his family. But he shows no 
tendency to gain power by lean- 
ing to the extreme Left, and this 
afternoon he elicited from Mr. 
Bonar Law a statement that the 
“direct action*’ movement was 
the negation of democracy and 
y-. would be resisted by the Govern- 
ment with all the forces at their 
disposal. 

Asked if be had called the Prime 
U Minister’s attention to the neces- 

a sity of cutting down unnecessary 

^ expenditure, Mr. Chamberlain, 

m » his hand on his heart, replied that 
W liis right hon. friend was as zeal- 
ous as himself for economy in 
every branch of the public service. 
The value of this testimonial was, 
of course, in no way discounted 
by the immediate appearance of 
his right hon. friend, bearing a 
message from the King, recom- 
< mending the grants of sums vary- 
^ ing from £100,000 to £10,000 to 
m the victorious commanders^ and 
% organizers of victory by sea and 
land. These are debts of honour 
which the Nation will gladly and 
gi’9;tefuUy pay. 

But when Mr. Bonar Law, 
later in the evening, invited the 
Sire to pass the Second Bead- 

ERiPLE of ^^0 Ministries and Secre- 
taries Bill, under which Minis- 


Lord Bobebt Cecil, “Behold the gauntlet, Sire, 

is leaily ovei, Lord Haldane sees has been thrown down before us bv the triple ^^g of the Ministries and Secre- 
no further reason for concealing band.” taries Bill, under which Minis- 

his light under a bushel. As an ilfr. “Yes, I’ve rung up David, and he terial salaries of two thousand 
ex-Lord Chancellor, he comforted hecessary ™ gloves when pounds are to be raised to five 

Lord Lovat with the assurance ^^oessary, thousand pounds, it was felt that 

that it was quite permissible to make incidentallyshowed that there are limits there was too glaring a discrepancy 
a second-reading speech on going into to his own personal ambitions. He between principles and practice. Mr. 
Committee. Next, as a squire of dames presumed that so important an officer of Law’s engaging plea, that in this con- 
he protested against the Government’s State would be a Member of the Cabinet, nection “economy was irrelevant,” 
proposal to exclude women by Order in but hastened to add, “I shall not have failed to convince; and he only got his 
Council from certain Imperial posts, the forming of that Cabinet, and I do Bill by promising that nothing more 


Binally, as an ex- War Secretary, be ob- not know.” should be heard of it till the Autumn, 

jected to the inclusion of the Militia Members were agreeably surprised Wednesday, August 6 th , — If our Min- 

Acts in the Expiring Laws Continu- to hear from Mr. Churchill that in isters have been somewhat tardy in 
ance Bill. If .there is one thing on future education is to be regarded as moving the Votes of Thanks to the 
which he prides himself it is the de- an integral part of Army training. So Eorces, they atoned for the delay by 
struction of the old Constitutional force, perhaps the refrain of the old song, the eloquence with which they recom- 
Still he does not want^o be haunted “The Army’s the very best school in mended them. Lord Cubzon sought to 
every year by its ghost. the nation,” may some day be more be excused, on the ground of recent 

Tuesday, Ati^gust 6 th , — The Lords than metaphorically true. Meantime indisposition, if he failed to rise to the 
continued their efforts to turn the Ways it is satisfactory to know that the sys- full height of his majestic theme, but 
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[ the Peers who listened witii delight to 
I his comprehensive and finely-phrased 
I i‘eview of the War could only wonder i 
what more he could have said, or how I 
he could have bettered its expression, if 
he bad been in robust health. 

The lapidary art is not that brand) 

, of oratory in which the present Prime 
Minister most particularly excels. But 
! if his compliments to individuals did 
: not rise much above the commonplace, 
his story of how the British nation — in 
3914 “the most imwarlike people in 
Europe’' — braced and equipped itself 
for the long struggle and eventually 
emerged victorious, was thrillingly told. 

The Votes of Tlianks w€)‘e passed 
mniine contradicentei but there was a 
certain amount of opposition to the 
monetary grants for the naval and mili- 
tary commanders. Mr. Adamson, on 
behalf of the Labour Party, moved 
to reduce them from £580,000 to . 

. £200,000, and received a I'athcr 
surprising volume of heterogen- 
eous support. But the Votes wei’O 
carried by 272 to 64. ^ 

Then the House had a lively 
hour or two over the Welsh Oliurch 
(Temporalities) Bill. As the re- 
sult of the War the value of tithe 
has risen so greatly that the Welsli a 
municipalities, instead of x^rofiting ^ 
by the disendowmont of the Ohurclx 
in Wales, are threatened with bank- 
ruptcy. So they are to be relieved 
at the expense of the long-suffering 
taxpayer. The debate was chieffy 
remarkable for a concerted attack 
by tlie brothers CeGid on Mr. 
Bonab Law for his alleged per- 
fidy in accepting as a fait uc- 
com^U an Act which he had - 
promised to repeal. The culprit’s de- 
fence was that as a Coalitionist Minister 
he was not bound by his promises as a 
Unionist leader of the Opposition ; and 
this plea, backed by a testimonial from 
the Bishop of St. Asaph, was so con- 1 
vincing that only 37 Mombei’S W’ent 
into the Cecilian lobby. 

An announcement that leathern 
gloves may now be imported from 
Germany has caused dismay among 
Tariff Eeformers, who fear that the 
Government bayeforgotten theintimate 
connection between these articles and 
the Hidden Hand. 

Thursdcuiji August 7tfi . — The sudden 
introduction of a Profiteering Bill is by. 
no means popular with Members, chiefly 
because it will oblige them to postpone 
their holidays. Sir EREDBiiicK Ban- 
bury advanced another objection to it 
in the fact that the word “ profiteering 
does not yet appear in the dictionary, 
and urged that the title should be 
brought into conformity ^ith the Eng- 
lish language. Presumably he would 


like “ The Forestalling, Jilngrossing and 
Regrating Bill.” Tlie use of these 
ancient terms would, at any rate, remind 
X 3 eople tl)at “profiteering ” is not a vice 
peculiar to tlie twentieth century and 
that previous legislative attempts to ex- 
tirpate it Iiave not been conspicuously 
successful. 

Tlie debate on ibe Oon.solidated 
Fund Bill was chiefly remarkable for 
tlie fact that the Phimk IMinlstkk took 
Xiart in it. This is the tliird time this 
week that he has been in the House of 
Commons a place that latterly he has 
been supposed to elierish in the spirit 
of the man who liked Glasgow because 
there were “ such grand facilities for 
getting away from it.” Mr. Ijhoyn 
Georok was careful, liowever, to ex- 
X)lain tliat ibis week’s assiduity must 
not be regarded as a precedent, and 
that in the future, as in the pasi, liis i 





jMA, quikt at SC0TLAK!> yahi>. 

‘‘Hhoutt’s tub Fiubnd,’* 

visits would probably be of an angelic 
character. 

He is entirely iu sympathy with Ids 
Chancellor of the Exchequer, who, in 
the course of a most gloomy oration, 
showing that his Budget estimates had 
been all knocked sideways, remarked 
that if they were to give Ministers six 
weeks’ holiday and then six weeks for 
thought the national business would 
be better done. 

J p'ojoosoi the German indemnities: 

“ Is it uot the considered judgment of our 
best financial experts that if the Allies get 
200 thousand minions over a long course of 
years they will be very lucky ? ” 

Westndnstcr Gastitc. 

I The answer is in the affirmative. 

From Qtfeiiilletm : — 

“And the fragrance of bog-uiyrtic, wild 
thyme and the sea-anemone rose to the senses 
like a sweet narcotic.’* 

Well, there ’s no accounting for tastes, 
but personally we prefer that the ane- 
mone should come from the wood. 


THE LATEBa^ GOLF REGORm. 

AccoimiNG to The JUill Mall (hmtie 
of August 6th Afr. G. Bchiuby of Finchley 
caught a swallow-tail butterfly on the 
Wembley golf course on the x>revious 
Saturday. The event, in view of the 
scene of tlu'. capture, seems to him 
worthy of record. Wo agree; but should 
like to point out with all respect that 
Wembley does not enjoy a monopoly of 
tliese interesting experjcnces. 

For example, the Weekly .Bulletin of 
the North BorelandGolf Ciubdescribes 
how Ml’. Norman Btunter, the captain 
of the club, whih* recently ajipreaching 
the sixtli green, struck and temporarily 
stunned a fine capercailzie which had 
inaclverlentiy perched on the pin. The 
bird on its re<iOvery struggled des- 
perately to escape, hut was finally over- 
pow(n*etl an<l despatclied in a inotor- 
. . car to Mr. Btuntor’s moor in Inver- 
fi; I ness-.shire, wliere it is doing as well 
) as couhl he expet;ted. 

Curiously enough, on tlie same 
tlay another member of the North 
Boreland Golf Club discovered a 
huge slow- worm in a comatose con- 
dition in his locker. The reptile, 
having been revived with sloe-gin, 
executed a quick marcli into the 
sand-hills and disappeared, 

:• Even more starthng was the ex- 
: . iierience vouchsafied to Mr. Ivor 
;.r’ Jenkins, the famous Broadstairs 
plussor, two days later, when, on 
reaching the crater hole, he dis- 
<‘overod a lion cub, which had es- 
caped from a travelling mouagorio, 

* lying^ asleep on the green. Mr. 
Jenkins, who is a man of iron con- 
stitution, telegraphed to the chief 
constable, and with the aid of the police 
succeeded in driving the animal off the 
course into tlie groumls of an adjoining 
Christian Science infant school. 

Lastly, tlierc remains the gallant 
exploit of Sir Silas Slazenger, K.B.E., 
who, while sitting outside the club- 
house after lunch, eauglit a Purple 
Emperor in his twenty-guinea Panama 
hat. The insect has been duly for- 
warded by aeroplane to the head- 
quartex’s of the League of Nations for | 
examination and internmeni. 


“On Saturday evening last there ^\as a re- 
cord audience around the Band Stand to listen 
; to the iiistrumantalisation and vocalisation of 
this celebrated Concert Party, every chair Wing 
occupied by between 600 and 700 people.'* 

A “ record ” indeed. 

“Mr. , B.A., intends to Open a Pre- 
paratory School at ‘ The Birches,* , on 

September 10th, 1010, to Prepare 'Boys for the 
public Sehctols, Navy, etc.** — Scotiish Paper, 

“ What ’s in a name ? ” — yefc it sonnds 
rather orainons. 




HOPE SPRINGS ETERNAL- 


“Abe xocf— oould toc be— is it tossibeb yov abb by any «haeob on yocb way to start 

nUlLiDliNijr A HOUSE f 


TO A VERY OLD ERIEND. 

Though the voitl that your absence 
created 

Went 'wholly unnoticed in war» 

This year, now our Peace has been f^ted, 
We eagerly wait you once more, 
Dnheld by a warlike commotion, 

All ready for you is the soene- 
To come (Venus-like) from the ocean, 
Sea-serpent, old bean. 

We are hoping a newspaper note *11 
Inform us ere long how the mate, 

A person entirely teetotal, 

Perceived you on such and such date 
Careering some distance to leeward. 
And, almost demented with fear, 
Galled out to his colleague the steward 
For (temperance) beer. 

Gome back to us, friend ; there 's no 
' reason 

This Summer why you should with- 
hold 

That charm from our holiday season 
It boasted so often of old. 

We are getting quite anxious about you, 
Say not you are totally lost ; 

Come back, for an August without you 
Is simply a f^ost* 

wanted, used to breeehes and 

ifi jjQocbl 

A chance for the Wometf a Jjsmd Anny. 


STRANGE WAYS AND CURIOUS 
COMMUNICATIONS. 

192 — , A.n. 

Foogy. wej^ither yesterday favoured 
th^ ceremony of pulling up the £rst 
milestone of the York-Newcastle road. 
The disl'odgment c^emony was per- 
formed .by. the -Eight Hon. the Lord 
Geddes of Eebics, who as late Chair- 
man of the North-Eastern Railway is 
also, as is generally known, ex-officio 
President of the Ways and Communi- 
cations Ministry. 

^ Owing to the existence of some local 
disaffection it was found necessary to 
post a strong force of railway police, and 
these, together with a group of North- 
Eastern Railway directors and other 
officials of the company, made up an: 
appreciative if not very large audience. 

Having skilfully dislodged the stone 
the noble lord, in r^ponse to the sound 
of loud cheers and fog-signals, said that 
it gave him^the very greatest pleasure 
thus to initiate the suppression of the 
iniquitous system of English roads with 
which the nation had been so long 
cursed. By thus discouraging the use 
of these highways, contini:^ the noble 
lord, speaking with considerable emo- 
tion, they be removing from the; 

public agnsiii- temptaMon to disloy^y; 
— disloyalty to the railways to* itftesh' 


they owed so much and to which they 
were now going to owe so much more 
— much more than they could ^ver hope 
to pay. He had fche greatest pleasure 
in declaring the milestone well andl 
truly pulled up. (Loud and prolonged 
applause.) 

The guests afterwards partook of tea, 
light refreshment served from a railway 
platform tea-waggon, after which the 
company indulged in motorist-baiting, 
pedestrian-hunting and other popular 
sjjorts, and a very pleasant day ended j 
with a magnificent bonfire, by means | 
of which several million gallons of 
pdjroi were consumed. 

''i' il! sj; ' :;x 

The Bill making it a misdemeanour 
for a person to leave the street in which 
he resides except by means of a railway 
passed its second reading yesterday. 
An amendment, by which it was pro- 
posed to suspend the operation of the 
Act in the case of persons residing in 
streets through which one of the new 
street railways, has met yet been laid, 
was resisted by the President of the 
No-Road Board, who said that it was 
the intention of the Government to pre- 
v^t all movement other than by rail. 
Persons who were still waiting for a ■ 
street-railway must in the interval 
‘cd®t;ent themselves with remaining at 
'home. 
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CONFESSION. 


but I found it too dangerous and decided 
to confine him to the house, giving it 


Conscience makes cowards of us all, out to the world that I had despatched 
and after four years of secret suffering him. • i o i* 


VALEDICTORY. 

(To the Ji'ussiaii Ballet.) 
A WORLD that is sombre or potty 
Has suddenly drearier grown; 


which I can no longer bear I have The result was electrical, Suibition ^ lias suddonl]^ cheaiiei giown, 
decided to confess all and go and live smiled upon mo once more, and fov four Karsavina, Massink, (Ikcchetti, 
in a neutral country. years this deception was kept up. I With all of Iho Ballet, have flown ; 

I will not mince matters. For four found it difficult to look people straight And the audiences, strangely assorted, 
years and a lialf I have sheltered an in the face and developed a hunted feel- That packed the Alhambra by night 
enemy alien, one Ludwig of Munich, ing, as if I were always under the oyo By unanimous rapture transported, 

• I brought him with me from Munich of the police or the secret service. _ Are robbed of tlioir dearest delight, 
in 1913, and it would be idle to pretend The long period of sedentaiy living more for a while shall our joyanco 

that our acquaintance ripened into any- told upon Ludw'ig, who put on flesh to marvellous 

thing less than deep atfection. That such a degree that towai’ds tlio close miiuos 

he ever had any German sympathies ! of the War his legs became quite use- arc a source of annoy- 

shall always deny, and he will remain less, as they simply did not reach the 

for ever in my memory as a paragon ground. The employment of Swedish makers of topical rliymos; 

of gentility. , movements proved quite inettectiyo a.ud gonius in regions romantic, 

Ludwig, I may mention en passant Ludwig was compelled to remain in bed. domains, 

was a Dachshund, who first attracted On rofcurnmg homo on the day of the ^ dolieate now eorvhantio 
my attention in Munich by his ingbn- proelainatioii of Armistice I rushed into ^ ^yith equal’ supremacy reigns. 

Ulty in defending his dinner against Ludwigs room to tell iuin the nows. 

hungry rivals, which he did by forming His face lit up, but tlie supremo effort* Delightful, iho^igli seldom liilarious, 
a co*nplefce circle round the |“ — — - . methods refresh 


plate and eating from the 
centre. I approached liis 
owner with regard to pur- 
chase. After measuring 
Ludwig from nose to tail, 
he offered to sell him for 
live marks an inch, and so 
he returned to England 
with me. 

i 'Ludwig quickly settled 
down in this country and 
made many. friends, having 
li.ttle difficulty in picking up 
the English bark and adapt- 
ing himself to our customs ; 
but less, than a year after 






ADVERTISEMENTS ILLUSTRATED. 

“The Scarbr. — The Most Spobtiko- aki> Deadly Abtificul 


and inspire; 

b'or an art so enchaniingly 
various 

Is lit by perennial fire ; 

And, weilded to music iin- 
moi'tal 

Or fierce and alert and 
intense, 

Tadumphantly enters the 
portal 

Of heart and of brain and 
of sense. | 

From a worUl of malaisemd 
of mourning, 

Where daily now perils 
take sliape, 


his arrival war was declared Mechanical Minnow now on the market. Frightens the fish take si i ape, 

between 'Great Britain and out of the water. Write for one now and make certain of a Labour’s implacaldo 

Germany, and the whole basket. Only two-and-skpence each. Larger sike, twice warning 

position changed. Li ^ ^ They gave us a nightly 

. Ludwig’s friends dropped him at of wagging his tail caused lieart failure, escape ; 

onCe; strange dogs fought him, choos- due to fatty degeneration, and he died* And, deeply although she is sundered 
ing always a style unknown to him and . His-.death was a great shock to me. At home from Humanity’s heart, 
to^ which his physique was unsVited. I bad .hoped that at the. conclusion of Wo camo and we saw and we wondered 
HisOontinentaltraininghadbeen purely the War a sojourn at. one' of tlie Bpas At Russia’s invincible Art. 
Greco-Eoman, for which his length of Yvould restore him to his former good t i i t t j 

torso was admirably suited; but his health. But this was not to be. I aiewell, then, delcctablo danceis, 

antagonists invariably chose Catch-as- I fully realise that I court the con- mi r t 

catch-can, at which he stood no chance tempt of my fellow-countrymen in 

and was always beaten. . . . making such a declaration, but I openly , ; dismay and displease. 

As Ludwig’s master I incurred the i admit that I loved Ludwig. Through- > may your iioiiday lend you 


As Ludwig’s master I incurred the admit that I loved Ludwig. Through- ^^^weu , may your noiiaay lena you 
displeasure of my neighbeurs. I was but a long and trying ordeal, in which . *^o_yally earn, , 

suspect in Surbiton. My older friends he felt his position keenly, he preserved good wishes attend you, 

changed in their manner and advised the calm dignity which we expect from With hopes of your happy return * 

me to destroy the enemy within my Saxon blood. His devoted loyalty to ' ' ' 

gates. My position was intolerable, those who gave him shelter and his cheer- For Sale. -^O ne big 

I attempted to camouflage him, but ful resignation to his physical affliction t- , i , - houth Afrtcan i aper. 

I you cannot conceive how difficult it is stamp him as a gentleman whom, des- ^ harmonious black- 

' to make a Dachshund look like any- pite his nationality, I am proud to have 

thing else but a Dachshund.^ My wife known. , From a list of church services: — 

tried to take tuoks-^'in him, but with- ‘‘ITALIAN CRISIS. “ Festival of S Peter,* Apollo and Martyr.” 

out success, and. the attempt caused country see things wi^iT discontent.” ^ ’ South AfeiccL'ii 

Ludwig considerable pain. - > ^ South African This new detail is most interesting. We 

At last I decided^to intern him, with This phenomenon unfortunately is not have always longed to know more about 
an occasional walk “parerfe at night ; peculiar .to Italy. „ ^ , the great Apostle’s personal appearance* 


From a list of church services - 
“ Festival of S Peter,* Apollo and Slartyr.” 

South African Faper. 

This new detail is most interesting* We 
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PRIZE MONEY. T . 

On Victory night the lads of our 
village dragged a tarry old pilchard-boalb 
to the top of the headland and* set it 
afire. "Bull royally did it blaze.^ The 
moor-men on the heights of Cam Pol- 
Eihu saw it and made answer by setting 
the furze alight. The graziers of Pen- 
haze, not to be outdone in patriotism, 
touched a match to their landlord’s 
hay- stacks. All along the backbone of 
the Delectable Duchy leapt points of fire. 

Climbing our headland at 11*15 of 
that joyous night, I saw those ancient 
mariners, Captain Amos Jago and Uncle 
Billy John Polsue, the centre of an 
admiring school of small-fry, dancing 
round the flaming ribs of the pilchard- 
boat and chanting “Buie, Britannia.” 

Seeing that their combined ages 
totalled a century and a quarter, that 
they ^ were wearing sea-boots, and. that 
they had been toiling to unload the 
freight of the “ Ship Inn ” for six con- 
secutive hours, it was a very creditable 
•performance, I thought. 

At 12.45 I met the corps de ballet 
half-way down the cliff-path, homeward 
bound. : . . ■ ' 

Captain Amos Jago was sitting on 
the path, Ms broad back lodged against 
a boulder, engaged in a hopeless attempt 
to strike a light for his empty pipe with 
the miss-fire end of a match. - On the 


lee-sMe of him lay Uncle Billy John, 
taking his rest at full-length, his snores 
crashing Jike fog -signals. ** Tptal 
wreck,., ’e is, the gerb ole good-for- 
nawthin’,” grunted the Captain, re- 
ferring to his dancing partner. .“Well, 
what ’s the odds ? ‘ Peace do come but 
wance a year,’ as the sayin’ is — naw, 
that ’s Christmas, edden it ? ” he cor- 
rected. “Naw matter, wadever a is a 
doan come offen, an’ if me an’ Billy 
John ’ere, what done fower year coast- 
watchin’, wet or fine, edden entitled 
to our orderly an’ legitimate rejoice- 
ment s no man edden, no man.” 

I said I was sure of it. The Captain 
nodded vigorously. “ Yessir, we done 
our bit as good as the rest, wet or fine, 
an’ now — well, a drop pf drink in season 
an’ in reason doan do a man no ’arm, 
do et ? ” I SEtid I thought it might even 
do good. The Captain agreed. “ Yes, 
it might even do good — a power o’ good. 
Why, dang et all, look at Billy John 
’ere — did ’im a hundred pounds’ worth 
o’ good, didn’t et? A hundred pounds 
an’ a letter of ■ 'preciation from th^ 
Admiralty.” • * • • 

“ Did it ? ” I asked. The Captain | 
snorted, “ Of course et.did. Didn’t you ' 
never heard tell on how Billy John 
winned the hundred pound, then ? Sit 
4own to wance while I tell on et, ior 
’tis a brea -mazm’ .yarn. . Sit down to 
wance.” • I squatted obediently. . L 


“ Happened all along of a. wreck, we 
’ad ’ere last July twelve-month’. Coastf 
guard, called down wan, evenin’ to say 
there was a barque makin* poor weather 
of et close on the Shark’s Fin an' 'e 
thought she might be in trouble ’fore 
mornin’. Sure ’nough, come eleven | 
o’clock, up goes two red rockets to the 
nor’-west. Lifeboat put out, but ’arf- 
way ’cross the Bay she met a long-boat 
cornin’ in with fowerteen poor souls an’ 
wan ole black nigger aboard. Their 
barque had struck on the western edge 
of the Seven Sisters reef, they said, an’ 
was goin’ to pieces fast. Next mornin,’ 
sure ’nough, there wadden a thing to be 
seed . of ’er, nawthin’ but a scatter of 
sticks rollin’ in on the tide — wooden 
ship she were. The crew stayed around 
for two days, waitin’ to see would any 
of their belongings come ashore, then 
drove off to P’nzance in a waggonette, 
black nigger an’ all. The gale liad 
blawed itself clane out by then, but 
there was a brea drift of fog about, 
ridin’ ’pon the say.^ 

“No sooner had the crew drove off 
than qle Billy John lets on *e ’s for visitin’ 
’is crab-pots, pushes ’is dinghy off the 
slip and rows away sou’-east. Soon as 
’e ’s out of sight in the fog, ’e swings the 
dinghy nor’-west and pulls ’ard for the 
Seven Sisters — sly ole serpint I The say 
was as calm as a bowl o’ milk an’ lappin’ 
round they gert, rocks like a ca^-Hckinf 









OUR BOOKlIM^-aFFlCE. 

(By Mu Fmich's Staff of Lmmed Clerks.) 

The name. of Sacha Geegory is, I febink, new to me ; but 
if this means that his book, (Heinemann), is a 

first novel, it is certainly one of unusually matured power. 
Mr. Gebgoby seems to be a born tale-teller. His plot here 
is largely a matter of atmosphere ; and J!rom the opening 
pages of the story the atmosphere of Yellowleaf, the big 
retired house in St. John’s Wood that is its setting, is 
very highly charged ... I greatly wish that I could sug- 
gest to you the quality of the intrigue without a premature 
revelation of its counse. Briefly, we have this house filled 
with charming people : old Lady Many, who owned it, her 
widowed stepdaughter, Lily, her two grandchildren, her 
nephew Charles, who loved Lily, and her ancient butler, 
who loved them alL This was the YeUowleaf circle before 
tlie breaking in upon it of Aghassy, the piano-playing genius 
who married Lily and brought such unpleasant happenings 
to the house. In some ways Aghassy himself is the most 
skilfully-drawn figure in the group. His apparent kind- 
liness, his plausibility and general absence of melodrama 
come so near disarming suspicion that the gradual realisa- 
tion of Just what sinister business is behind it all gains 
monstrously in emotional effedi Perhaps you will close 
the book with a grateful conviction that, as the man says 
in the play, people don’t do such things;” but this, h 
fancy, will hardly affect year interest in a clever, ere^y: 
smd very well-mitten %tery. - : 


the way for the story bits. If I still might to that extent 
emulate Lewis CARBonn’s Emvpty-Lumpty and order the I 
words about I should like to say that Lady Ohaekwood’s 
book, The^ Dean (Gonstabeb), has lots of very interestirtg 
narrative in it, but that, however eagerly you scurry along 
looking for it, you will never find the s'tory. It always 
seems to be getting ready to begin, but it never does. You 
are told many things of births, deaths, marriages, dinners, 
dances, inheritings and disinheiitings, but you never feel 
them happening ; yet, because the people concerned are so 
real and many of them, in a nice, human, possible way, so 
fine, you will be ready to' forgive the disappointment of 
finding that there wasn’t any very urgent reason for telling 
you about them at all. ^ Lady Chaenwood can draw people 
— draws too,^ I think, in ^syhat art students call the **lifo 
class”— -and it is just possible that herfidelity to her models, 
to what she knows of them in private life, has preven^ted 
her from infusing any sense of action into their imaginary 
histoiy. The Dean himself, an ordinary high minded 
clever impatient man, and his delightful wife, who would 
tell him things about his own family which he must have 
known as well as she did, just because she wanted ' me 
to know too, are people whom it has been delightful to 
ineet, although it has cost me some effort from time to 
-time to sort, out all their family connections., whose rela- 
tionships both they and Lady Chaenwood seenied to 
expect me to remember. - _ 


Before the wi^tem^of dleiynctitm^ 
I betieved ’’was that explaBat5ea!*y streak? 

in books which comes in between and as wease prepares^ 


those of us who are not afraid of technical details, 
Dnier the Pmscop^(ConayiNs) should prove as intriguing as 
Its title. Lidit^nt- Mark Bennet, R.N.B., intends he^- 
,tfco tell us aM a pa-rMcular class ' of submarine, md 

iBsrupulously hel carries out bis intention." After rela^hg 
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his book I feel that there is no excuse for ignorance about wrong’uns, of a type (certainly not fish-like !) that 1 must 
under-water craft, but all the same there is such an ap- believe Miss Hine to suppose more common than the facts 
palling lot to learn that my admiration for those men who warrant. It is, I fancy, part of her scheme to emphasise 
go under the sea in ships has, if possible, increased. Let the “ passion " of Sheila's wooers ; the result being that the 
me, however, hasten to say that Lieutenant Bennbt is universe appeared to that bewildered lady as pervaded 
not only an instructor of the ignorant. “The incidents either by men whose behaviour scared her into justified 
recorded,’* ho writes, “ are all founded on fact, and many of hysterics, or (in the exceptional case of her husband) bored 
them are personal experiences.” And to this I can truly her to tears. Incidentally, you may observe already that 
add that most of the selected incidents have a thrill in them. The Hidden Valley is in no sense a war-book ; man-shortage 
This is a shortish book and some of the pages in my copy at least was never among Sheila's trials. On the positive 
are absolutely blank, but even in its shorn condition I side it might be called a number of tilings, according to the 
recommend it to everyone who..wants an answer to the taste and fancy of the individual reader; but certainly 
question, “ What does it feel like to be below the sea?” neither dull nor badly written. From which indication 

you may judge whether you ai'o more like to bo repelled 

Mr. Ian ConviN candidly asserts with Marshal von or entertained, and can take action accordingly. 

HiNUENBuna .and Mr. Bottomxey that all this talk of 

Leagues of Nations is sheer fudge — dangerous because Mr. Kenelm Foss has a lot to learn in the art of con- 
plausible. There will be none of this nonsense if he can help structing a novel. Indeed his arrangement of the nine 
it ! The Safety of the Nation (Murray) depends on its chapters of Till onr Shij) comes m (Git ant Bichards) is 
industries, and commerce is safe only if it helps the essential astoundingly capricious, and I put it to him that a court- 
industries. Wealth is not wealth if there be not security, ship is unnecessarily handicapped in the telling when one 

knows that the ensuing 
marriage resulted in 
an everlasting struggle 
against poverty. Mr. 
Foss derives some sen- 
timental humour from 
the situations he 
creates, but in essen- 
tials his battle of the 
Fosters to food and 
clothe their numerous 
progeny is a dreary 
afi’air ; and I wonder if 
any father of a family 
could be as feckless as 
Herbert Foster and still 
retain an atom of self- 
respect. The greatest 
humourist alive would 
be hard - pressed to 
squeeze many smiles 

r ^ TTTT ^ poverty- 

fore the Great War. Now nobody can dismiss this all stricken theme as, this ; but I can truthfully say that Mr, 
with a wave of the hand merely because it is unpleasant. Foss squeezed with great energy. Mr. H. M. Brock has 
It represents the up-to-date stone age point of view, which supplied some charming illustrations. 

has never yet been disproved, and it logically accounts for 

all Mr. Colvin’s deductions and obiter dicta^ which would There are eleven stories and sketches bound together in 
otherwise be rather startling; “The true ideal of a Home Fires in France (Constable), and in spite of Miss 
national education is the better service of the industries by Dorothy Canfield’s reputation as a novelist, and althougii 
which the nation lives.” Mr. Colvin (despite. his scorn of she has nowhere vouched for their truth, I am not at all 
other, brands) is an idealist of the extremist will-to-power convinced that she would like mo to regard them as fiction, 
school, and a passionate^ anti-huckster. And, as I say, he In liaK of them her point of view is that of an American in 
may be , right. In fact, if he gets enough people to believe France during the War — and both her own countrymen 
him, be is right. An interesting, cocksure, learnedly docu- and mine should thank her for exhibiting it after such a 
mented, biassed and depressing book. ' fashion — the others might have been written by an au- 

f , thoress of either of the. allied nationalities who possessed a 

Un the analogy of the man who called himself a constant sympathy never maudlin and a tenderness never merely 
lover because he was always in love with somebody, Sheila, saccharine. Miss Canfield has not strained her facts to 
heroine of Miss Muriel Hine s latest novel, The Hidden bring about that air of completeness which fiction has 
Valley (Lane), might.be held a conspicuous example of the taught us to expect. I feel quite sure that the men and 
constantly loved. .^Ypu^never met a girl with such a pro- women in her pages went on living for chapters more after 
cession of pretenders to her heart. If, howeyer, you deduce she had written her last word about them— and I do not 
from this that the tale is going to be yet one more comedy remember that any of them married each other. This is 
of courtship, you miss your gu§ss. For one thing, poor not the way of the novelist., Yet all the romance of 
bhetla was not fortunate ; despite the multitude of her courage and kindness and pIPfeient effort and heroic faith is 
chants she had rank bad luck in her percentage of im- here,- with a ‘trust in the goodness of hume,n n^tture so 
possibles-T-including in this category both the fish-blooded sincere and unconscious as to be an additional argument 
egoist whom she marries, and a couple of b^^d-hats, genuine in its own favour. 


(bo tar so good.) becur- 
I ity can only be attained 
by a people that stops 
its ears against syren - 
voices, whether of 
money-grabbers (that is 
Free Traders and other 
profiteers) or idealists, 
and realises that War 
is War and inevitable ; 
that moreover Peace is 
War, and Trade as be- 
tween nations is not a 
mutual accommodation 
but a desperate conflict, 
in which it is right to 
use every device of 
diplomacy, every re- 
source of power, to out- 
wit the enemy. The 
Germans in. fact were 
on the right lines be- 





" " ” I- — 

SCENE IN THE HOME OF THE INVENTOR OF THE AUTOMATIC 
MAID-OP-ALL-WORK. 




CHARIVARIA. 

An old lady of ninety-nine is living 
in Kensington who has never heard of 
the Peace. Newspapers containing the 
shocking details are carefully kept from 


■ The irresponsible newsgatherer who 
recently caused a boom in Government 
securities by announcing that three 
hundred generals had left the War 
Office now writes to explain that they 
all returned after lunch. 

j|: 

* 

■ “ Intelligence has reached me/' says 
Mr. LovatPeaseb, that British money 
is being poured into the morasses of 
Mesopotamia." The Government, we 
understand, deny both allegations. 

* 

The Eoyal Automobile Club refuses 
to divulge the name of the wealthy 
merchant who entered the Club dining- 
room on August 12th and ordered half- 
a-dozen grouse's eggs. 

According to an American report 
China raises one hundred million pigs 
annually. An expert statistician cal- 
culates that, if the whole hundred 
million were gathered together in a 
flock and their tails pulled, very little | 
would be heard of the Irish Question. 

* 

The report that an Aberdeen child 
had become mentally affected as the 
result of swallowing a penny turns out 
to be incorrect. It is the father of the 
child whose sanity is despaired of. 

A boy of fifteen, called as a witness 
in the Durham County Court, admitted 
that he could not read. It was ex- 
plained that ^ the lad's ignorance was 
the result of a compromise between an 


uncle who reads Tlie Morning Post and 
a godfather addicted to The Daily Netos. 

“Anybody,'' says a contemporary, 

“ can keep a few marine animals in an 
aquarium, no matter how far from the 
sea they may live." The Official Lim- 
pet', for example, will last for years and 
years under favourable conditions. . 

The bachelor vicar of a Garden Suburb 
declares that husband and wife should 
wherever possible take their holidays 
apart. With that elusiveness peculiar 
to the celibate clergy he cleverly omits 
to say which- party should take the 
children. ' ^ 

A 680-lb. tunny fish, a species seldom 
seen north of the Mediterranean, has 
been caught off the coast of Scotland. 
There is a theory that the creature had 
tasted Scotchman off the coast of 
Africa and acquired a craving for it. 

* * 

It was so hot last week that one 
gentleman rushed into the Chamber of 
Horrors at a famous waxworks and 
asked for a couple of cold shudders up 
the back. ^ 

An Evening News correspondent 
points out a case where quite recently 
the train beat the telephone. It is only 
fair to say that Mr. Illingworth did 
not know there was a competition and 
so was not really trying. 

In the event of the prison officers 
striking in future several old hands now 
undergoing sentence have offered to 
come out in sympathy. 

The giraffe at the JZoo is suffering 
from an affection of the eye, and steps 
have ieen taken to deal with it. We 


suppose this was the only method of 
reaching that part of the animal's 
anatomy. ’ ' ' ^ 

> 1 - 

A six-year-old girl of Selby is said to 
play the piano better than many adults. 
We are sure of it. ‘ ■ ' 

SzAMUELLY, the well-known Bolshe- 
vik terrorist of Budapest, who boasts of 
having executed more people than any 
other man, has recently married. His 
wife has promised to love and obey him. 

Yery few murders are committed on 
a Monday, says a London magistrate. 
We are not surprised at this, for Mon- 
day is too busy a day for people to find 
: time to bother about anything but work. 

* >!c 

“Everybody who is anybody,” says 
The Eve^iing News, “ is on the moors." 
But who isn't anybody these days, we 
should like to know. 

Since the announcement in a medical 
journal that the human voice is produced 
by the action of forty - four different 
muscles, many husbands have forbid- 
den their wives to do Physical Training 
before breakfast. , 5 . 

According to a trustworthy corre- 
spondent another gratuity 'was paid 
last week. -==========— 

“ After viewing the grounds, etc., the party 
assembled on the terrace, where a presumptu- 
ous repast had been prepared.” 

Provmcial Payer. 
Swank I 

^Profiteering. 

The grocer who has made his pile, 

. Does he grow nicer ? No, Sir 1 
He does not change his heart or style, 

But grows a grosser grocer. 


VOIi. CliVII. 


X 
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HOLIDAYS AND PRODUCTION. 

Whitiji sands, and blue of Cornish seas 
In wJiieli with dolphin grace I wallowed ; 

O lotus land, the haunt of ease; 

0 all that sweet ozone I swallowed ; 

0 dulcet airs that so improve 

The body’s tissues and the nhnd’s tone — 
Sadly I leave you, sadly move 
Back to the grindstone. 

Lulled by the murmur of a main 
Almost too torpid to be tidal, 

For w^ks I’ve let my vacant bj'ain 
Lie indefatigably idle; 

And now the old Muse, long suppressed, 

With sliarp tattoo of fife and tabor 
Wakes roughly from his billets (rest) 

This son of Labour, 

Homeward returning, rudely taiiued, 

How am I shocked to find the nation 
Has got completely out of hand 
During my unremarked vacation; 

To grasp the fact (for news down there 
Seemed dull and didn't much concern us) 
Of-England heading unaware 
- Straight for A vermis ! - 

1 hear we don’t produce ” enough ; 

J hear the Yankee victual-monger 

Says if we can’t turn out the stufi* 

He’ll have to see us die of hunger; 

One power alone can stay the j:ot 
And keep our molars well in action — 

Labour (the Thing Itself and not 
The Party faction), 

Tliis is no time for pleasure, no; 

This is no time for fiaiinellecl fooling 
(I ’ve had my holiday and so 
Can give impartially this ruling) ; 

Shame, shame on him that in the sea 
At such an hour his form immerses. 

Instead of making goods — like me 

(I made these verses). 0, S, 


THE HOT-AIR FORCE. 

The world is a different place for a number of people now 
that we have a “ Marshal of the Air.” The title so affected 
an elder brother who has not smiled since Lbbaudy dubbed 
himself ^‘Bm^oeror of the Sahara ” that lie upset a Sunday 
morning breakfast in a spasm of hilarity, and tlie y'ountYogi;.^ 
still in the Air Force, tlireatened to illuminate his wiiigs ’’ 
with electricity after Sunset. 

Happy as I am about the now titular styles, 1 cannot but 
grieve over certain omissions. Of coui’se one must know 
what they call fellows who command Groups and Win^^s 
and Flights and so forth, Init, as I said when I was an 
Equipment Officer, they are not the only fellows on earth, 
even when they are on earth. What of us others— the 
: Quarter-master, the Administration Officer, the Paymaster, 

, the Doctor and the Cliaplain ? And, above all (or beside 
all ?), what of the W.E.A.F.’s ? So far the Air Ministry is 
silent. 

We must lielp. Obviously iiie Air Council is in diffi- 
culties. There is the next unitorin to woi^ry over for one 
thing, and the uniform which is to succeed the next uniform 
• for another, and the small fry are expected to be patient. 
We are doing our best, and it is a good best, for mental 


resignation is a custom and habit with all those who draw 
allowances. But, be there any amongst us gifted witli 
imagination, let liini come forwardand indicate the nomen- 
clature of his clioice. 

Here is my little lot. ^ I am proud of ilicm and feel Mu*e 
that I am working on official lines. 

Place aux dames I Wliat shall be the (lasignation of the 
chief W.B.A.F. ? The one who ruled in my wing resembled 
a Roman Emperor (or Mr. Herman Fixeuv, if he were 
clean-shaven) and was an Honourable. We all stood in 
awe of her, and she was of ox>inion that, as we were all 
'•temporary gentlemen,” we must have come from Clapham. 
(Some of us did.) The majesty of her hearing and the 
aloofness of iier mien (iiere was one who really had a mien) 
made a deep ijupression on me, and if only for association’s 
sake I would propose that the head of the Woman’s Royal 
Ail' Force be styled, in all documents, writs and tenancy 
agreements, iMPKH.vrRix of the either. 

There' is a tenderness in most ox-R.A.F. hearts for tlie 
W.B.A.F. cooks. While all ranks deserve a sonorous 
appellation, I will content myself for the present in dealing 
with their case only. Vestals of Vkjtuallino they shall 
be. So let it be promulgated. 

There is sure to be a good deal of bickering over the 
Oliaxffains. :\Ty submiBsion is “First, second and third 
class, Airiams of the Empyi^ean;” but the Bishops will 
probably think of Homething loftier. The Quarter-master 
docs not fiy; lot him bo Quaestor of the Level. Doc- 
tors, we are told, must fiy; let them be I(tAiuANH of the 
Black Dr.auuhts. The .Paymaster, on the other hand, 
might be Chief Satrap of Overdraughts, while our old 
friend the Administration Officer 

1 was one— or, as my Colonel would have it, an adum- 
bration of one. I, who in private life before the War did 
not know the average price of potatoes, was entrusted with 
j the spending of tens of thousands of pounds on vegetables, 
[loose-leaf note-books and linoleum. I also had a shop and 
I sold puttees and lawn-tenuis balls, f was the most actively 
^energetic officer in my wing, spending twen(.y-threo hours 
out of each working day on my feet. Because of this I was 
allowed but twenty ijounds outfit allowance, instead of 
the usual fifty, my work being classed as sedentary. By 
way of revenge I stohj two pairs of bools from the wing 
shop. (See Report of Select Committee on .\ir Force 
Waste, p. 932, Oh. 184, vol. 337.) 

In addition to all this work (buying, selling and soroiing- 
ing) I was an autboilty on clothing, x>articularly tunics and 
breeches. Indeed even in tliose clays I called myself the 
Tunic Tetbahoh. And it is this appellation 1 would bestow 
officially on the lattei'-day .\.0. But f am conscious that 
it falls short somewhere. It doesn't cover enough of the 
ground. Most certainly ])otuioes should come in, as the 
A.O. buys >so many ; and 1 should like, if x>ossiblo, another 
alliteration. I have it! Is not the A.O. a comforter, and 
is not the food he buys a comfort:^ Very well, then. In 
all wedding licences, doed-]polls, ration-books and tu'cmis- 
sory notes let the Administration Officer of the B.A.F. be 
known as Tunic Tetrabch and Potato Paraclete. 

ihe ground is not all covered, but dread of the charge of 
presuraxDtion restrains me. If my pi’eliminary prox>osals 
find favour, perhaps I may hope for employment at the Air 
Ministry (having been demobilised for seven months and 
demonetised for five). Docs the Air Council need a Press 
agent ? It does not apjiear so, but in the event of the office 
being unfilled I beg to offer my services, f make one stipu- 
lation — in regard to the manner of my styling ; 

Chief Empurpler ob’ the Azure 
is my present idea. 
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Daughter, “You didn’t ought to let baby wobby that gentleman with ’is chocolate.*’ 
Mother, “Well, the gentleman didn’t ought to eat it.” 


THE WINKLERS. 

Notwithstanding the appointment 
of an expensive sports officer, capable 
of calculating batting averages to three 
places of decimals and of organizing 
teams and quoting authorities at a 
moment's notice for any game, from 
snatch-cork to throwing the discus, the 
favourite amusements" of our troops 
consist of directing concentrated or 
converging fire with stones at tins on 
the beach, or tracking down shellfish. 
Woe betide the derelict biscuit-tin that 
seeks temporary refuge on our ;plage. 
The artillery bombard it with boulders, 
machine-gunners riddle it with pebbles, 
and snipers camouflage themselves be- 
hind seaweed and scientifically snick 
off bits of solder. As for the mussels 
and winkles of the locality, it must be 
assumed that all other residential quar- 
ters are sadly overcrowded, or that they 
possess stouter hearts than what they 
are popularly credited with. 

In the daily count of casualties wink- 
les appear to figure more -largely than 
other molluscs. .No doubt this is. due 
to the pleasure experienced by the ex- 
pert winkler inilexter6uslyJharpQouing 
I the fish with a pin and giving it the 


right rotary twist that reveals it to the 
world. 

At all events the M.O. has been ex- 
tremely busy coping with an epidemic 
of Winklers' Wrist, which is akin to 
Tennis Elbow, but with a slightly .dif- 
ferent action. 

Our most stout-hearted and resolute 
hunter is Elfred Fry, who combines 
with his more serious vocation the 
duties of batman to Percival. .Elfred 
tracks winkles with a relentless zeal 
that has several times brought him into 
active collision with the good people 
of Quelquepart-Eur-Mer, who consider 
that he oversteps the bounds of sports- 
manship. They don't mind amateur 
collecting, but Elfsed's professional 
methods arouse their wrath. Hence 
fluent expostulation on their part, which 
Elfred receives with silent contempt, 
thereby diplomatically concealing the 
fact that he is unequal to them in 
argument. 

Elfred’s propensity is also a source of 
trouble to Percival.. 

“ It "isn't so much that I mind him 
disappearing with, the shaving water, 

I and only reappearing with the bedroom 
candles," said he, *‘.but he is making my 
quarters look like a salvage dump with 


empty shells. I 've got a search party 
out for him now. Expect they 'll find 
him, disguised as a boulder, trying to 
persuade limpets to cling to him." 

: ^ When Elfred reported himself, hav- 
ing been discw'ered dabbling in a limpid 
sea-pool, the pockets of his tunic were 
suspiciously bulging. 

“ Where have you been ? " asked 
Percival sternly. 

^ “ Looking at the sunset on the beach, 
Sir," replied Elfred uublushingly. 

“ Well, in future you 11 jolly well let 
the sun set withoiit your assistance. 
You seem to think the sun is more im- 
portant than your duties. Wait there 
v^hile I finish this letter." 

Elfred adjusted his feet for waiting, 
and hoped that a neglected hole in his 
tunic^ pocket would not let him down. 
But it was a vain hope. Something 
clattered on the floor and roiled away 
into a corner. 

“ What 's that? " exclaimed Percival 
irritably. 

“ Think a button 'as dropped off my 
tunic," said Elfred, breathing hard. 

Percival plunged once more into the 
throes of composition, and for a fevy 
minutes all was quiet. Then the silence 
was again broken in two distinct places. 
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“ Ho w do you think I can write letters 
while you stand there shedding buttons 
like a laundry?” cried Percival, with 
heat. “ Go outside and shake yourself.” 

^ Elfred turned obediently, but as he 
did so a cascade of winkles poured from 
his pocket and distributed themselves 
over the floor. 

“ That 's done it ! ” said Percival 
grimly. “ If ever you venture within 
a hundred yards of my quarters with a 
shell-fish in your possession, 1 11 have 
you returned to duty tout de suite” 

Por a few days Elfred kept away 
from the beach, bub the winkle lust led 
him on the trail again. Eolations be- 
tween him and the fieher-folk once 
more became strained on a question of 
jumped claim, and a complaint was 
made to the Maire, who referred it to 
PerciyaTs C.O. Percival, who was re- 
freshing his jaded intellect with a game 
of tennis, was sent for post haste. 
He rushed to his quarters to assume 
garments fitting for a military inter- 
view, and almost surprised Elfred, who 
had just returned from the chaseand had 
deposited the spoils, tied in a khaki hand- 
kerchief, on a locker. Elfred had only 
time to drop the hanky and its contents 
into the pocket of one of Pereivars 
tunics and organise a look of innocent 
virtue before his master entered. 

“ Give me some clothes, quick I ” 
panted Percival, and he was dressed 
and^ gone before Elfred had time to 
realize that he had taken the tunic 
which contained the product of an after- 
noon’s successful sport. 

On the occasions when the C.O. was 
really cross his reproaches, as Percival 
well knew, could be as white-hot rods, 
and this time he appeared to be right on 
top of his form. Percival bowed his 
head and waited for the strokes to fall. 

' “IVe sent for you,” said the C.O., 
“on account of a complaint I’ve re- 
ceived about that confounded servant 
of yours. Apparently you have no 
control over him. Your capability of 
enforcing discipline, etc. ” 

This was merely the breeze that 
heralded the storm. Soon thunder- 
bolts ^ of wrath began to drop witli 
unerring accuracy on Percival’s head, 
and vivid lightning danced across his 
eyes.^ Beads of perspiration broke out 
on his forehead, and he groped in his 
pocket for a handkerchief to wipe them 
away. His fingers closed round some- 
thing, which he dragged out, and the 
neidt moment both he and the C.O. 
were taking cover from a tempestuous 
shower of winkles. . , . 

In next day’s orders the following 
-.anneun cement appeared : — 

“ It is notified for the information of 
Ais* Manks that the collecting of . 
shlll-fish is forbidden, and must cease.” 
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Bluejacket. “That moustache o’ yours would be worth about fifty quid if 
THIHGS WAS different.” 

Fitter, “Wot things different?” 

Bluejacket, “Ip billiard-balls was made of hair instead op ivory.” 


Another Impending Apology. i 

“ One of the greatest of the troubles of 
aviators is the starting of the big engines now 
in vogue, and it is- eminently satisfactory to 
know that this trouble seems to be overcome 
for ever by a simple little device known as the 

Self-starter. A matter of a fortnight I 

since Major-General J.* E’, B. Seely, C.B., 
C.M.G., D.S.O., Under-Secretary for Air, 
journeyed specially to Hendon to see it, and 
demonstrated its fool -proof ness by himself 
causing it to operate successfully three times 
in succession.” — Aeroplane, 

“In Benhurh Strtet a woman was driving a 
cart when it collided with a tank. The tank 
was uninjurtd, and continued its journey.” 
Thank heaven I Badger, 


" A liethal Agency. 

A laundry company’s announcement 
on the advertisement screen of a pro- 
vincial music-hall : — 

“Why kill the wipe? 

Let us do your dirty work.” 

“ Paris, Tuesday. — A rumour that an Ameri- 
can division is to embark for Constantinople 
in the course of the week was heard in usually • 
well-informed circles at the Hotel Crillon last 
night. Tf It proves true it means that -the 
United States has definitely undertaken the 
mandate for America .” — Frovincial Fager, 

Who then is to have the mandate for 
Armenia ? The Yonng Turks ? 




SHIPS AND FOLKS. 

“ Ships^ are like folk)?/’ said Murphy, the way there ’s 
good an’ bad 

An weak an’ strong among ’em, an’ steady ones an* mad ; 
^e way they ’re wild an’ willin’, an’ kind an’ cruel too, 
The way there s fair an’ false ones an’ homely ones an’ true. 

“ Ships are like folks,” said Murphy, “ the way a man can’t 
tell 

What makes him take to one so an’ hate the next like liell. 
Why some that treat him handsome he counts no more ’n 
the rest, 

An some that use him meanest he maybe likes ’em best. 

Ships are like folks,” said Murphy, “ the way tliey come 
, an’ go, ^ ^ 

An^ some you 11 sail for years witli an’ never seem to know, 
An some you 11 sign just once with an’ part, an’ there’s 
an end, 

An some you hrst clap eyes on an’ know you ’ve found a 
mend. 

^ Ships are like folks/’ said Murphy, “ in every kind o’ way — 
The way us fellers leaves ’em that ’s knowed ’em in their day, 
Ibe way we’ll chuck the best ones an’ clioose the wwst 
instead, 

An curse ’em when they ’re livin’ .an’ miss ’em whenl 
they ’re dead.” 

The Strong Man of the liahour Party. 

it!* Sinillie was last night presented with a tcstimomal by 

foo/ Kohertson M.P , who handed to Mr. Smillie a cheque for 
4,300 Ail'd a roU-fco^ de$k. *’ — HeTctld, 

EtiiZABBTHra RbSIDEXCB 
ireutioned in tlie Doomtsday Book”— Country Life. 

But not, of course, in tlie fii-st edition. 


BELINDA’S BAKING. 

^loRM titan once I have complimented Belinda oti her 
cooking. Her inint-sauco is adntirable, and since I gave 
her a wrist-wutclj she has been able to boil au egg witli 
anyone. 

But when she aiuiounccd the other morning tliat circum- 
stances would compel Iter to make broad that day I was 
greatly moved. Still I went on with my breakfast as if 
nothing had happened, and, excepting that perhaps 1 ate a 
slice or two less tiiaii usual, I did not betray any agitation. 

During the morning 1 looked into the kitchen for some 
matches.^ Belirada, all apron and tinxioty, was leading a 
floury existence. I did not stay long ; slie was not in a 
mood for conversation, and the moist mess in the yellow 
basin on the table was not pleasant to look upon. Besides, 
Belinda is not at her best with flour on her nose. So 1 
returned to my room, muttering curses on the bakers who 
had brought about this state of things- 

We had lunch under a cloud. Belinda was like a young 
mother whose baby had been left in tlie garden while a 
thunderstorm was brewing. Five times she left the table 
to go and look into the kitchen oven, returning little, if any, 
less concerned than when she went. 1 had the gravest ap*- 
prdiensions as to what the outcome of the business might be. 

Beader, do you remember the really large grey pieces of 
shingle to be found at some of our popular watering- 
places ? Have you ever become intimately acquainted with 
the imresisting texture of the common paving-stone? I 
mention these things because it may perhaps be expected 
01 me. Neither of them, however, hears any rcsemldance I 
to the result of Belinda’s baking. 

For Belinda is a clever little tiling ; lier bread was ex- 
cellent, ^ 

‘♦Gardenijig.-— Lady gai’deuer wantn .Toblang Odixl-eiiing, daily or 
permanen t (no lasK) per. ^ ^ 

Surely this is unusual candour on a delicate subject. 
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THE ATTACHE. 

The Colonel’s nib, the Major’s pen 
I cleaned to a lovely shine ; 

They came each day to work at ten, 

I gladly oarne at nine ; 

Chuprassis watched me all agape 
Tying their cases into shape, 

That ne’er a memo, should escape, 
With faultless bows of showy tape 
The colour of port wine. 

The walls were once a sorry show, 

For no one in tlieir annals 
Had ever dreamt that “ Q ” could flow 
In decorative channels ; 

But I made graphs and hung on hooks 
Btatistics from a hundred books 
Of miles and minutes, carts and cooks, 
Which now relieve tlie ugly looks 
Of all the vacant panels. 

Each day at noon the office shut 
And others went to munch ; 

'Twas then I cracked work’s hardest 
nut 

And made a mental lunch ; 

And when his glass of port was quaffed 
The Major came and read the draft 
I ’d polished with such careful craft. 
And made some jokes (at which 1 
laughed 

And called them tit for Punch) » 

Days grew to weeks and weeks to years 
And still J cleaned that pen, 

And, when I soiled it with my tears, 

I cleaned it up again ; 

The clerks below were full of wiles, 

So I ’d be sent a dozen miles 
To fetch and carry heavy tiles, 

Piles and piles and piles and piles — 

I was a young man then. 

Alas 1 my liair is silvered o’er ; 

My youth has lost its spice ; 

1 ’ve ceased. to hanker any more 
For tabs or crowns or pice ; 

Half -dreaming, half-awake, afar 
I gaze across the troubled bar 
And, taking brasso from the jar, 

Clean up the solitary star 
I ’ll wear in Paradise. 


THE NEW^PEEIL. 

A KINDLY Post-Office has embellished 
the latest edition of The Telephone 
Directory with a quaint series of in- 
formative maxims, printed neatly one 
at the top of each page. These, while 
they argue a certain, lack of humour in 
the ofiicial mind, reveal a praiseworthy 
desire to assist the public (who are 
apparently regarded as more or less 
half-witted) to a clearer understanding 
of the mentality of the "telephone oper- 
ator. V arious of these axioms will come 
as a severe shock to the most hard- 
ened subscriber, as, for example, the ex- 
hortation, ** Replace the receiver when 


finished,” which deals a death-blow to 
the present practice of hurling the in- 
strument through the window; while 
the injunction to “pronounce the 'i’ 
long in ’ nine ’ ” must inevitably cause 
distress to those sticklers for correct 
English’ who have hitherto pronounced 
it short. 

The list of such instructions, though 
enormous, is by no means complete, and 
several more proverbs or mottoes could 
be reasonably added. “ Allow three 
days for trunk calls to materialise ” and 
“ Why telephone at all ? A letter saves 
time,” are obvious omissions. 

Despite the value of this new depar- 
ture on the part of Authority there lies 
therein a hidden danger, which must 
nevertheless be plain to all thinking 
men. What if this craze for offering 
gratuitous advice should prove contagi- 


ous, involving in time all the most cher- 
ished of our standard works ? To be 
asked, say, by Bradshaw j to “Be sure, 
before selecting a train, that you really 
wish to travel,” or to be' advised to 
“ Read always from left to right,” might 
well pall in time upon the 'most enthu- 
siastic holiday-maker, while one may 
readily imagine the distress that would 
be caused if Who Who, succumbing to 
the fever, informed us that “ The pages 
are arranged in numerical order,” or if 
The Post Office Directory published the 
warning, “Be careful. Your friends 
may have moved.” 

And so on. The prospect is limitless, 
and one to strike fear into the stoutest 
heart ; only the exertion of considerable 
will-power by the habitual i*eaders of 
such publications can hope to overcome 
the menace of this national danger. 
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THE CINEIVIA HABIT, 

Scene. — The Interior of a Ficture Theatre. 

The spectators at this particnlar house — and at some others^ 
for that matter — are not easily roused to express emotion 
or even interest. The eleventh-hour rescue of the innocent 
hero in a crook'' drama from the electrocution-chair and 
the happy ending of apathetic love-tale fail alike to excite 
more than torpid acquiescence, tohile a life-and-death 
struggle on a tight-rope stretched between two Netv York 
sky-scrapers will cause about the same sensation as the 
progressive stages in the manufacture of a laton-tennis 
racquet, ** Comedy " films [except ^ of course, those in 
which the irresistible CJhablie Chaplin appears) do not 
appreciably dishirb the general gravity — but perhaps 
there is no very obvious reason lohy they should. And 
yet these spectators mtist enjoy the entertainment, or they 
tvonld hardly patronise it a.s they do. 

An Hahituee [to her friend, as, after prolonged hesitation, 
they occup>y the seats assigned to them). Would you rather 
be too near the screen, dear ? 

The Friend [on her defence). Well, you see, that girl showed 
us in here, and I thought 

The Hab. I know. I only asked because I 've just seen 
two in the row behind. 

The Friend. Oh, let’s get them then, before [Rising, to 

occupants of intervening seats) Excuse me. May I trouble 
you ? [After they have squeezed their way out to the gangway) 
Where did you say you saw them, dear ? They all look full 
to me. 

The Hab, Yes, we ’re just too late! We ’d better go back 
again. [They do,) May I trouble j^ou ? Excuse me! (as 
they resume their original places). If we both keep our eyes 
open we ’re sure to get another chance before long. 

[And after one or tivo -more fausses sorties they 
succeed in retreating to a position from which 
they can execute further strategic movements to 
the rear — an occupation tohich they seem to find 
infinitely more engrossing than the qnctures. 

A Fiancee [as a car containing the heroine and principal 
villain plunges over a cliff and falls on rocks hundreds effect 
beloio). I simply can’t bear to think of the poor people who 
have to get their living by doing such things. It must be so 
horribly dangerous for them I 

Her Fiance, Why, you didn’t think they went over in the 
car, did you? Only dummies. They stop the film and 
put them in just before, you know. 

The Fiancee, There you go 1 Spoiling all the pleasure of 
it— usual I 

[A^ character in a “ Sparkling Comedy ” fihn has 
just been annoimced on the screen as “ Si. Spoople- 
plap : a booh, loho is hulling on a fifty-fifty cinch, 
but falls to a jitney hunch xoith a pinch-hitting 
ginkJ* [Or, if this is not the precise toording, it 
is something equally racy and lucid,) 

A Wife [to her husband), I don’t know what any of 
those words mean, Charles. Are they supposed to be 
English ? 

Charles. Not yet, but they will be before we’re much 
older. Wonderful what the cinema’s doing to enrich our 
vocabulary ! 

[A scientifi.c “ Nature” film introduces “ The Cheese- 
mite ” icith “ This minute parasite belongs to the 
order of Acarina and, as its name implies, has a 
partiality for decayed cheese. Here toe see a 

^ party of them enjoying a qiiich lunch,” 

Charles's Wife [as the screen shoxos a group of cheesemites, 
each the size of a fine lobster and all displaying an ungainly 
I sprightliness). Disgusting objects ! 


Charles, Oh, I wouldn’t call ’em that, I mean they ’vo 
all been ‘‘ approved for public exhibition,” you know. 

First Demobbed, They ’re the bally limit ! Enough to 
put you off cheese altogether. 

. Second ditto. That ’s the idea, old bean 1 Every one of 
those dear little fellers is doin’ his bit to help the Food 
Controller. 

Charles's Wife [during ihepreseyitation ofa^* Soul-gripping 
Social Froblexn,” after the spectators have been informed on 
the screen that “^5 in days of yore, Time's relentless Loom 
rolls ever on, entangling innocent and gidlty alike in its in- 
satiable Weft”), Are they going to shoto it doing that? 

Charles, Bless you, no. Break in the film, that’s all. 
Whenever that happens, you see, the machine gets out of 
hand and slips in a touch of style on its own. 

His Wife [later, as the screen announces, And so once 
again rosy -fingered Dawn xishers in its predestined Apotheosis 
of Retribution and Reward ”). Another break in the film 1 

First Schoolgirl [to saeoxid, after settling doion), I say, how 
absolutely iopyqmtg I Pansy Persimmon ’s in this. ' Look, 

I doesn't she look sweet ? 

Second S, Lovely 1 I ’ve always wanted to see her. And 
oh, it’s Yale Harvard as the lover? 1 ’ve a pash for hvni. 
I think he’s quite the heavenliest thing that ever happened. 
How far do you suppose they ’ve got ? 

First S. Oh, only just begun. On their honeymooti. 
( Words on screen : ** Nothmg can sever us txvo noir.”) That 's 
all they know, but I bet sometliing does. A detective will 
come in and arrest one of thorn for murder or something. 
Or else he or she will turn out to have married soiuobody 
else. Pansy ’s so friglitfully pathetic in anything of that 
sort. (Pansy’s and Yale’s faces, enlarged till they occupy 
the entire screen, meet in apirolongcd and colossal kiss,) Now 
she *11 turn round and see her first husband come to life 

again. Unless he [The heads slowly dissol ve iuto “ The 

End”). Oh! and nearly two hours before it comes round 
again 1 How sickening 1 Can you stick it as long as that ? 

Sec. S, I might. If we’ve chocs enough to last us out. 
[Which fortunately they have.) F. A. 


BIRD LORE. 

VI. — The Skylark. 

Of all the birds the fairies love the skylark much the best; 
They come with little fairy gifts to seek his hidden nest ; 
They praise his tiny slender feet and silken suit of brown 
And with their gentle hands they smooth his feathers softly 
down. 

They cluster round with glowing cheeks and bright expect- 
ant eyes, 

Waiting the moment that shall bring the freedom of the 
skies ; 

Waiting the double-sweet delight that only he can give 
(Oh, kings might surely spurn their crowns to live as fairies 
live !)* 

To ride upon a skylark’s back, between his happy wings, 
To float upon the edge of heaven and listen while be sings — 
The dreams of mortals scarce can touch so perfected a bliss 
And even fairies could not know a greater joy than this. 

— R. F, 

Another Impending Apology. 

“The defendant was very kind to animals — observed counsel — so it 
was difficult to xmderstand why he treated the plaintifl in the way he 
did .” — Evening News, 


“Another friend of mine spent a fortnight in Yorkshire, taking 
pictures of famous scones and striking things.”-— PaiZ?/ Mail, 

We understand that there was no lack of subjects of the 
latter type. 






Youny Girl (io disting liislied writer). “I ilue enjoyed talkino to you. Youe conversation is so utterly different prom 
YOUR WEITINO.” - — 


A HORSE-MARINE CHAUFFEUR. 


Pkohably one of the happiest, as well 
as one of the most useful, men in North 
Russia is 2nd' Lieut. Coltart, of the 
R.A.S.G. Motor Transport.^ - Do not in 
your haste suppose that his happiness 
(any more than his usefulness) is derived 
from the consciousness of a primrose 
stock, or a hunting crop wherewith to 
urge on his motor lorries. Incredible 
as it may seem to those familiar only 
with the ways of the late war in France, 
we are fighting the Bolsh without the 
aid of motor lorries, and the weather 
would make the haughtiest sportsman 
doff his stock. 

No, Coltart's happiness has surer 
foundations. Formerly a dashing caval- 
ryman, he is now mothering Motor 
Transport on the Dvina Front. Into 
this dry concise statement of fact what 
a world of romance is compressed ! 

You cannot set eyes upon Ooltart 
without being aware that^his soul is 
still a-horseback; you cannot make a 
call upon his energies without realising 
that his spirit still answers to the call 
of trumpets. A nice taste in breeches, 
a watchful quizzical eye, dash, deter- 


mination, 6la7i in speech and action — 
all these prove that whatsoever badge 
he wears Coltart is stilt a cavalier. 

The business of Motor Transport he 
regards from the cavah’y point of view. 
His method of treatment would invest 
the dreariest routine with romance, and 
when you realise that Motor Transport 
here concerns itself with forest roads 
like torrent beds and with the immense, 
magnificent but deceptive and shoaly 
river you will understand how circum- 
stance has played up to him. 

His cars are dike no others ; they are 
never defeated. No forest track is too 
rough or long for them ; no cross- 
country course too severe. He looks to 
them to attain the cavalry standard,! 
and by some miracle neither he nor his 
passengers are disappointed, though 
the latter are often alarmed ; for the cars 
he puts at your disposal are as good 
and game at torrent beds as over the 
sticks ; they combine those qualities of 
the grasshopper, the tank and the 
avalanche which make a clever troop- 
horse the perfect companion he is. 

So much for Ooltart on land ; know- 
ing the country, I will not call it teira 
firma. Coltart, immersed in the mari- 


time or riparian side of his work, appears 
outwardly in a totally different guise. 
The riding-breeches are exchanged for 
a pair of dungarees, the cavalry tilt of 
his cap is changed for a deep-sea list : 
liis legs assume upon the fore- shore a 
straddle eloquent of heaving decks, and 
his dungarees receive from time to time 
a typical bo’sun's hitch. You will 
never catch Ooltart confusing his roles 
and applying the same adjustment to 
his riding-breechei ; his conversation 
f too is' always in keeping with his part. 
To hear him carrying on a discussion 
with two other officers, one of whom 
wants to be transported somewhere by 
river and the other by road, is to be 
bewildered as by a triple personality. 
To the one he is a master-mariner, to the 
other an arch-chauffeur; yet to both 
(difficult as this may seem) always the 
beau sabrenr. 

The sun-baked and sandy fore- shore 
of this up-river village presents many 
strange, amusing, arresting and fascin- 
ating spectacles, but nothing so worthy 
of noteas Ooltart — alongshore cavalry- 
man, a 'deep-sea chauffeur, an am- 
phibious engineer, for ever inspired by 
the jingle of remembered spurs. 
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Pawiitw, who has beenfetohed to go to the nursery). “There aeb lots or eoor children who haven’t a nice 
Pauline (suejpiciously), “What abe theib names?” 


DRESS NOTES FOR MEN. 

Bt “Eosabel.” 

[“Hints to Men on the Care of Their 
Clothes “ is the latest audacity by a woman- 
writer.] . • 

^ I SAW quite the sweetest little thing 
in going- away lounge suits yesterday, 
expressed in dust-cart brown gaberdine. 
The coat had a graceful clinging m>ouve~ 
ment^ while the' austere Ugne of the 
trouser was relievid by the most rakish 
little ^li at the foot, turned up enough 
to reveal a soupqm of a^Yorticist sock! 
Particularly did I enthuse over the gilet 
which accompanied this creation; it 
was of the softest turtle - dove * grey, 
caught sharply together with buttons 
of nacre, the waist being accentuated. 
Happy, indeed, is the bridegroom who 
can include Such an up-to-date garment 
in his trousseau. 

To men with restricted means, who 
cannot afford at present prices more 
than one suit a season, let me offer a 
suggestion for brightening the mono- 
tony of their attire. Quite an original 
be struck by the adoption of 


socks, ' tie and handkerchief of some 
vibrant tone. Tomato-i*ed, sparrow-egg- 
blue, or whisky-yellow — all have their 
charm. The waistcoat should be left 
partly open, with just a hint of in- 
souciance to display a glimpse of braces 
carried out in the chosen colour scheme. 
Only the merest glimpse, of course, is 
necessary to impart the cachet of smart- 
ness and originality. 



Very charming are the cool-looking 
tennis suits which are all the rage just 
now, and even the man with the most 
slender purse ought certainly to indulge 
in one Of these. Not necessarily in which 
to play tennis, of course, but because they 
afford such scope for originality in belts, 
which, by the way, should be worn 
wound negligently round the waist and 
caught ‘ up in a cahochon at the side, 
the shirt being draped lightly over it 
in graceful boiiffees. 

The economical male can effect a 
great saving by adopting pyjamas for 
river wear.’ No colour scheme can be 
too outoy, for the gay stripes look all the 
more effective against the restful green 


background of ri vor scenery. For the 
chilly days they can bo slipped over the 
ordinary suit without losing any of 
their chic. 

Sir Harry Laoder, I hear, always 
makes his own evening ties. Lesser 
lights might well follow his example 
and save on what is one of the most i 
expensive items in evening dress. Any 
man who possesses ingenuity, a glue- 
pot and haif-a-yard of organ di muslin 
(procurable at any^ draper's) can fashion 
six ties for the price of one. 

Save your cigar bands. Pasted on a 
broad strip of ribbon they show to great 
advantage round a straw hat, the effect 
being original and, I might ©von say, 
arresting. 

With the passing of the frock-coat 
the great problem is how to adapt ii; to 
the newer mode. Cut short at the 
waist and finished with the new blanket 
stitch it presents the novel effect of an 
Eton jacket, which imparts that ** little 
boy " appearance so greatly desired by 
men bordering on middle age. 
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OF PARI lAMFMT ®xa.ci3 definition of what the new word Tuesday, August 12tK — No one can 
mu T T They would have liked wonder if on this day the Peers should 

Monday, August 11th,— The Lords to know, too, why the introduction of be inclined to grouse. Lord Chaplin, 
met at the unusually early hour of three this “carefully considered measure” with his heart in the Highlands, could 
and put in six solid hours of continuous has been deferred to the dog-days. not understand whv the House should be 
work. Lord Salisbuby began to feel a Mr. Kennedy Jones declared that asked to give favourable consideration to 
certain sympathy with the trade union- the small trader was to be made a scape- a Hill reducing the hours worked in coal 
ist standpoint, and late in the evening, goat for the sins of bigger criminals. Mr. mines from eight to seven, and pointed 
to the amazement of Lord Peel, sup- Glynes remarked upon the absence of out that Mr. Justice Sankey’s hope that 
ported a proposal to safeguard common the Pood-Contboller’s name from the this could be done without raising the 
land from allotments, on the ground that back of the Bill. Mr. G. E. Thorne price of coal had already been falsified. 


it might please Mr. Smillie. 

Purther amendments to the 
Transport Bill, intended to reduce 
the autocracy of the Minister-desig- 
nate to’ a limited monarchy, were 
passed on the motion of Lord Mon- 
tagu and other Peers. Lord Lyt- 
ton, but for whose persuasive ad- 
vocacy Sir Eric Geddes’ transports 
would have been even more em- 
phatically moderated, objected to 
one proposal on the ground that 
“the Treasury was wholly unable 
to criticize technical matters, such 
as the design of a locomotive or the 
position of a station.’* If his lord- 
ship is correctly informed the Treas- 
ury must be losing its nerve. Be- 
fore the War it was never afraid to 
criticize anything. 

As the moment for opening the 
locked box approaches, the Pree 
Traders are more than ever anxious 
to get a surreptitious peep at its 
contents. During Questions Cap- 
tain Wedgwood Benn made so 
many endeavours to prise it open 
that the Speaker had to restrain 
him. 

Ministers confessed that the finan- 
cial outlook was anything but rosy. 
The production of coal is barely 
half what it ought to be, and the 
daily outgo of money is almost 
exactly double the daily income. 
Even Mr. Bonar Law’s announce- 
ment that expenditure would - be 
radically cut down did little to re- 



The Flamingo {Gemral Sjsely), “Was that your 

VOICE I HEARD JUST NOW COMPLAINING ABOUT ME 
AND MY STUNTS?” 

The John Bullfinch. “Me complaining? Never I 


The House was relieved to hear 
that in future the Government in- 
tended so far as possible to leave 
industrial disputes to settle them- 
selves. 

Considering that the conduct of 
Mr. J. A. Clyde, the Lord.. Advo- 
cate, in refusing to sanction the 
prosecution of certain Air Porce 
contractors, was to be the principal 
subject of debate in the House of 
Commons, it was odd that among 
the Private Bills on the Order- 
Paper was the Clyde Navigation 
Order Confirmation Bill. The 
House gave a second reading to 
the Bill, and, after hearing the 
Advocate’s defence — which 
convincing that it might 
with advantage have been made 
earlier date — confirmed the 
\ ^ Clyde Navigation in that case also. 

\ Meanwhile, General Seely had 

carried on a vigorous controversy 
with Sir P. Banbury across the 
I benches over the alleged extrava- 

gance of the Air Ministry in regard 

to its motor-cars. Disclaiming any 
intention to be unkind to his right 
General Seely accused 
having made a ridiculous 
^ ^ ^ mistake. “ Any man with an ounce 

of sense in his head ” would have 
seen that £2,700 for the upkeep 
Was that your Qf motor-car was absurd. Sir P. 
iNiNG about me thereupon produced an 

-NTwpTif enormous bundle of shorthand 


I WAS MERELY WONDERING HOW ON EARTH YOU ’LL notes showiug that General Seely 


move the settled gloom of the As- manage to go on flipping about when your had admitted that he might have 


sembly. But then Mr. Baldwin clipped to less than half. 


made the same mistake himself. 


had a happy thought. Assuring Churchill announced that the Air Force Most people, I am afraid, will think 

the House that it should have full mTlhons T*® strange thing, hav- 

opportunities of revising the Esti- y- v i i n .j regard to the general tendency 

mates he observed, “ I think we may said that the Government departments of war-time finance, is that it was a 
assume that the Lord Chancellor’s were themselves the worst profiteers, mistake at all. 

bath is a unique event” — and the va- The best that Sir B. Horne could say Anyhow it was a comfort to learn 
pours were dispelled in<,a burst of in reply to this varied indictment was from Mr. Churchill that the Air Force 
happy laughter. that he would undertake to pick worse Estimates for next year are to be cut 

Barely has a new measure received holes in any rival Bill than had been down from sixty-six millions to twenty- 
a more unanimous buffeting in debate picked in this one. five. The Chief of the Air Staff is 

than that which was accorded to And yet when it came to the Division charged with effecting this reduction, 

the Profiteering Bill. Sir Auckland Members were so much afraid of being and will in future be known as General 
Geddes’ defence of it was more in- ticketed as pro-profiteers that only eight Be-Trenchaed. 

genious than convincing. Members of them were found to vote against it, Equally satisfactory, and even more 
listened politely to his assertion that and Sir Watson Butherford, who had surprising, was the announcement that, 
the mere introduction of the new word seconded the motion for the rejection, by arrangement with our French allies, 
“ marks an increase in social conscious- was actually among the 251 in the we are winding up our Watch on the 

ness,” but would have preferred an Government Lobby. Ehine so rapidly that by the end of 
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October only four or five thousand 
British soldiers will be required to 
maintain it. 

Wednesday^ Augmt IWl — Lord 
SoMERDEYTON stated that the Eeport 
of the evidence given before the Coal 
Ooinmission ran to 1,219 pages and 
would be published shortly in the form 
of a Blue-book. Peers with depleted 
cellars rejoiced at the prospect of a 
fresh supply of cheap fuel. 

Every day for weeks past the Govern- 
ment have been asked for the name of 
the new Ambassador to the United 
States. Mr. Bonar Laav not long ago 
explained the delay in making the 
appointment as due to the fact that 
they were looking for the “ Ixist man.’* 
He now announced, amid approving 
cheers, that the Government liad dis- 
covered him in the person of the late 
Foreign Minister, who has consented 
for the time being to exchange Fallodon 
for a little Grey home in the West.” 

Although Mr, Harry ForsterIs one 
of the best- dressed men in the House 
he is also one of the most modest. 
Members were a little astonislied, there- 
fore, when he invited their particular 
attention to his nether garments. The 
War Office had been accused of ex- 
travagance in having provided itself 
with five million yards of tartan for 
trousers,** If all the Scottish regiments 
were compelled to exchange fee kilt 
for the trews there could not, it was 
argued, be any justification for hold- 
ing tins huge amount. Mr. Forster 
explained that tartan ” was a term of 
art in the tailonng trade, referring to 
material and not to colour ; and, glanc- 
ing down at his own legs, immaculately | 
draped as usual, he remarked that he 
himself was wearing tartan*’ trousers 
at that moment, though he did not 
propose to hand them over to the Dis- 
posals Board, 

After five years the famous story of 
the Russian soldiers in England lias 
come true. At this moment a thousand 
Russian officers are receiving military 
trainiiig at Newmarket. The an- 
nouncement greatly shocked Captain 
Wedgwood Benn, who thought it a 
dreadful thing that Russians should be 
trained to fight against their own Gov- 
ernment. jBiit Mr. Ghurghill’s ex- 
planation, that the object was to enable 
them to relieve our own officers and 
men, satisfied the House as a whole. 
It might perhaps be well to warn Cap- 
tain BEisfN not to jump to erroneous 
conclusions if in the course of their 
stay some of our visitors should be 
found in attendance on the Gesarewitch. 

The eleven o’clock rule was sus- 
pended despite Sir Dohald Maclean’s 
apprehensions that when the ^'Who 
Goes Home?” was sounded Members 


would find no vehicles to take them 
there. The Government kindly averted 
that danger by keeping the House em- 
ployed until half - past seven in the 
morning. 

Such private Members as could keep 
their eyes open strove hard to put some 
ginger ” into the Profiteering Bill, but 
without much result. Even when tliey 
insisted, contrary to the Ministerial 
desire, on giving the Board of T)*ade 
power to fix maximum prices Mr. Box.ar 
Law was careful to point out that it did 
not follow feat the Government would 
avail themselves of the power. 

Thursday, August lUlu — It was a 
jaded House of Commons that mot this 



Sm Fiiisr (’o'i.\u.ssi()ni:u ui* 

Works, bacb that o.ni.x tiieki'’. Mrsnc.MK 

COULi:) NOW FAIllLY BE DKSCUrBr.T) AS <'i.OSKl>. 

afternoon to finish off tlie Profiteering 
Bill, and when Mr. Bridgman excused 
himself from attempting to solve one 
of the fiscal conundrums propounded 
to him, on the ground that he had “ not 
been to bed,” the cheers that greeted 
him were really sympathetic. 

The last stage of fee Bill was very 
much like its first. Hardly anyone out- 
side the Government had a good word 
to say for it, yet no one ventured to 
vote against it. Sir Auckl.vnb Geddes, 
in accepting an amendment from Mr, 
Tyson Wilson designed to strengthen 
the Government in dealing with trusts, 
said that he regarded it as a niani- 
festo; ” and that description might he 
appliedto the whole measure. To judge 
by most of the speeches an equal effect 
could have been produced with less 
trouble and' expense if a notice-board 
had been erected in Whitehall Gardens 
announcing that “Profiteers will be 
Prosecuted.” 


AHOTHER YOUNG CRICKETER’S TUTOR. 

There has been of late so much 
writing about cricket that perliaps one 
more autliority may ho admitted to the 
ranks. The Times not only has em- 
barked upon a liisiory of the game, but 
has thrown open its columns to one 
anonymous exponent in paiiiciilar and 
to all cricketers with moinories in gen- 
eral. Tlic identity of the rcminiscencer- 
hi-chief has been the principal topic 
of eonvcisaiion at Lord’s for weeks ; 
in fact rarely have amateurs of conjec- 
ture been offered such a plum ; while fee 
pasti me of constructing ideal elevens has 
so (*aught on that the gentleman who 
calls him.r>eli‘ “Alpha of the Plough” 
in The Star in his excitement trans- 
ferred three Ihing lieroes all untimely 
to the Elysian Fields. No need then to i 
apologise for intruding the claims of% 
latter-day Indian Nvkk.n --Mohummud 
Anm LLAH Khan- -to a place among 
the authorities. | 

]MoiruMMED.\BnuLLAn Khan’sCHcIui 
( undo was publi.shc<lin Lucknow i n 189 1 , 
the full title bei tig Cricket ( I aide intended 
for the use <f Yomuj Players, eoniainmg 
a Short hut Comprehensive Account oj 
the (lame, t mhraeing all the imjmrtant 
Unles and Directions nieely arranged in 
due Succession, and his reason for writ- 
iitg it was largely the wish to allay the 
fever which cricket seems then to have 
provoked in his compatriots. Tliose 
who remember the sang-froid, tlie com- 
posed mastery, of Prince R\NJrrsiNH.n 
may he surprised to learn lhat, at any 
rate in 1B91, cricket had a way of rush- 
ing to the head of young India. “Even 
those,” wrote Mohu*mmud Abduliah 
Khan, “who are very good and noble 
(say, next-door to angels) tuj*ri so rash 
and inconsiderate at^^certain moments 
that their brains lose the balance and 
begin to take fallacious fancies.” More, 
they “boil over with rage, pick up 
quan’els with one anotlier, and even 
look daggers at their owm dearest friends 
i and darlings,” the cause being not only 
the game itself, but an ignorance of the 
laws that should govern it and them, 
and without obedience to which “a 
human body is nothing but a solid peace 
of rocky hill, that is to say ‘ cleverness.’” 
Very well, then. .I^oeling as he did 
about it, Mohommud Abdullah Khan 
had to write his book. 

Practical as the instructions of this 
Oriental teacher can be, it is really de- 
portment that lies nearest his heart. He 
is as severe on a want of seriousness 
as upon loss of temper. Thus, he says: 
“ The fielders must take especial care 
not to exchange jokes with one another 
or tiy funny tricks that do secretly 
divide their attention and produce a hor- 
rible defect in their fielding.” Again, 
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“ Behave like gentlemen after the game 
is over ; avoid clapping and laughing in 
faces of the persons you have defeated.” 
But there is no harm in a match being 
momentarily interrupted by a touch 
of courtesy. Thus: “If you are the 
Captain of your team and the fielders 
of the opposite party clap your wel- 
come, you are required simply to turn 
or raise your night cap a little, and 
this is sufficient to prove your easy 
turn of disposition as well as to furnish 
the return of their compliments.” 

For the most part the directions are 
sound, even if they may be a little 
obscure in statement ; but now and then 
one is puzzled. The game in India 
! must have been very animated if no 
' error has crept into the following note 
on the bowler: “During one and the 
same over the bowler is allowed to 
change his ends as often as he may 
desire, but cannot possibly bowl two 
overs in succession.” And this reads 
oddly : “ The bowler is allowed to make 
the batsman stand in any direction he 
may choose from the wicket he is bowl- 
ing from.” But no fault can be found 
here : “ The bowler must always try to 
pitch his hall in such a style and porsi- 
tion that its spring may always rest on 


the wickets to be aimed at. He must 
know the proper rules of no halls and 
loides and” — here we are again ! — “must 
never be wishing to pick up any quarrel 
with the umpire of the opposite party.” 

And so we reach the umpires, upon 
whom the author becomes very earnest. 
Under the frenetic conditions to which 
cricket could reduce his countrymen, to 
umpire was no joke. Indeed he goes 
so far as to advise his readers never to 
fill that position except when the match 
is between teams personally unknown 
to them. For to umpire among friends 
is to turn those iriends to foes. “ Take 
special care, my dear umpires, not to 
caU over unless the ball has finally 
settled in the wicket-keeper’s hand, as 
well as avoid ordering a batsman out 
unless you are appealed to by the oppo- 
site party . . . Each and every one of 
the umpires niust avoid using insulting, 
terms, or playing on bets with any one 
of the fielders or persons in geneial, in 
his capacity of being an umpire.” 

The requirements of a perfect wicket- 
keeper are well set forth. After de- 
scribing his somewhat “ stooping con- 
dition” the mentor says, “I.would 
like this man to be of a grave de- 
meanour and humble mind, say the 


Captain of the Club, whose duties are 
to guide the fielders, order the change.of 
their places if necessary,” and “ guard 
himself well against the furious attacks 
of the sweeping balls,” Here Mohum- 
MUD Abdulluh Ejhan is among some 
of the best critics, who have always 
held that for the captain to be wicket- 
keeper (as, for example, in the case of 
Mr. Gkegok McGregor) is an ideal 
arrangement, :? 

Point also needs some special quali- 
ties, and with the recital of these and 
the concluding friendly warning we 
may take leave of the book : “ He must 
be a very smart and very clever man, 
of a quick sight and slender form.” 
(“ Slender form ? ” And yet one has 
seen “ W. G.” doing not so badly there 1) 
“ His place is in front of the popping- 
crease, about seven yards from the 
striker. He must take special care to 
protect his own person in case when 
fast bowling is raging through the field. 
Pay great attention to the game, my 
dear pointer, or suppose yourself already 
hurt.” . - 

A Dangerous Trade. 

From “ Situations Vacant ” : — 

“ Fishmonger. — A good all-round man , wet , 
dried and fried.*’ — Daily Paper. 
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RIVER-CRAFT. 

“ Golf, I think,*’ said James. 

“ Golf let it be,” said I. 

“Not golf surely,” said Mary, who 
was helping us to make up our minds. 
“ It ’s too much like trench routine. 
You want something more changeful 
and less strenuous. A gentle progress 
from day to day.” 

“That cuts out golf for William,” 
murmured James unkindly. 

“I have it,” she exclaimed, with 
sparkling eyes. “You mustn't walk, 
ou haven't a motor-car, you haven’t 
orses ” 

“ I 've got a pair of field boots,” said 
James proudly, “but no spurs. 

I think I must have left them 
sticking in the sides of my last 
charger. Always your reckless 
cavalier was I.” 

“ That cuts out golf for James,” 

I put .in,‘ seeking revenge. “ He 
would want spurs, you know, 
to scratch his drives out of 
bunkers.” 

“Don’t quarrel, you two,” 
said Mary, “ but listen to me. 

What about a boat ? ” 

“ Well, what about it? ” asked 
James. 

“ A nice boat or a canoe on a 
nice river, and you would slip 
down ever so softly to the sea. 

As changeful as a cinema, but 
not so restless. It ’s not origi- 
nal, of course, but it's jolly. 
Watching the cows and the 
rushes.” 

“ Should we hire this — er— 
this aquatic vehicle, or should 
we buy it?” I asked. 

“ Whichever you like,” 

“ How much do they cost? ” 

“ Twenty-five shillings a foot,” 
said James with a brisk business- 
like air. 

“Feet be blowed,” I objected. “You 
don't measure them by feet, my boy. 
You ’ ve forgotten your arithmetic tables. 
It ^s beams, I think. Two beams make 
one baft, four bafts one binnacle.” 

“ Never mind the prices,” said Mary, 
“we can think about that afterwards. 
The thing to do is to find a nice river.” 
We opened a map. 

“ What ’s that light-blue piece right 
in the middle of England?” asked 
James. “ It ’s a lake surely. We might 
row up and down on that.” 

“It says Staffordshire,” said Mary, 
examining it. 

“ Probably the mines are flooded,” I 
explained. “ Hallo, I 've found a river. 
It jazzes a good deal, but it worries into 
the sea all rjght at Shelbury ; and there ’s 
a place called Butterbridge on it, about 
half-way up.” 


“ Not it,” said James, peering over 
ray shoulder. “ Butterbridge's little dot 
is close beside the B.” 

“ Song by JTames,” I announced : — 

“ Butterbridgo’s little dot 
Is close beside the B, 

And therefore Butterbridge is not 
The place for him and me.” 

“It must be on the river, though, 
James,” said Mary pleadingly, “or it 
wouldn't be called Butterbridge. The 
place where Butter built his bridge, you 
know.” 

“He probably built it in the wrong 
place, and that 's why they called him 
Butter,” said James obstinately. 

“ Leave him to grouse,” I advised 


her. “ Do you know, Mary, I ’m rather 
beginning to like your idea? James 
shall do most of the rowing, and wear 
his field-boots all the time, and when 
we go ashore he shall put on the 
rowlocks instead of spurs. 

“ By the way, what 's the name of 
this old river? It doesn’t -seem to say 
on the map.” 

“They'll probably tell you that at 
Butterbridge,” she suggested. 

“If they’ve ever heard, of it there,” 
put in J ames. “ How thick is your 
rivulet,, anyway? I’m beginning to 
think old Butter ” 

“ I know how to measure the breadth 
of a stream,” I interrupted hastily, 
“ You take a point on the further side 
and then a point on the near side, then 
you put a stick in the ground and walk 
forty yards and put another stick* 
in ” 


“ And take away the number you 
first thought of,” said James. “Look 
hero — there 's another hitch. When we 
got the boat to Shelbury how do we got 
it back again ? ” 

“ The ancient Assyrians,” I said, 
“used to take a donkey down the river 
Euphrates on their boats, and when 
they got to Babylon and unloaded they 
packed the boat up on the donkey and 
walked back.” 

“That was all right for the ancient 
Assyrians,” assented James, “ but you 
see wo 've got your shoulder to con- 
sider: otherwise ” 

^ “ I know ! ” cried Mary, when we had 
picked the chairs up again and sat 
down. “Go to Shelbury, hire 
a boat there and have it taken 
up to Butterbridge; go up to 
Butterbridge by train and then 
row down.” 

“Not at all a bad idea, 
Mary,” I said. 

“A very good idea, indeed,” 
said JainoB, who had found a 
railway time-table and was 
studying it carefully. 

“There’s an advertisement 
here of the Swan Hotel at Shel- 
bury which says, ‘ Boats for hire 
on river or sea.’ ” 

“ Let ’s have a look,” I said. 

^ Ho was right. The adver- 
tisement also went on to say, 
“ Excellent golf-links. Splendid 
cuisine.” 

We looked at each other 
guiltily. 

“ Of course, if they won’t send 
a boat up-strearn to Butter- 
bridge — ” I began. 

“ Or lose their way in the hin- 
terland looking for the place.” 

“ Anyway, we can always ” 

“ Quite,” said James. 

Evok. 


^^GOVERNMEIMT LINEN/’’ 

Baboain-hunting, as a rule, docs not 
interest Henry; but as I read the ad- 
vertisement of Government Linen day 
after day in the papers I felt that some 
effort was required of me. 

“ Think of it, dear,” I said ; “ every 
bit of the yarn ‘ Government tested.' 
Can't you imagine a tug-of-war in the 
House testing the yarn ? ” I added. 

“I don’t see,” said Henry, “how 
that could be properly done without an 
Opposition. ^ I should have my doubts 
about Coalition linen.” 

Nevertheless he was so impressed 
that he said I could get as much as I 
liked. 

The conquest was so sudden and 
complete that I felt rather lonely. 
Imagine finding yourself suddenly con- 





fronted with five million yards of linen 
and told to help yourself. I didn’t like 
it a bit. So I said, “How about an 
eighty-five yard piece? It will come 
in useful some day.” 

“ By all means’” replied Henry ; “ it 
won’t make much difference to me, for 
I shall probably be in heaven.” ■ 

* When he talks like that I have to.be 
firm, so I said threateningly, “ Now I 
won’t buy any at all.” • I 

“Oh, yes, do,” he said; “I under- 
stand they wear it there.” 

“ Not unbleached,” I said in a 
shocked voice. ' 

I went to our big draper’s and was 
absolutely thrilled. Scarcely had I 
breathed the word. “ linen ” when th& 
manager, the shop-walker and several 
assistants all rushed at me, beaming 
such a jubilant welcome that I was on 
the point of shaking hands with them. 
They all talked at once and showered 
patterns on me, and referred to books 
and to one another, and contradieted I 
each other till my brain was whirling, 
like an aeroplane propeller. The man- 
ager would say confidentially in* my 
ear at short intervals, “I don’t mind 
telling you, Madam,” etc., etc. 


And in the middle of this I suddenly 
saw over my shoulder Mrs. Carruthers 
waiting to be served, her face wearing an 
expression of wondering pity. She is one 
of those maddeningly capable women 
who never know an irresponsible mo- 
ment. She is on a dozen committees 
and is a guardian, and whenever you 
go to see her she has to rush off, with 
her hands full of minutes, to a meeting 
of some sort. 

“Oh,” I said, “I didn’t see you be- 
fore; I — I am buying some of this 
Government linen.” 

“ Why? ” asked Mrs. Carruthers. 

“I thought it such a bargain,” I 
said ; “ it will do for almost anything. 
It would make nice curtains,” 

“ You won’t like it for curtains,” she 
said. “ They ’d crumple directly.” 

. “It doesn’t matter,” I replied; “I 
don’t want any curtains and shan’t for 
years and years. But,” I added, grow- 
ing more and more confused,* “the 
advertisement mentioned dozens of 
things it could be used for — blinds, 
chair - covers, billiard - rooms, loose- 
boxes, cricket, football, tennis and golf 
pavilions, cow-houses^ poultry houses, 
coal and wood sheds.” . ■ 


“ Aren’t you thinking of army huts?” 
she interrupted. 

“ So I was,” I exclaimed, my brain 
suddenly clearing ; “ but ” — intelligently 
— “ it would do for children’s frocks. 
That wasn’t in the army huts adver- 
tisement, was it ? ” 

“ You ’ll find it most extravagant 
wear for children,” shesaid. “I wouldn’t 
advise you to use it for that unless you 
can give them a clean one every other 
day.” 

“ I haven’t any children,” I said 
sweetly, “ but I could use it for a tent. 
Eighty-five yards should be enough for 
a marquee, I think, and possibly a few 
tea-cosies, which I badly want. " Good 
bye.” And I left her staring blankly 
after me. 

But I don’t mind telling you that I 
haven’t the remotest idea what I shall 
do with that linen or why I bought it, 
except that it has become a habit with 
me, since the days of Government tea 
■and Government cheese. War Bonds 
and Loans, to support the Government. 
I would even buy an army hut for use’ 
as a Government coal and wood shed, 
as advertised — if I could buy Govern- 
ment coal to put in it. 
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HECONSTRUOTION IN 
CLUBLAND. 

The futureof London Clubs is already 
, seriously exercising the minds of our 
instructors in the daily Press, one of 
whom has uttered a weighty plea in 
favour of concentration and amalgama- 
tion as the only way to meet the econo- 
mic and social difficulties of the situa- 
tion. But, as so often happens, specific 
suggestions are lacking. A great oppor- 
tunity is at hand for promoting social 
fellowship, if only it is resolutely and 
fearlessly grasped. 

To be more precise, there are a number 
of “ West End Clubs,’’ seldom mentioned 
byname, which are constantly being 
raided. Exciteinorit, as another of our 
public instructors has recently informed 
us, is an essential and healthy element 
in life. Why should these Clubs have 
a monopoly of these stimulating ex- 
periences ? One of the first needs of 
Club reconstruction is the fraternisatimi 
of the dull and decorous clubmen of 
Pall iVLall and Piccadilly witli their more 
vivacious and enterprising brethren of 
h3obo. 

Thei’o is one very select Club, of 
which it was once said that it was like 
a duke*s mansion witli the duke lying 
dead npstaii's. Hucb. an atmosphere can 
only tend to perpetuate that unfortunate 
class feeling which Mr. SanuLiE and 
Mr. WiLLTAMS are so lieroically labour- 
ing to remove. The notion that a Club 
should be a sanctuary is little short 
of an insult to the intelligence of the 
majority and a survival of the old ex- 
clusiveness, whicli the new and en- 
lightened distriinition of honours has 
happily done so much to break down. 

Arrangements for sound- p^roof dormi- 
tories are perfectly compatible with the 
general brightening of Club life. How 
clamant the demand is for this spiritual 
quiescence may be gathered from the 
fact that at none of the old Clubs are 
any meals accompanied by music. Un- 
less we^ are greatly mistaken tliere is 
not a single gramophone in the Pry- 
tane-um, where an archbishop is credibly 
reported to have recently asked an emi- 
nent doctor whether syncopation was 
the same as syncope ! The roof -garden 
at the Petroleum, begun in 1914 and 
interrupted by the outbreak of the Wai% . 
stiM remains incomplete, a tragic monu- 
ment of thwarted but noble enterprise. 
IiKJredible as it may seem, it is nones 
the less true that the plans of the new • 
I n^riWftional Ballet Club contain no s 
provision a swimming-bath. 

On thfea;iegative side perhaps the most : 
imperative need is that of dealing faith- 
fully yet humanely Club bores. 

Mwy .ml»ncs have been put forward^ 
but perliaps the . most ‘^satisfactory is 

the system of probationary selection for 
two or possibly three years, after whicli 
every member will have to come up for 
a confirmatory ballot, those who are 
rejected becoming ijpso facto honorary 
members of the United Bronchitic Club, 
01 * the Pulmonarium, as it is proposed 
to name this great residual institution. 
But even before the probationary period 
has expired it is suggested that the 
Committee of any Club should take 
powers to deport any member who in 
the space of twenty-four hours uses the 
phrase, “What are we corning to*.^” 
more than twelve times. 

THE WBAPPBH. 

He was* a perfectly good novelist; 
not quite good enough to be kept under 
glass in a uniform edition and not quite 
bad enough to be a “ Best Beller.” 

ITis next book, which was to be Ins 
masterpiece, was practically finished 
when be met Iier. 

She was the prettiest possible yoiuig 
artist. Red bobbed hair and just eigii- 
teen. Bo, when she mentioned her 
wish to paint a picture as a frontispiece 
or “wrapper” for his book, lie was 
delighted. 

“ I 've got someth ing now,” she >jaid, 
“ that might poiiia])s- • — ” 

“ Please let me see it.” 

It was perfect I J ust right 1 Only — 
his heroine had bright red hair and lay 
a good deal on purple cushions. The 

I giri in the picture was a brunette, 

“ Never mind,” he said, consoling her, 
“ 1 ’ll have it all the same. It will 
reiiroduce lieautifully.” 

He explained to her — for she was, 
like very many young people, rather 
old-fasliioned-^that neither the title of 
a book nor its wrapper need have any- 
thing to do with the story ; that a 
portrait should be like the artist, not 
the sitter, and other obvious facts. 

He also told her that the picture 
would make the novel a success ; but 
it was clear that she was still troubled 
by a prejudice in favour of the old kind 
of illustration, the kind that bore some 
•relation to its subject, so, when she 
had gone, be determined to alter the 
colouring of bis heroine to suit the 
picture. 

He soon found out that hair-dyeing 
is not the simple business he thought 
it, and that the transformation of bis 
blonde into a brunette compelled him 
also to change not only, the colour of 
the cushions and other aooessories, but 
the style of her characier, and indeed 
re-write much of the dialogue and what 
there was of a plot. Even the hero bad 
to be touched up, so as to be lirought 
into liarmony or else eon treat. 

The job took several weeks. 

But he did it. Ho wanted to give 
her a pleasant surprise. 

“ I ’ve been working frightfullv ban] 
too,” she murmured, when he 'called 
at last. 

“ Good. Let ’s have another look at 
the picture.” 

She turned the canvas. The heroine 
had suffered a hair-change. Her chev- 
clure was now bright red. 

He hadn’t the iieart to ask her to 
undo her work, nor the energy to i*e- 
store in the novel the original colouring 
of his heroine; so he let things be; 
and the book appeared with r<'d hair 
on tlie outside and black within. After 
all, this ofieij happens in real life. 

The combination made a great liil, 
and they married t)n the proceeds. 

“NEW WORLDB bOH OLD.” 

In my youth, wlum impressioiK were 
chronic, 

1 recall my deep joy aw I beai*d 

Of a State which was purely platonic, 
Where no wickiidness ever occunud ; 
Onts truth long 1 nursocUbo conviction, 
Till, alas! wlien hut half throiigij m\ 
(ecus 

1 pronounced poor AiluntiH a fid ion 

To tell the Marines. 

Btill inclined, in a way, to m\opia 

And the cult of fauCast-icarioro, 

] next read of a world termed Utopia, 
And daily kept shouting for Mohk ; 
But its roseate hues changed to yellow. 
And I turned, like the llun from the 
Marne, 

To tind it as false as its fellow 

And simply a }urn. 

Now Tis said that our own little planet, 
New-born from the wi*eck of the old 
And the ruins of madmen who ran it, 
Will produce a fi-e.sh Era of Gold ; 

Yet I mean to withhold my laudations; ^ 

I shall wait till it ’s not quite so new, 
Lest it prove, like these storied crcii- 
tioim, 

A fairy-tale too, 

tor the laauj tlaatsauds of girln of all 
descriptioiih, mid m/xsh wJio find, wbeu 
thaiv yearly holiday couh's round, that thev 
3ui\o no i)lacc to go, Urn holiday 

canq>s are not on1>’ a blon^ing but a real Pani- 
diae 0 !j earth.”— Kvcnimj Paper* 

Possibly ; but what does the Y.W.G.A. 
say'alx)ut it? 

“Month by month the time L to he pasned 
away until the nation that plunged the world 
into a war which ha-s—well the results arc well 
known— shall conic out of her enforced retire- 
ment on an equality with yon who r<»ad these 
lines, and with we who write. Wc have written 
the hist sentence advisedly.” ^ 

Uaiigalore Iktiltj Pont* 

We bad hop^d it wfts an accident. . 
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THE SWUNG FLOOR. 

Binks {eti Imt twn from tM refreskment-room^ xohore he has s^ent the first five dan.ces)» **Ah I, OE does irt^ 


OUH BOOKII>iG-OFF!C£. 

{By Mr. Fundi! ^ Staff of Learned Glerhs.) 

A PECULIAR interest attaches itself row to tJie wori oi 
Mr. William le Morgan, since the death of the writer has 
removed it definitely into that past to which, even at the 
time of its production, it seemed always so strangely to 
belong. It is odd also, in view of the inevitable comparison 
with Charles Dickens, to find that both have left their 
unfinished mysteries. Fortunately, lioivever, J'oi* tlie patience 
of those who dislike the unsolved problem, tliat of The Old 
Madhouse (Heinemann) is shrouded by no such obscurity 
as the fate of Edwin Drood. I am afraid I must add that, 
even had this been so, and the fate of Di\ Carteret never 
been disclosed, it is improbable that any specially poignant 
curiosity would have been excited. The fact is (to be done 
with carping) that here is a tale showing the lb Moroan^ 
method at its best, or worst, according _to the taste and 
fancy of the individual. Dr. Carteret disappears in Chapter ’ 
Three, when surveying the old house of the title as a pro- 
spective residence for his nephew, about to be married; the 
nephew, his engagement broken off, falls gradually in love 
with the wife of his friend. Behold all ! And fox five hun- 
dred and fifty-oddpages^a number of natural, credible and 
very talkative persons discuss these two subjects in that 
haphazard manner from which *Mr. he Morgan^s countless 
admirers derive so much pleasure. As for the actual mys- 
tery, that, as I say, is no great matter ; indeed, when ex- 
plained by Mrs. de Morgan, Im an interesting note upon 
her husband^ s literary manner, it may seem to have be^ 
mfich ado about rather little; One sees however pos^bilities 


for unwritten scenes that would have heightened its effect. 
Because those scenes can never now be written, The Old 
Madhouse is assured of a warm welcome as the last of a 
•series that has made its definite mark upon English fiction. 

The Graven Image (Hoddbr and Stoughton) is precisely 
one of those books whose virtues cannot be concentrated 
into a sparkling paragraph. Eminently a sound tale, dealing 
with a large number of characters, all well and truly drawn, 
who never do' anything that real persons would not do in 
similar circumstances — what can one say of such a story 
except detail the plot, which would take too long, or record 
a curt mark of approval, perhaps hardly fair to the prospec- 
tive reader? However, medio tutissimus iho, and content 
myself witli gmng you some kind of epitome of Mr. David 
IjTall*s scheme. I will reveal at once what took me some 
little intelligence to detect, that the Graven Image of the title 
=:th 0 GolSen Calf=an over-strong appreciation of money. 
Hence an interest distinctly topical. The root of all evil is 
shown worshipped, or in some cases spurned, by the various 
members of the Bwwdon family ; by Oliver, the father, who 
^nt his life contemplating it, and hardened in the process ; 
by Marjorie, his second wife and stepmother of his children 
(a charmingly drawn character, who slips too soon into the 
back-ground), and by the second generation in their own 
commercial ox matrimonial adventures. Of these younger 
folk I myself best liked Judy (an unusual girl, if only because 
she used the i^ovQiCmronftage with familiarity iii the Spring 
of 1^14 — one clearly who might be called in advance of 
her time) . Judy, after some inclination towards the Imagb; • 
in the person of an elderly but affluent suitor stolen from 
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the more appropriate Bertha, repented, and chose love in a thrills and do not mind being dazzled, you can hold your 
cottage with a mate of her own years. The author says it breath right through The Lamp in the Desert (IIutchinbok) 
was his ‘ young beauty ’ that influenced her, a view that the from start to finish. Thoro are some murders, an Indian 
wrapper-artist sternly discourages. Mr. Lyall’s hunch of rising — and oh, a pet mongoose! 1 almost forgot the pet 
life — it is rather too substantial to be considered a slice — if mongoose. He fights with a snake and is subsequently 
devoid of sensational plums, provides fare at least nourish- killed by a heavy bronze paper-weight which a lady hurls 
ing and digestible. at him in a fit of temper. But true love burns true to the 

' Dacre is disposed of ; Everanl and StoAla are happy, 
Admirers of Mrs. Maud Diver’s StrangeBoacls will please and Netta, the owner of the pet mongoose, has a pet mon- 
note that the end of the War and the Peace Conference gosling to play with. The Lamp in the Desert is a very 
find their friends of that book still, with some exceptions, exciting book. , 

intact, after having borne themselves during these last feiv 

years much as might have been expected of them. Their Fields of Victory (Hutchinson) consists of letters written 
history, as related in this second instalment, is all mixed up by Mrs. Humphry Ward for the purpose of riveting atten- 
with that of Europe, and is called The Strong Honrs (Con- tion upon the decisive part played by tiie British Armies 
stable) ; but really and truly the authoress is not nearly so in the concluding stages of the War. It is an opportunity 
strenuous as, judging from the title, she seems to think, which she has grasped with both hands. Erorn one cause 
being much more apt at character-sketching than the thrills or another the magnificent work performed by British 
of battle. This is all to the good, because readers who have troops during last autumn has not been duly realized, and 
not met Bereh Blount and the rest before may yet be suffi- it was time that this defect should be remedied and tlie i 
ciently intrigued in them for their own sake, rather than truth brought home to people wlio from constitutional I 
for that of their earlier doings. They still retain the habit disinclination do not read despatches. Tiio task was not I 


of not taking their excite- 
ment quite seriously; their 
experience, for instance, be- 
ing mainly remarkable for 
opportune returns to that 
exactly right hospital where 
a hero may find the exactly 
right nurse waiting to help 
continue the story on lines 
which suggest armistices 
already signed. Certainly 
there is a creepy German — 
one of the sort with a hid- 
den hand up his sleeve — 
whom the writer is sure 
should have been interned. 
It would appear she has not 
yet been able to prove any- 
thing worse against him 
than a desire to dominate 
War -hospital subscription 
lists ; but I am inclined to 





ADVERTISEMENTS ILLUSTRATED. 

‘^Important position in the City now open. Small salary. 
Fire, light and bungalow residence free. Reply ‘ Joy * 78002. 

THIS OFFICE.” 

[The above simple twenty- word ad., written by an undergraduate of 
the Heart-to-Heart Advertisement College, procured upwards of one 
million replies.] 


an easy one, and Mrs. Ward 
apologises for her audacity 
in undertaking it. Happily, 
however, her apology is un- 
necessary, because she ap- 
proached the work in a pro- 
per spirit and has carried 
it through with a finely 
balanced judgment. Her 
book is at once an incon- 
testable proof of British 
valour and a great tribute 
to the bravery of our Allies. 
Illustrations, a coloured 
map and a statistical chart 
are included in this volume, 
and, much as I hate statis- 
tics, I feel bound to say that 
this chart simply bristles 
with interesting informa- 
tion. The various authori- ; 
ties (French, American and 


agree all the same that his character, like his accent, is of British) who placed themselves at Mrs. Ward’s disposal 
the worst. No doubt he is again by now busily plotting and thus added enormously to the value of these letters, will 
this country s downfall in that next war to which the writer please regard themselves as embraced in mv vote of thanks, 
seems to look forward not too unhopefully. She can be — 

trusted, one is confident, to provide men and women, like I have never felt that the solemn ex-cathedra, verdict, 
Derek and his sweetheart, well able to check his vague “We are not amused,” ever proved anything more than 
nefanousness by tireless, if again rather vague, vigilance, that the sense of humour of the one pronouncing it might 
making love much more satisfactorily in the intervals. be_defectiye._ So I hesitate to make much of the fact that 

1 .,1 ^ found A Sailor’s Home (Heinemann), a book of stories 

Griyen a cruel, ruthless, mysterious land like India— and mainly humorous in intention, by ‘‘ Eichabd Dehan,” 
I feel oonvinoed that India is (a) cruel, {b) ruthless and rather a gloomy affair. Its vigorous author seems to be 
(c) mysterious because Miss Ethel M. Dell tells me so at under the impression that she can make jokes by sheer 
least in every twenty pages; pven also the lean, sunburnt, force, and I am led to wonder whether she takes enough 
masterful kind of man with burning eyes who “crushes” trouble to make her always bizarre situations reasonably 
tile heroine to him, and is able to make up like a mendicant plausible, or if she ever crosses out anything once set down. 

^ a man and many things I also find her obscure, and, turning back, as a conscientious 

are hkelv to hannen. Tbov iln j .1.’ , s, ^ 


nfivAr nnf T - TP ^ ^ sporting ne’er-do-well takes the place of his parson 

n ■ ^ j England. Attired m his native brother for a hectic week or so, is the best of a discon^rting 

^ ^ ,^1^“ with a revolver bunch. But even that is marred by senseless exaggeration, 

^disappear. Then he marries Steto. Then it is discovered such as the description of a man getting back tombed in a 

before he married SMla. strange room » after having firmly wedgfd the burner of the 
whT “ having murdered Dacre. Then gas-bracket in the socket of his left eye." The kingdom of 

—but why continue? If you are susceptible to Oriental humour surely suffereth not such violence. ^ , 
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CHARIVARI A other day. This disposes of the report A lady>dvertises in a morning paper 

- “ . , ^^8it the .CHANOELriOR OF THE Ex- foi' an elephant. It appears that her 

We understand that an interesting chequer had been seen slinking into last one, named 'Eid'o, was run over by 

law case may be. heard in London early a pawnbroker’s with the timepiece a motor-cyclist. ... ... 

next month. It appears that a gentle- under his coat. ... ... ‘'i' * 

man who started a trunk-call eight time a prominent merchant, 

months ago has just died without in- Associated boot-manufacturing trades a North of England man^ aged eighty 

eluding it in his will, with the result have decided to distribute boots with years, has just been admitted to a work- 

that several of his relations are claim- the price stamped on the soles. It is house. Influenoe again, we suppose. 

ihg the right to use it as soon as it feared, that this will add a new ; terror - . 

gets through. - to the publicity of the Marriage Service. A large antique crown covered with 

' ” ’ J ‘ " ^ * ' ’ . jewels, supposed to have been worn by 

- In view of the telephone’s ' delays . Six cent & was i;he amount of damages Que-en Elizabeth; has-been stolen 

people , should, when calling the fire awarded by a jury to Mr. Henry Ford, from a safe in the South of England, 
brigade, use a postcard, marking the for libel. • It is reported that the plain,- Any reader who meets in the street a 
top left-hand corner of the address side tiff has decided to* construct for himself man with a crinainal face wearing such 
with the word ** Urgent.” a new car with the* money. a crown in a suspicious manner should 

' - • ' . once give information to the nearest 

A prisoner who, several weeks ago, America proposes spending one mil- police-station. ^ ... 
escaped from gaol, was re-arrested last lion pounds in' fighting the Spanish * ' 

week whilst masquerading as a captain influenza germ. Anti - prohibitionists “What can I do,” asks “ Small- 
in the Eoyal Air Force. The fact that declare that since the introduction of holder,” to keep the birds from des- 

he had onlv one varietv of i ~ — r: troying my plums, apples 

and pears ? ” The best 
way is to sell the orchard 
when they are asleep. The 
simple creatures will go 
on destroying someone 
else’s plums, apples and 
pears without discovering 

oj iicxa oiia/ii xatjf oaij o 1 lifp , i — w/sMEOBk ni him tho decoption that has 

Morning Fost It is rather M ^ been practised upon them. 


he had only one variety of 
uniform in his possession 
appears to have aroused 
suspicion which led to his 
capture. 


■CjO 



There is no sort of con- H 

trol over the kind of eggs r 

a hen shall lay, says The ^ ‘ uuo ueuopuiuu uuau uas 

Morning Post It is rather M ^ been practised upon them, 

pathetic to see our contem- IW 

porary admitting defeat. ^ "1, The strangely courteous 

The Premier in his !wrU j l*W»»tRr which suddenly appeared 

great speech made no re- llimi/l 1 ! T ' * ’* among some women who 
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THE CONQUEROR IN NORMANDY. 

To Mb, Lloyd George. 

[The Prime Minister is described as having left London last week 
for Deauville in a blue reefer suit and a grey felt hat, accompanied by 
Sir Eric Geddes, Sir George Riddell and others.] 

Peace be with you, weary Titan, 

In your cottage by the mer, 

Heartened by the horn of Triton, 

Zephyrs playing through your hair; 

Lustier, hour by hour,. and liefer, 

May your figure put on fat, 

Under yon cerulean reefer 

And the grey felt hat. 

By those seas of emerald crystal , 

Where, when morning gilds your liead, 

No “egregious journalist” T1 

Mar your matin-song in bed; 

Where the Northclifpes cease from troubling 
And vendettas take a rest — 

May the wine of joy go bubbling 

Down your happy chest! 

As you promenade with Eiddell 

Or Sir Eric by the wave, 

Not as Nero will you fiddle 

O’er your country’s open grave; 

Gently will your fancies pivot 

Eound the doom to which she sinks, 

As you readjust the divot 

On the Deauville links. 

When the bank rakes in your louis, 

^ And you try to smile in Drench, 

p:. Soft will grow your eye and dewy 

B At our efforts to retrench; 

|| In the raciest of your revels 

H You ’ll recall with words how wise 

If You invited us poor devils 

® To economise. 

When along that c6te Mysicmie, 

Where her maillot pranks the plage. 

You engage some fair Parisienne 
^ In a bout of badinage, 

While your wit is at its brightest 

You will spare the passing thought : — 

“ Is my England, in this high test, 

Doing what she ought ? ” 

So, for fear we spoil your pleasure 

In that Paradisal spot 

By indulging dreams of leisure 

When you told us we must not, 

Skilled and unskilled, labourer, foreman. 

Every white man here shall do 

Nigger’s work to make a Norman 

Holiday for you. 0. S. ■ 

THE EFFORT. 

“ Do persuade Eandolf 4o do something,” said Nina, 
looking at me under puckered brows. “ His utter callous- 
ness in this National crisis makes me ashamed of being 
an in-law relation of his.” ° 

■■|Putting aside the ‘ even,’ ” I replied, “ I can hardly be 
^B|cted to dictate the behaviour of an elder brother. I 
■Up? Eandolf is lazy, pigheaded, unpatriotic and insensi- 
Wfto to duty, but broilers often are complete antitheses 
and any scruples you may have about my family,” I con- 

tinned, straightening my tie and easting a deprecatory eye 
at Eandolf ’s unkempt appearance, “are surely more than 
outbalanced ...” I glanced in the min’or. 

“ Do what ? ” asked Eandolf, reverting to the point. 

“ Oh, anything,” she replied. “ Buy Victory Loan, plant 
vegetables, save coal — anything to help the country in this 
economic crisis.” 

Eandolf smiled — that liorrid supercilious smile which he 
uses on great occasions. 

“You think yourselves very patnotic, but tell mo a single 
thing you do which is not utterly selfish and done expressly 
for your own satisfaction. Look you — ” he laid down his 
pipe and pointed his finger at us as if he were a school- 
master — “look you— you buy Loan because it pays you 
five per cent. ; you plant vegetables in order to eat them 
yourself ; you economise coal because you both hate a proper 
healthy cold tub in the morning; all your patriotism is 
utterly selfish. Now I — now I ” 

“ Now you,” prompted Nina. 

“ Now I am engaged in a project destined to revolutionise 
modern society in every branch, and that although it will 
bring upon me disdain and ostracism.” 

“ What on earth are you doing ? ” asked Nina, thoroughly 
alarmed. 

“Ah ! you may well ask,” said Eandolf, full of mystery. 

“ Tell us — please do toll us,” she pleaded. 

“ I ’vo been here a week,” replied Eandolf, “ and borne 
your jeers. Yon say I ’m lazy and unpatriotic, but I ’m 
noi;.” 

“ Well then, tell us what you are doing,” Nina insisted. 

“ I’m letimj my liair grow," exclaimed Eandolf with tre- 
mendous emphasis. “To let one’s hair grow is an unpar- 
donable crime. No public school will tolerate it. The 
Army, the Navy would rag a disciple of my creed out of the 
^rvice. But it is a true creed, and once it is recognised 
England will forge ahead with a giant’s strides. S.-vmsoi? had 
long hair and he prevailed. They cut it and be was over- 
powered. And who has the finest hair in this generation 7 ” 
he asked- excitedly. 

“ Oh, I should say Padekbwski,” replied Nina. 

“Exactly.” Eandolf was triumphant. “And Paukhewhki 
excelled as a pianist, as a politician, and as a pig-farmer. 
Perhaps you haven’t noticed — you wouldn’t — that Lloyd 
George never became Prime Minister till he let his hair 
grow. There was once a time, too, when they wore pigtails 
in the Navy, and those were the days of Trafalgar.” 

“ Yes, Nina,” I cut in, seizing the idea with my usual 
; facility, “ if only Beatty had had a pigtail do you suppose 
the valuable German fleet would be lying useless to-dav 
at the bottom of the sea at Scapa Flow ? ” 

“They might be in a worse place,” said Nina. 

“ Let us waive the point,” said Eandolf magnanimously. 

“ Take my own case. Was I not a bright and witty child, 
and have I ever been the same since I lost my childish 
curls?” 

“ Not that I know of,” said Nina. 

“ No,” Eandolf exclaimed, slightly ruffled. “ But I shall 
be, now that I have let my hair grow. Nearly all the bril- 
nant thinkers, practically all the greatest ideas, have been 
the result of freely-grown hair. And this is my idea, and 
neeV” ^ ffoing, despite criticism, in my country’s 

Eandolf stalked triumphantly to the door. 

« him curiously. Then suddenly she exclaimed, 
Uh,_ Eandolf, I never noticed it before, but now you 
mention it . . , and no doubt it explains the brilliancy of 
your idea.” ^ 

“ But what ?” asked Eandolf . . . 

“You’re almost <iuite bald behind,” said Nina, 








A LETTER TO THE BAOK-BLOCKS, 

Dear Ginger, — Tour esteemed com- 
munication of the umpteenth ultimo to 
hand and its contents noted. 

^ White mealies are at seventeen-and- 
six a bag, are they ? And monkey-nuts 
thirteen - and - fourpence ? Dear me ! 

Hard times in the monkey- world 

what ? So your latest gold-hole, The 
El Dorado,” has turned out a fraud and 
a delusion, but, on the other hand, the 
oldMongwatocow, “Gwendoline,” has 
calved at last. I am a firm believer in 
the Law of Compensation, aren^t you ? 

^ You say that now that the European 
disturbance has been taken out of my 
hands and transferred to Versailles you 
trust the next South-bound ferry will 
be haling me along with it, and that 
ere long we shall meet to quaff the 
bubbling beaker again. Not so, old son, 
not on your side of the Big Drift. Eor 
many years in many climes we have 
been attempting to overtake the elusive 
bawbee, thou and I, haven't we? And 
with what success? The answer is 
“ Wash-out.” But now at last I think 
I have him cornered, I do, here, right 
here in London. 

Know, then, that the dance is the 
thing in England now. They dance in 
the afternoon, they dance in the even- 


ing, they dance all night (if they're 
let). Take a girl out to tea and she 
insists on consuming it at full speed, 
you in one hand, an Eclair in the other 
— grazing at the gallop as 'twere. Take 
her out to dine and she 11 get in three 
laps between the fish and the entr6e, a 
chukka betwixt the coffee and the bill. 
It 's going to make a hardy race of us, 
my lad. 

But the tune has changed since our 
day. The “ Blue Danube,” “ Destiny,” 

Amoureuse ” — voluptuous morsels 
like that which used to send thrills into 
our hearts and feet when you and I 
were susceptible young things, are 
heard no more in the land. To-day all 
hands are up and at it to the dulcet 
din of drum, banjo, siren, rattle, drum 
again, bones, squeaker, whistle, motor- 
hooter, tearing calico, cat-calls and yet 
more drum. The result sounds like some- 
thing between a train-wreck, lunch- 
hour at the Dogs' Home and a busy 
morning in a boiler factory. It 's noise 
the public wants just now, and it 
I doesn't seem to mind what sort of noise 
it gets as long as it's the kind that 
peeved the oyster, namely a noisy 
noise. 

And who has this City of the World 
by the ears ?:« Who puts down the crash- 
barrage? Why. Coons, my Ginger. 


Niggers, Ethiopians, Smokes, Sambos, 
Woollies, Kaffirs, Coloured Gents — no 
less, and at a rate of remuneration 
which would make the mouth of a 
cannon water. White din-merchants 
there are, 'tis true, but the black brother 
leads the field in a walk, having a 
natural gift that way. 

Do you remember my old outfit back 
in the bush before the War, and my re- 
tainers, Whiskers, By'm'by, K1 ass and 
Capetown, and the Hallelujah Chorus 
they used to raise of a pay-night ? There 
would be a prodigal issue of over-proof 
native beer all round as an ajodritif and 
then the orchestra \vould got busy. 
Whiskers' mdtier was the fiddle. He 
constructed it himself from a derelict 
paraffin tin, the leg of a chair and a 
yard of buck gut. He could make 
the^ thing whine like a whipped puppy. 
By'm'by had ^ a twelve - inch mouth 
and an eight-inch mouth-organ. He 
would rub one against the other until 
the sparks flew and the jackals and 
hyenas for miles around sat up on their 
tails and howled. 

Klass did the heavy work on the 
tom-tom. He lived for his art. Oft- 
times of an overwhelming tropic night, 
with scorching winds blowing off the 
desert and the mercury singing merrily 
in the thermometer, have I seen him 
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wolloping that old drum as if his life 
depended in knocking it inside out, the 
veins standing up all over him, sweat 
pattering off him like rain. 

Capetown was the song and dance 
specialist. You must remember him, a 
bull-necked young Matabele who used 
to drive my ox-spans ? I have beard 
voices in my day. I have heard the 
heaviest calibre of Feldioebel instruct- 
ing recruits, and Coney Island “ Bally- 
hoos*' vaunting their dime-shows. I 
have heard the Prophet Dowie praying 
and England's heaviest actor-manager 
talking about himself-. I have heard 
the mate of a Falmouth stormthig giv- 
ing the captain of a Eotterdam wind- 
jammer his (the mate's) idea of his (the 
captain’s) pedigree in half a gale off 
Cape Cornwall, and the watchers on 
the Longships came out to listen. Just 
before zero of the third Battle of Ypres 
a horse brought down its iron-shod 
hoof on the corn-plastered toe of a 
Squadron Leader of ours. He lifted 
up his voice and for twenty minutes 
completely drowned the bombardment. 
I have heard a ranch ca'pataz admon- 
ishing some young gauchos for letting 
a bunch of two-year-old beef slip round 
them for the second time in one day, 
and the language he used set the dry 
pavipas afire half a mile away. All 
these were good efforts in their way, 
but mere idle zephyrs to the hurricane 
hullabaloo of my Capetown, believe me. 

Did the waggon stick in a drift he 
would fill his capacious bellows, open his 
mouth so wide that his head seemed to 
have split in half, and explode. If the 
oxen did not drop down dead of heart 
failure there and then they would find 
themselves and the waggon blown high 
and dry up the opposite bank. 

Get my uieaning now? If it’s 
niggers they need over here, and noisy 
niggers, I fancy I can supply the 
noisiest quartet in the history of the 
world. 

So get a move on and round ’em up 
for me, old man. Whiskers, I under- 
stand, is in gaol. He’s been there 
ever since I left. Says he “likes it,” 
Next to myself Tony Shorecomb was 
the most credulous fool in the country, 
so you will probably find By’m’by 
battening on him. Klass lives under a 
mimosa-tree at the fork of the Bongola 
Eiver. He has a little pied-d-terre 
down there, consisting of half an acre 
of melons, a goat and four wives. 

Of Capetown’s whereabouts I have 
no notion, but if you stand still for a 
moment and cock an ear you will hear 
him wherever he is. - ' 

Eojind .the bold, boys up ; tell them 
their old Baas is over here waiting for 
them, surrounded by ppts of . beer. 
Promise them sixpence a day, stipend. 














• \ 



i|||H|V 

4 





First AB, ‘‘liOOK, JoiEi — seaplane 1” j . » 

- - Second A.B.iriot in the hest of teyyvpefs), ‘‘S’elp me bob! ain’t this the twentieth 
CENTURY? Ip you’d POINTED IT OUT TO ShaKSPEABB ’e MIGBT ’a’ LOOKED.” 


Should they prove at all sticky or dis- 
play symptoms of Trade Unionism I 
empower you to raise it twopence — 
expense must be no object. Furnish 
them with a pair of trousers apiece for 
European travel and bring them along. 
If you could manage to secure a hyena 
and a jackal to accompany B’m’by’s 
mouth-organ so much the better. . 

We will take London literally by 
storm. I have an entrancing picture 
in my mind’s eye. I see the ball-room 
of a great London caravanserai, all gilt, 
glitter and glass knick-knacks. Up and 
down the shining floor cavorts a galaxy 
of youth and beauty, coronetted chorus 
ladies, diamond-studded munitioneers, 
German- Jew financiers-a-nd other mem- 
bers of the British aristocracy. On a 
raised platform, amid an oasis of imita- 
tion palms, sit the jackal and the 
I hyena howling as though love,, had 


passed them by. There also, arrayed 
in their go-to-meeting regalia of leopard 
skins, ostrich plumes, brass- wire fallals 
and human remains, sit Messrs. Whis- 
kers, By’m’by and Elass, raising unmiti- 
gated Cain after their several fashions. 
In the foreground Mons. Capetown 
obliges with a little Matabele blood- 
curdler in a voice like the cracking o’ 
doom. While you and I, Ginger, my 
Ginger (and here comes the most en- 
trancing portion of .my vision), sit at 
the door and rake jn gate-money by the 
sackful. Ever thine, 

Patlandeb. 

From an account of the “ Peterloo ” 
celebrations in Manchester : — 

V ‘ Labour is the scourge of all wealth,’ said 
one banner. ”~i^anc7z^s£cr Guardian, 

.Not for the first time a miaprint has 
come painfully near the truth. * . 
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INNER HISTORY. 

_ It was in Percy’s rooms that we 
listened spell-bound to this story of the 
War. 

Percy, who is in his way a bit of a 
pivot, is now in an advanced state of 
demobilisation. He retains the rank of 
Captain but declines to take the badges 
and buttons off his tunic and dye the 
remainder of liis uniform ; he prefers 
to owe fourteen guineas for a complete 
suit. 

“No,” saidPercy,in answer to nothing 
in particular, “ I am not yet publishing 
my Reminiscences of the War. If I 
did, I should feel' it my duty to truth 
and posterity to cast aspersions of a 
deep and lasting nature on several 
senior officers. These officers are still 
serving and an iron discipline would 
forbid them to reply. That is not my 
idea of British fairpiay. Nevertheless 1 
have seen a littleof Inner History during 
these last four years or so . . . ” He< 
biin ked and . looked important. 

Jimmy snorted openly. “I suppose 
that is what you got your Croix- de- 
guerre for,” he said bitterly. Jimmy is 
apt to be a little bitter on the subject 
of other people's decorations. 


“ That incident in itself,” said Percy 
imperturbably, “might be said to belong 
to Inner History. Come, I will tell 
you the story.” 

Before w’e could stop him he had 
started.^ 

“ It was just after the Armistice ” 

“ I knew it,” said Jimmy fiercrfy* 

“ Just — after- — ^the Armistice,” Percy 
continued, keeping his gaze fixed on his 
steel helmet suspended in tlie corner, 
“ and we had moved up to the line of 
the Meuse. Here things became a bit 
monotonous, until the Corps Com- 
mander decided to select and fortify a 
main line of resistance, in case the 
enemy should change his mind. Quite 
a large number of the Staff happened 
to return from leave about this time 
and they took the matter up with great 
zeal, I changed my company frontage 
about once a day under expert advice 
of different branches of the Staff. At 
I last a tremendously senior General 
decided to inspect the line. He arrived 
with the usual immense following — -you 
know the sort of thing? ” 

“Yes,” came the miu-mured answer 
of suffering I'eminiscenee. 

“ I could hardly see the turnip field 
where I was supposed to resist the tide' 


of barharisra ; it was submerged in 
caps of brilliant hue. I received the 
General--I hope with some dignity. 
He, on his side, was stern yet affable, 
if you understand me. Then we mean- 
dered in column of route along my 
front- At one point tlse General sug- 
gested moving a trench further forward ; 
my Colonel hastily agreed. With a 
witliering glance at the C3ol0nel, who 
had chosen the present site himself the 
day before, I also agreed. A murmur 
of enthusiastic agreement also passed 
down the long column of the Staff, who 
were following us ; the A.P.M., who 
was smoking a Woodbine in the ex- 
treme i-ear, seemed particularly pleased 
about it. 

“ About half-way along the line we 
had to pass through a barbed- wire fence. 
Here young Smith, one of my subalt- 
erns, Very officiously held up the top 
strand of wire while the General crawled 
through. The Colonel, who is a stout- 
ish man, handed me his trench-coat 
and crawled. througli in light fighting 
order. Then, as has happened before, 
he walked* on and left me to carry his 
coat. 

“ It was a brand-new coat and he was 
rather proud of it* I suppose that was 






Village Daricmg Master (late of His Majesty' s Forces), the wobd ‘Onjss’ each gent seizes the left shoulder-blade ' 

OP ’is lady firmly with the palm op the bight ’and, fingers extended, thumb pointing upwards, this being for the 
PURPOSE OF steering AND,' WHERE NECESSARY, FOR ’OLDING OF ’ER UP.” 


why he had brought it out. It was a 
fine day, and the only others with coats 
were the General and an A.D.C., who 
had a wonderful yellow garment, all 
pockets and £ur collar. 

‘ ‘ Presently, in som e very moist plough , 
we came to one of my Lewis gun posts. 

“ Here we halted and talked learnedly 
about the field of fire. Young Smith, 
without any orders, threw himself^ on 
the muddy ground and sa,id the field 
of tire was splendid — a Quixotic per- 
formance, I thought ; but the General 
seemed to find his youthful ardour 
catching. I saw his knees giving gently, 
and I knew instinctively that he was | 
going to lie down too. I 

“ One glance at his bright field-boots 
and his new riding-breeches decided me. 
With a respectful yet firm * Allow me. 
Sir,’ I placed the Colonel’s new coat on 
the mud and waved an inviting hand. 
With a sigh of content the General 
sank on to it, and the Staff Officers all 
around sank in unison. 

Only the Colonel stood, and he was 


looking at me, and not in the direction 
of the enemy, as the book directs. 

After ^a few moments the General 
arose and said the position was excel- 
lent. The D.A.Q.M.G., who had been 
pretending to kneel in a puddle, said it 
was one of the best fields of fire he had 
ever seen. The A.P.M., who had not 
even pretended to kneel down, made a 
note about it, and the procession pre- 
pared to move on. 

“ With the help of young Smith, who 
had now reached the giggling stage, I 
managed to extract the Colonel’s coat, 
which had become firmly embedded in 
the mud; it came out with a sort of 
hollow squelching noise. The G.S.O. 
smiled approvingly as I wrung it out 
and said something about Sir WaDter 
Baleigh ; the General also smiled' as he 
shook hands and said that my line had 
been very well chosen. 

“ It was a most pleasant party of 
warriors, all smiling and chatting in 
the bleak Belgian field, their trials all 
over and victory in their grasp. . The 


General asked how long 1 had been with 
Infantry in Prance, and smiled again 
when I said three years. 

** At last the Colonel suggested— a 
trifle curtly, I thought — that t liey should 
move on to the next Company. So they 
passed on, and I stood aside as the long 
column, with glint of spur and bright 
many-coloured caps, passed slowly by. 
I sent young Smith to Headquarters 
with the Colonel’s coat and instructions 
to start about the work of restoration. 

“ A few weeks later I met the General 
and he congratulated me on having been 
recommended for a Oroix-de-guerre. 

“There are other things I could tell,” 
Percy concluded, “but the'time is not 
yet. We are tod close to these events 
to see them in their true perspective. 
We are apt to draw faulty conclusions.” 

We agreed and left it at that. 


“ August 4, at Christ Church, by the Dev. ' 
j. .» — Wedding colmnnof Local Paper, 

It doesn’t look as if that marriage was 
1 made in Heaven, 
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THALASSA. 

It was a bright warm day with a 
sportive wind. 1 went into a hat- 
monger’s shop and asked the proprietor 
for a straw hat. 

A light one ? ” he asked. 

“ Well, I had thought of a dark quiet 
maroon with an indigo stripe,” I began. 

“ I was referring to the weight, Sir,” 
he explained, 

“ Oh, I see,” I said ; “ a light one by 
all means.” 

“ Light straw boater for this gentle: 
man, George,” he shouted into the inner 
recesses of his store. - 

I was conducted to a glittering pile 
of casques. , 

Why is it called a * boater ’ ? ” I in- 
quired as I made my choice. 

“‘JBoater,’ Sir-trade term, Sir,” he 
assured me as he gave me my change. 

“ Well, you niay send my Smuts 
home for me,” I said as I entrusted my 
grey collapsible to his care. 

It \vas a poor joke, and I soon paid 
for it. The Mall, I suppose, is too 
severe a temptation to offer to any 
meddlesome light straw boater on a 
gusty day. Mine had gone some fifty 
yards at about the pace of an ordinary 
whizz-bang in the direction of Buck- 
ingham Palace before I realised what 
was happening. Fortunately a taxi hove 
in sight. 

“ Follow the gleam,” I cried to the 
driver and leaped on board. 

It was the Victoria Memorial that 
saved the situation. The taximan 
helped me to fish it out of the fountain, 
and I hoped the wetting it had got 
would sober the pranksome thing. It 
did, for a time. I had walked back 
along the Mall and was in Whitehall 
before the spirit of Bolshevism took it 
violently again. An upward gust caught 
it by the battered brim, and I was just 
able to mark it whiffling through a 
second-fioor window before it disap- 
peared. I went and laid my troubles 
before a stout commissionaire. He 
took meinto a large room, gave me pen, 
ink and blotting-paper and a pile of 
printed forms. 

John Arthur Binks,” I wrote with 
great care, ** to see the First Lord of 
the Admiralty. Business: Eecovery of 
light straw boater.” 

After waiting about twenty minutes 

I was shown upstairs into a room where 
a very grave young man was sitting 
at a desk. A stack of minutes liberally 
sprinkled with blots was in front of 
him and he had a slight abrasion of the 
left temple. He rose as I entered and 
handed me my refractory morion. 

^ The First Lprd is engaged,” he said' 
m an even voice, but I am directed 
by him to return this to you, and to 

request that if you have any furthei 
specimens of — er — headgear to sub- 
mit for their Lordships’ approval you 
will forward the same through the 
customary channels.” 

I bowed profoundly and went out. 
Catching a motor -bus and climbing 
on to the top I had proceeded as far 
as Charing Cross station when the 
irrepressible took the bit between its 
teeth and bolted again. This time it 
chose the roof of a motor-bus travelling 
in the opposite direction ; hut I was 
much too cunning for it. I climbed 
down speedily, dived into the Tube, 
changed on to the Underground and 
beat it at Victoria by about half a 
minute. 

“Caught one of my faros a nasty 
crack in the jaw, it did,” said the con- 
ductor as he handed it back to me in 
the station yai-d. 

I surveyed the dishevelled object for 
a few moments and xetiected. It was 
spattered with mud and ink ; one part 
of the jagged brim was bent down- 
wards, and the otlior tiptilted like the 
petal of a flower. 

Further, I concluded that its heart 
was clearly set on the sea. Twice it had 
made a dart for Victoria, and once to 
the head-quarters of the British Navy 
itself, ^ Who was 1 to baulk it of its 
desii’e? It was evidently absurd to 
think of going to the oflice that morn- 
ing. I could easily explain the incident. 

I went to the booking-office. “Is 
this the Light Straw Boater Company 
lino?” I asked the man in the hutch. 
“I mean the London, Brighton and 
South Coast?” 

“ It is,” he replied. 

I booked a return to the silver sea 
and made my way to the train. 

The people who walk about on the 
front at Brighton are not accustomed 
to violent exercise as a rule, but they 
got it that afternoon, I discovered at 
least three new short slips for Sussex 
and a couple of Olympic sprinters pre- 
viously unknown to fame. There were 
men who salved the L.S.B. from under 
the wheels of Government lorries and 
men who clawed it from the air with 
ebony canes. Most of them took the 
game in good part, but I must except the 
lady who dropped a priceless Pekingese 
and her golden reticule at one and the 
same moment as the truant caught her 
in the neck and made a crease in the 
powder; the two stout gentlemen who 
were tripped up on the esplanade when 
it cannoned against their calf-topped 
patent-leathers, and the obvious war- 
profiteer whose pince-nez it broke just 
opposite the Monopole Hotel. Slightly 
exhausted myself after an hour or so , 
of this pastime, I went for a stroll on J 
the pier, pressing my mangled straw- 

rick firmly to my head. The first time 
that I relinquished rny j)rossuro it gave a 
happy sigh and flapped of!’ deliberately 
like a seagull towards the white-capped 
waves. I fancy I saw a motor-launch 
sotting out after the derelict, but so 
far as I was concerned the light straw 
boater was no more. I waved it a last 
farewell and lot it boat. Evoe. 

GOLF TRfOLETS. 

1 ’m clean off my drive ; 

Imagine iny feelings ! 

I hn going to play five ; 

C hn clean off my drive ; 

Wliat ball could survive 

Such toeings and heelings? 

I ’m clean off my drive ; 

Imagine rny feelings! 

I ask for a clock 

And ho gives mo a jyutlor t 

My caddie’s a freak ; 

I ask for a cleek ; 

Now wilder than (Trook 

Are ttie words that I uiler; 

I ask for a cleek 

And he gives mo a putter ! 

Wo ’re like as wo lie 

On the green and it’s you to 
play ; 

I 'm nearly hole-high ; 

We ’re like as wo lie 
(If he misses it, I 

Shall be one up ami two to 
play) ; 

We ’re like as wo lie 

On the green and it’s you to 
play. 

I ’m playing two more ; 

If ho wins this ho ’s dormy ; 

Ho ’ll do it in four ; 

I ’m playing two more. 

In a gorse-bush ; oh lor! 

With a bunker before me 

I ’m playing two more ; 

If he wins this he *s dormy. 

lie ’d that for the match 

And I ’d laid him a stymie. 

If a half he could snatcli 

He 'd that for the match ; 

The putt was no catch 

But he just trickled by mo. 

He ’d that for the match 

And I ’d laid him a stymie. 

The piflle we played 

St. Akbbkw may pardon, 

Although I ’m afraid 

The piffle we played 

Would scandalize Bbaid 

And horrify Vabdon. 

The piffle we played 

St. Anbbbw may pardon. 

“ To the credit of Kent it must bo said that 
cam was falling heavily during tho last ten 
minutes of tho game."— Dailj/ Pajwr. 

Where 's 3 'our Jujntcr Pluvius now ? 



August 27 , 1919 .] 


PUNCH, OP THE LONDON CHARIVAEI. 


189 



Hostess, “Oh, so you sketch, do you?’* Artist G^mt. '^Y- es.' 

Hostess. “But how nice 1 So much cheaper for you than photography. 


BEIGHTENING CHESS. 

Eon a game which is generally ad- 
mitted to be admirable, by those who 
play it as well as by those who do not, 
chess has not the popularity it deserves. 
We have yet to read of a bookmaker 
who has thought it worth his while to 
turn his attention to the game. ’ It 
will be interesting indeed if there is 
truth in the rumour that chess is now 
under the consideration of Mr. Ohables 
B. Cochran, who has done so much to 
popularise the drama. 

One great fault of chess has been 
that the interests of the spectators 
(who, if there at all, have a good chance 
of being in the majority) have been 
sacrificed to those of the players. Chess 
wants brightening. As played to-day 
it appears to be more an anxiety than 
a recreation. Each player frowns at 
the board as if he had added up the 
squares again and again and could only 
find sixty-three. True, there is that 
slow expansion of the cranium familiar 
to all chess-watchers ; but, when all is 
said and done, there is too little move- 
ment in the game. 


Give the spectator a chance and 
there may be hope. Eor it is the spec- 
tator who has made football what it 
is, and given vitality to the so-called 
game of baseball ; and we predict that 
chess will be a different game when 
rattles, house-bells and motor-horns are 
permitted among the onlookers. 

A less abbreviated style of chess- 
reporting would help the game into 
the favour of the million. When 
Casabianca with eyes flashing and his 
Paraguayan blood ten degrees C. above 
boiling-point, shoots out a lithe hand 
and with republican ruthlessness grasps 
the white queen by the head and sets 
her down in the midst of her sable 
enemies, surely something more might 
be written about it than “ Q — KB2.” 
That sort of thing is all very well for 
costly communications • in the “Per- 
sonal” or “ Servants Wanted” column, 
but in the news columns it is calculated 
almost to drive the reader to the 
leading article. 

If the game is worth playing it is 
worth brightening. Let a seventy-nine 
square board be introduced if that wnll 
do it; let us abolish the three-day 


match; let certain of the pieces, un- 
known to the players, be fastened to 
the board with cobbler’s wax ; let there 
be a gramophone on every chess-table ; 
let it be a rule that each player shall 
wear hob-nailed boots and do what he 
likes with his opponent’s legs under the 
table — anything for brightness. 

It is said (with what truth the pre- 
sent writer cannot tell) that during the 
recent chess tournament at Hastings 
more people attended the cinema each 
day than went to watch the chess- 
players! This at least is certain, that 
the game must be taken in hand quickly, 
and thoroughly reconstructed, if it is to 
become one of the popular spectacular 
sports of the coming winter. 

Our Candid Advertisers. 

“ Young Man, with small capital and brains, 
seeks Investment or Partnership.” 

Daily jPajper, 

Another Impending Apology, 

“His studies of animals alone must run into 
hundreds, fgr he brought a sheaf home each 
time he visited the Zoological Gardens, and in 
cafes and amongst his friends his pencil was 
constantly at work .” — WeeTihj Paper. 




HOLIDAY NOTES. 

M». Bobebt Smillib is devoting his hard-earned leisxire 
to the composition of a .brilliant satire' called ,The New 
Battle of. Blenheim. Southey's deplorable poem, it’ will be 
remembered," ended with' th'e stanza ':— 

, “ ‘ And everybody praised the Duke 

^ ' Who this great fight did win/ — 

* * But what good came of it at last ? ' 

Quoth little Peterkin.— ' ■ • 

* Why, that I cannot tell,* said he, 

! ' ‘ But *twas a famous victory.’ ” , ' 

It is enough to say that Mri Smillie's poem ends on a very 
different note.^and that a considerable fluttering of the ducal 
dovecotes is expected from its publication. 

i ^ , 'I' ^ 

: Eaine has its penalties as well as its privileges. Madame 
Clara Butt, so we read in the “ Tea Table Talk ” of a con- 
temporary, “has-been driven to the erection of a special 
staircase from her rooms to the garden to avoid curious 
eyes," at Llandrindod Wells. The faithful chronicler omits 
to mention, however, that Sir Edward Carson, who is' stay- 
ing at the same resort, descends, heavily disguised, in a 
parachute from his rooms on the fifth floor whenever he 
wishes to take the air, re-ascending in a small airship called 
^‘The Covenant ; " and that Mr. Charles Hawtrey, another 
visitor, has liad a special light-railway laid down from his 
hotel to the links. 

i\t t]i 

At z\.ix-]es-Bains Sir Alfred Mond, to avoid the em- 
barrassing attentions of the enthusiastic populace, has 
been obliged to have a special tunnel constructed from his 
hotel, providing him with a secret exit at a distance of 
about ‘ a quarter-of-a-mile. Again, now that the normal 
holiday traffic has been resumed in the Isle of Man, Sir 


! Hall Caine has been compelled to fortify Greeba Castle 
against invaders, relic-hunters, etc., with a strong system 
of trenches, barbed-wire and pill-boxes. 

ANOTHEE TOUCH OE NATUEE. 

[Negro workers employed in the nut, fat and oil trade at Lagos, on 
the West Coast of Africa, recently came out on strike for higher pay.] 

Thus one by one our old beliefs get shaken, 

And lo ! another ruin swells their wreck, 

- Eor Europe's fell disease, I find, has taken 
^ . The nigger in the neck. 

No more we 'll know him‘ for the docile creature 
^ Who took things calmly underneath his tan, 

• Since he assumed that all too striking feature 
'• Which 'marks the “ working man." 

Ah me, that Lagos too .creates such crises 
And lands her traders in these local ruts ; 

They 'll pay the nigger — yes, and raise the prices 
Of fats and oils and nuts. 

Yet there occurs one thought that 's passing pleasant, 

* Emerging from this state of darkest night : 

East may be East, and West be West (at present), 

‘ , But Black 's the same as White. 


In a ‘Good Cause. 

Mr. Punch ventures to plead once more for the many 
poor children of London who need a holiday in the country. 
He begs that those whose children are now enjoying their 
holiday, or looking forward to it, will not forget the needs 
?ii.-r 3 fortunate. Funds. are urgently required by the 
Children’s Country Holiday Fund, and gifts should be sent 
to the Secretary, 18, Buckingham Street, Strand, W.O. 2. 
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tioned as extenuating circumstances 
that one hundred and twenty-five Scots- 
men are employed in the Edinburgh 
office, and that a considerable number 
of Scotsmen are employed in the Minis- 
try outside Scotland. On the , other 
hand, when asked how the fortunate 
five had managed: to get their appoint- 
ments, he answered,' “By superior abil- 
ity.” Mr. Hogge was still mentally 
struggling with this amazing situation 
when “ Black Eod” arrived to summon 
“ this Honourable House” to the House 
of PeerS' to hear the Commission read. 
On its return the Commons adjouimed to 
October 22nd, so Mr. Hogge will have 
just nine weeks to decide whether Sir 
Jambs Cratg’s reply was a statement 
of fact or an example of misplaced 
humour. — - . 

VICTORY CHESS CONGRESS. 

Two WOMEN PLAY ON APTEE A MATE.” • 

' ' “ - Times. 

The Ruling Passion — strong even in 
chess. . ' . , 


FASHIONABLE INTELLIGENCE. 

Sir Creasy Bagster has arrived at 
the Brummell Hotel. 

Mr. Ramsay MacDokald has been 
compelled by patriotic claims to aban- 
don his projected trip to Florida for the 
tarpon-shooting. 

Sir Mucus and Lady Membrane and 
Miss Medulla Membrane have left 
London for a yachting excursion in the 
Mesenteric Ocean. 

Jjt >5? 

Mr. Otis P. Stunt is confined to bed 
with an attack of otitis, but hopes to 
be able to proceed shortly to his moor 
in Ross-shire, wliere he is entertaining 
a party, including Baron Oddenino, Sir 
Odo„Oi’tolan and Lord Waterstock. 

“ - Sir Reuben Nasalheimer, who was 
recently struck on the nose while 
I playing golf on the North Boreland 


Links, is now convalescent. No further 
bulletins will be issued, and tlie compe- 
tition for the Thanksgiving Challenge 
Beaker presented by Sir Reuben will 
take place on September 7th and 8th. 

Major Tufton- Hunter, whose name 
was unaccountably omitted from the 
list of those on whom the O.B.B. was 
recently conferred, wishes to express 
his gratitude for the numerous letters 
of sympathy received from all quarters, 
and his regret that it is . impossible 
for him to reply to them individually 
owing to the severe nervous breakdown 
from which Mrs. Tufton-Hunter is still 
suffering. --- 

The Xiong and tbe Short of it.’’ 

Extract from Brigade Routine Orders 
of the -“^th Cavalry Brigade, E.E.F. : — 

“TheG.O.C, notices with displeasure that 
men are in the habit of cutting down their 
* shorts ’ to make th,em shorter. If this prac- 
tice cCntrnue^ the Brigade will not be allowed 
to wear shorts any longer.” ■ ■ 
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BATHING PIOTOEIALLY, 

To Men , — ^Undress ; put on bathing 
suit; enter sea; stay there a time; 
come out ; dry ; dress. 

To Women , — The choice of costume, 
is of first importance; the sea itself 
hardly counts. There was a time when 
uo costume was required. With the 
outbreak of civilisation a garment of 
certain dimensions became desirable. 
In comparatively recent years the ad- 
vent of the photographic newspaper has 
created new standards of decency, and 
for successful pictorial bathing these 
must be conformed to. 

Suitably attired (whatever else is 
omitted, the bangle above the elbow 
must not be forgotten) the bather 
should descend slowly from her machine, 
for who knows that the Press Photo- 
grapher may not be at hand even in this 
early stage of her progress? Expert 
operators agree, indeed, that for the 
photograph of a bather a modern 
bathing-machine is a most appropriate i 
and romantic background. ^ ‘ 

All posing for photographs in bath- 
ing costume should be accompanied by 
m^ry laughter — laughter so unmis- 
takable that it can almost be heard 


when the reader puts his ear to the 
newspaper. The mouth should be well 
opened, every front tooth (true or false) 
glistening white in the sunlight. There 
should be no suggestion of having just 
swallowed sea-water. 

On the way to the water’s edge it 
would not be amiss to recline grace- 
fully on the sand, holding an unlighted 
cigarette in the hand that is attached 
to the arm with the bangle on (“The 
After-Dip Cigarette ” ). A chat en route 
to the sea with some venerable boatman, 
with hearty laughter at his remarks, 
would make a good picture ( “ Beauty 
and the Beast ” }. If portrayal as “ The 
Pair Eescuer ” is desired a pet dog (not 
necessarily your own) should be seized, 
dipped and held up dripping. The bather 
should take care that the dog does not 
hide her face, and she should laugh un- 
restrainedly into the camera. 

It is a mistake to go far into the sea, | 
as the operator is not allowed to charge 
for shrunk socks in his expenses. Shal- 
low water, or preferably the dry land, is 
best for the successful bathing picture. 

Observe these rules and you will be 
unlucky indeed if before your fortnight 
is up your portrait is not exciting 
comment in a million British homes.- 


THE BELFEIES. 

Ip you should go to La Bassse 
Or Bethune, grey and bare, 

You ’ll hear the sweetest bells that play 
A faint and chiming air ; 

And belfries in each little' town 
Sing out the hour and mark it down. 

If you should go to La Bass4e 
Or walk the Bethune street 
You ’ll see the lorries pass that way 
And hear the tramp of feet ; 
x\nd where the road with trees is lined 
You ’ll watch the long battalions wind. 

But aU the clocks that mark the time 
' Are rhonths and years too slow, 

And all the bells that ring and chime 
Strike hours of long ago, 

And all the belfries where you pass 
Lie tumbled in the dust and grass. 

Yet still the long battalions wind, 
Though aU the men are gone. 
Because' one hour has stayed behind 
And wanders there alone — 

Yes, one heroic shining hour 
Chimes on from every fallen tower. 


Surprise Packets : The C.M.B.’s in 
the Gulf of Finland. 
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PETER GROWN 


“ The book throws a light on the per- 
verse fortune that may await to-day’s 


I HAD been reading The Young Vis- most heedful child, and will be read 


‘ I never did naething ’at wasna weel 
intended,’ says Peter. 

“ We quote the passage not merely 


(with preface by Sir James eagerly by those of us who are not because it means nothing, but because 
) to my young son and daughter, afraid to anticipate destiny. As Captain it conveys everything. The adult’s 



Babuie) to my young son and daughter, afraid to anticipate destiny. As Captain 
Both are novelists, Hilary’s masterpiece McHookey says more than once in the 
being named The Petrol Hawk, while course of the manuscript, ‘ Losh, losh, 
Maureen’s first effort has the sibilantly my bairn, ilka day is takin’ ye nearer to 
soothing title of Sylvia's Seven Sweet- bein’ deid, as ye micht say.’ 
hearts. Their attitude during the “The life of the adult is too little 
reading was pointedly hostile, as they understood by children. We sometimes 
were quick to see that the joke was with envy them their freedom and authority, 
the adult at the expense 
of the child. I had ex- 
pected them to laugh 
occasionally, but the 
phrase or Incident that 
was funniest to me had 
a familiarity for them 
that provoked contempt 
utterly unqualified by 
amusement. Surely, 
said their eyes, it is well 
known that people who 
bath overnight don’t 
have to wash much in 
the morning. 

That night in my , 
dreams I met with a 
vengeful counterblast. 

The Managing Director 
of the Children’s Story- 
book Association pre- 
sented me with a volume 
entitled The Mixture 
As Never Before, the 
preface to which was 
signed with the names 
of my son and daughter. 

The book I was not des- 
tined to read. When I 
reached the last words 
of the preface I awoke 
with a cry of horror at 
what seemed veritable 
sacrilege. 

“This book,” be^an 

my impertinent child- , ^ 

ren, as far as I may -o 7 . « 

remember the text “is ■“ Send assistance at once. I’ve tubn 




Fierce Brass-TiaU~^*^-m'D assistance at once. I’ve tubneu tuetle.” 

published iust as it was I /row other end. “My good Sm, this is a garage. What you want I r“'" “‘7 “““ 

i»uui oLicu juaua&iu wdia jg ^q^abium.” , been accurately repro- 

wn ten by a ^own-up. — ^ ^ ^ ^ ^ 1 not a word added 

it was wund m a kitchen in the-Adel- but almost all , their pleasures appear or cut out. In fact some of it has to be 

used was torn off iiollow and vain. There is no avoid- reproduced twice over because we can 

s ee jy s eet ^oni a ‘ Robert Burns ance of this .cognate attitude, but in- find nothing further to say in this pre- 

wri mg P^d. The authors age is un- dubitably it is within our power to get face and shall be compelled to satisfy the 

inown, but he has a moustache. In a grip of the adult point of view. No publisher’s demands in regard to length 

the picture which forms the frontispiece child merits a moment of compassion with long excerpts from the text.” 

It will be noticed that he has meditative .who does not trouble to learn something In my dream I dropped the book and 

dreamy eyes. We imagine that heal- of his rulers from their books, and in shriekel 

ways looked like this, at the end of the certain passages the material is so self- “ Why ? Why ? You impertinent 

revelatory that it seems strange that little devils, why?” I sat up in bed, 
^AUEiEE or Mr Dioi. BouciCAnr,T. and the gap between child and adult should now wide-awake ^ 

Mr. R. Golding not have been bridged long ago. And from the far distance I seemed 

remarked Peter, at the to hear the voice of Hilary replying: 
Xer tin '■ f f ^ fine, .Wendy, “ So that the book will be fat IZngh 

Slnvsos manSed to shillings and sixpence, 

SSuv Cso W^ ^ ^ ^ ® says she, Daddy . . . Because that seems to be i 

company loi so long. ‘ are ye well-kent for a . guid body ? ’ the idear.” 


smiles of condescension, his attempts 
at teasing, his poses in relation to 
worldly knowledge— all these find their 
apologia in the specimen abstracted. 
In the language of this adult, ‘They 
ken nae mair than oursels.’ 

“ What is known of the author of 
this remarkable work? 
He appears to have 
been born in Scotland, 
where there are hardly 
any public schools. His 
early education cannot 
therefore be the explan- 
ation of his spelling. 
That he lives in Lon- 
don, that he does not 
publish all he writes, 
our readers know al- 
ready. It appears how- 
ever that he is also the 
author of plays in the 
English language, prob- 
ably translated there- 
into by Alexander ! 
Texeira de Mattos. ' 
Our evidence is flimsy, 
but on the back of one 
of the sheets of this 
script are some pencil 
notes that revive mem- 
ories. Thus there is, 
written in capitals, the 
name ‘Peter McPan,’ 
anfl. under it ‘ Or the 
bairn that was loth to 
grow auld.” This may 
or may not have some 
connection with an en- 
tertainment to which 
one has to take one’s 
parents every Christ- 
— mas. 

ID TUBTX.E.” 

rxTAm - TV A. has 

been accurately repro- 
duced, not a word added 


You impertinent 
I sat up in bed, 


And from the far distance I seemed 
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AT THE PLAY. 

Eetuen of the Follies. 

The new Follies go nearer to filling 
the blank left by the death of Mr. Pbl- 
issiBR and the break-up of his admirable 
troupe than I was prepared to find. 
Except for Mr. Dan Everard (who has 
lost nothing of his form) it is an en- 
tirely new team. The mantle of the 
dead jester fits Mr. Ben Lawes physi- 
cally. He would do well to wear it 
after his own humour and not fall to 
the temptation of reconstructing a de- 
parted ghost. Loyalty to a charming 
memory on his part may cut across an 
equal loyalty on ours. 

Mr. Rex London does a good deal to 
fill the gap left by Mr. Lewis Sydney 
of the ape-like antics. He is perhaps 
more versatile. Mr, Arthur Margot- 
SON, who was a little tame in the kind 
of thing the Follies do and always did 
less well, the pretty-pretty song and 
dance, was quite brilliant in his “ Im- 
pressions ” of music-hall comedians. 
Among the pierrettes there is perhaps 
a lack of distinctive personality as con- 
trasted with their predecessors. Miss 
Vivian Rees, diseme, goes nearest to 
the old achievement. A certain ner- 
vousness, as of folk realising that they 
were playing against a prejudice in 
their audience in favour of the old firm, 
probably hampered the whole team. 
It was certainly a severe ordeal. They 
came out of it very creditably. 

It is a wonderful testimony to the 
wearing qualities of the old Follies 
humour that the best numbers were 
from old programmes. The music-hall 
burlesque is still a gorgeous piece of fun, 
Mr. Lawes as Miss May de GoUe, who 
liad been basely deserted by a blue- 
blooded toff ; Mr. Dan Everard as Mi\ 
Gransby Billions, Dickens Imperson- 
ator ’(there was never surely a better 
“ line ” than that appeal addressed from 
the gallery to Fagm, over-anxious not 
to be hanged — '‘Be a sport!”); and 
Mr. Rex London, as a basso who swal- 
lowed his bottom notes, were all par- 
ticularly good. The “Beverage Quar- 
tette” (Rum, Port and Zider).had a 
new and quite excellent flavour. The 
“ Smoky Impression an outrage, by 
the way, in a theatre where the au- 
dience are smoked against not smoking. 
— seemed a little less tuneful than of 
old, if memory does not betray me, as 
it well may. I would most seriously 
beg Mr. Lawes to restore the. exqui- 
site pathos of the old Follies* first ver- 
sion of the “ Baked-Potato Man,” and 
cut the ^^l^ap tom-foolery which after- 
wards co^letelj' spoiled it. Does he 
not realise the value of tragic relief ? 

Of the new matter, “ Ohoo Chin 
Chow,” millionth performance, was as 

good, perhaps it would be a little more 
truthful to say almost as good, as any 
of the old burlesques. The attenuated 
and compressed Mr. Ashe and the in- 
definitely expanded Miss Lily Brayton 
were alone worth the money — to say 
nothing of the perfectly superb camel. 

I have mentioned Mr. Margotson’s 
“ Impressions.” Let him add to these 
as many as he likes. The “ Sunday 
School Treat,’* in which Mr. London 
had the rare good sense not to overdo 
the curate, and the Russian Ballet, after 
Heath Robinson, were both excellent 
and will be better. But the ballad 
about the lonerly lady who lost her 
way in Somerset and found her way 
inner-to somebody else’s heart on a 
final high note far up in the flies is 
the sort of thing our Follies should 
be burlesquing, not offering for sale ! 
Surely I am right ? Altogether a most 
attractive show. T. 

CONCERNING RARITIES. 

1 HAVE met her at last. 

For years I have been searching for 
her in vain ; and yet I knew that she 
must be somewhere. 

She is in service in a hotel. I should 
like to give the name of the hotel, but 
such things are not done. There are 
journalistic conventions which such 
divulgence would fracture. But I can 
throw lights, as the acrostic people do. 

I can tell you that there is an engrav- 
ing after Landseer on one of the walls. 
But perhaps that is not enough. Very 
well, then, I can say that the hotel is 
situated in a town in a county which 
gives a certain illustrious young traveller 
and orator the title of duke. It is situ- 
ated in a town with a harbour at whose 
entrance are relics of saints, and among 
whose most constant yachtjsmen is an 
artist who has more than once sent to 
the Royal Academy a painting of boys 
bathing and drying in the sun. Inci- 
dentally I may add that last Wednesday 
he did not win his race. This town is 
an incredible distance from London, in 
an easterly direction I don’t think. An 
old spi^g.once said of it that it was a 
fine town, with ships in the bay ; and it 
IS, although at the present moment one 
of the ships in that bay is a wreck, heel- 
ing over on the rocks, a pitiful sight. 

Perhaps I have thrown lights enough ? 
As to the hotel itself, mum must be the 
word. Consider me eager to impart 
the information, but restrained by fear 
and worldly guile deftly blended. " 

My discovery of this marvellous crea- 
ture, this ram avis in terris, as the Lord 
Chancellor, that impenitent Latinist, 
would say, was only one of a series of 
remarkable .events that have marked 
the opening of this holiday. For as I 

reached the London terminus (whose 
name must also be suppressed) some- 
thing occurred so untoward as, in a 
more superstitious nature than my own, 
to implant every kind of misgiving and 
possibly cause me to abandon my enter- 
prise. In the Middle Ages I am sure 
it would have been a portent of doom 
not to be disregarded. 

The cab had drawn up at the foot- 
way by the booking-office, and various 
porters were moving towards me, when 
suddenly, as though at a preconcerted 
signal, every one of them let their bar- 
rows go and turned and ran in another 
direction. At first I thought that a 
newr lightning strike had set in ; but no, 
for once that was a mistake; all that 
had happened was that a rat had been 
so ill-advised as to make its appearance 
and must now be hunted to its end. 

How, in the dusk of the evening, 
its figure could be so quickly detected 
and the glad news so instantaneously 
spread I cannot explain, except by refer- 
ence to that extra sense which the pur- 
suit of four-footed animals can evoke in 
the two-footed; but the fact remains 
that the chase was in a few seconds 
universal. Up and down the pavement 
fied the rat ; up and down scuttled the 
men, with no weapons but boots with 
which to kick at the terrified creature, 
for a long time in vain, while their 
shouts and clamour filled the air. 

At last the rat was cornered and des- 
patched and the perplexed passengers 

1 and their luggage had a cliance. 

“Is this,” I asked the flushed and 
triumphant sportsman who now con- 
sented to attend on me, “a common 
occurrence? ” 

“ Never saw one here before,” he said. 

But if I were a director of that line 

I should see that his eyes were often 
thus gratified. The life of a porter is, 

I am sure, marked by but little fun, and 
no one need be surprised if discontent 
is theirs ; but there would be less, if any, 
of it if those in authority took a leaf out 
of the Book of Chance and now and 
then provided by design such a diver- 
sion as caprice had just. furnished. 

. You see that this holiday was destined 
to be marked by strange happenings ! 

But what is a rat hunt on a London 
terminus pavement compared with the 
phenomenon of which I started to tell? 
Routine, sheer routine. 

For^ in the hotel where I am staying 
there is a chambermaid who, after she 
has brought the hot water in the 
morning, goes back to the door again, 
stoops, and brings in my shoes. 

For All Weatliers. 

“Country Quarters to Let. 

Manso, September ; 5 apartments (h. 

& c.).” — Scotch Paper , 



OUR BOOKING-OFFICE, 

[By Mr. FimoKs Staff of Learned Clerics.) 

Because Mr. Joseph Conbad has placed his new worfc, 
The Arro7o of Gold (Unwin), in the turbulent period of the 
Gaiiist rising, you must not allow yourself to anticipate a 
story of cut-throat adventure and blood-letting. Adventure 
there is indeed, but almost wholly subjective ; an affair of 
the soul, or rather of the heart. Youth is the keynote of it, 
since it is through the dazzled eyes of the lad who was 
known as George*' that we watch this shifting group 
of strange and violent characters, camp-followers of con- 
spiracy, who revolve about the figure (unseen) of the 
Pretender, or that of the woman whose wealth and beauty 
dominate both the movement and the story. That adoles- 
cent soldier of fortune, Mr, George, was selected by the 
plotters to conduct their gun-running, an exploit that he 
appears to have conducted with success, but incidentally 
and altogether off the stage. It is his passion for Dona 
Bita and the gradual drawing together of these two, the 
adoring boy and the girl to whom youth had been hitherto 
unknown, that make the matter of the tale. Its telling 
displays all that richness of effect of which Mr, Conbad has 
the secret ; as usual, his persons move in an atmosphere 
that gives to the least of them a dignity almost heroic. 
There are two women especially, slightly but unforgettably 
portrayed, the pleasant sister of the heroine and an old Ee- 
publican grande dame, living with exquisite insolence upon 
her aristocratic wits, that are as fine as any in the author’s 
long gallery. About Dona Bita herself, brilliantly coloured 
. though she is, I remain a thought less convinced.- Mr, George, 


infatuate, saw her through a mist of worship, which rendered 
it natural never to *know what she would be at next, or why. 
My trouble was a lurking doubt as to whether Mr. Conbad 
was always any better informed. 

I fear that Through a Tent Door (Mubray) may suffer 
somewhat in popularity through appearing at a time when 
active-service books are slightly in eclipse. It would be a 
pity if the many admirable qualities of Dr. E. W. Mac- 
kbnna’s work missed their reward. Perhaps you may 
know already the two previous volumes of his reflections, 
The Adventxure of Death and The Adventure of Life. Here 
he has set down certain comments and sketches of what he 
might have called (but doesn’t) the Adventure of War, 
drawn from his experiences as a hard-worked medical 
officer in the fore-front, in fact several fore-fronts, of the 
battle.’ They are most of them slight things, giving the 
effect of having been transferred to paper in **odd and 
broken moments ; ” all but one, the writer teUs us, are true 
in substance. Perhaps he will forgive me for adding that 
the exception is by some way the least impressive and 
moving. Because Dr, Mackenna has looked out from 
his bell-tent upon a world made unspeakably hideous by 
War, but redeemed by patient endurance and heroism ; 
because, in fact, he sees the fighting from the viewpoint 
of one who had to mend, if possible, its ghastly wounds, it 
is only to be expected that this record of his impressions 
should be sombre. He writes indeed with a passionate 
and angry sympathy that it would be easy, and false, to 
call sentiment. So his book is hardly a cheerful one — 
on tlae face of it'; though, besides the gloom and horror, 
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it conveys, more clearly, 1 think, than any I have read, not plausible. Nor is the introduction (made in a quite 
the spirit of ungrudging sacrifice, of heroism without the casual manner, as if it were more or less a matter of ordi- 
limelight, which his position enabled him to see and his nary routine) of the suicide of one of them who has loved 
sympathy to understand. “ too much and too wildly.” One can drift a good distance 

away from the paths of one’s early teachers without caring 

Mr. Ian Hay is a model of discretion, and in The Ldst to see good men travestied, and cheapened. 

Million (Hodber and Stoughton) he says much that is 

charming and much that is wise. His mission here is to My only grievance about Miss Marjorie Bowen’s Crimes 
conduct the American Army, or a select portion of it, 'over of Old London (Odhams) — London of the rapier and sedan- 
a perplexing but patriotic England, and dump them on chair — is that the crimes, a subject I dearly love, fill hardly 
the' battle-zones of France. It would be impossible to more than half the book, and then are short stories about 
find a cheerier cicerone or one capable of apologising with crimes rather than the carefully documented relations I had 
more humour andtabtfor the eccentricities of Great Britain, gratuitously perhaps, led myself to expect.' * 1 thought that 
while constantly reminding the United States that we too Miss Bowen, who is quite at home with musty old records 
had a share in the Great War, He is at his best, I think, and has a particular talent for detailed reconstruction, 
in explaining the methods of fighting, both general and would have done this sort of thing so well. I rather think 
particular, which the contending armies employed in 1918. too — but here, haply, my ignorance betrays me— that they 
This he does with an intelligibility and accuracy that other are, most of them, if not all, mere short stories out of her 
'writers — more technical or more romantic — might well envy, head, not embroideries of actual fact. They are not un- 
In the actual incidents which he describes he is not always interesting — on the contrary; but they lack the authentic 
so successful. There is a good account of a trench raid in air. And I am bloodthirsty enough to demand real, not 
the American sector, but the visit of two hospital nurses imaginary, murders. The dissertations on the Seven Deadly 

to the front line seems Sins, by an old French 

a little out of place ^ J^aonk (of some deli- 

^ ^ XU ® ^ berately vague period 

rather to the film- I hT — saypre-Kenaissance 

fanciers than to the JJW for a shot), are un- 

deinands of the Anglo- f ||| evenly diverting and 

baxon entente. Nor |m show our author in an 

do I care very much . . entirely unexpected 

for such phrases as but, I should >dge 

with thefr'patilnt from these samples, 

blaze of glory with To welcome Grab- 

Pm-iroAre^^rgn^int - | | t^ee House 

the ecstetbSei . JneS of beinTolt 

mg of Sammies, Tom- . fashioned. The “ mo- 

mies and poilus, if Naivve, “To be sure, Sir, this piiAOE Us grown. Why, it seems only derns” will not con- 

anyone yet lingers yesterday when it was only one nigger, two whelk stalls and a phreno- gider it a work of art 

who is unwilling ^ ^ and for aU I care 






Naivve, “To be sure, Sir, this plage Us grown. Why, it seems only 
yesterday when it was only one nigger, two whelk stalls and a phreno- 


to the front line seems Sins, by an old French 

a little out of place . j. . ^ (of some deli- 

and a concession berately vague period 

rather to the him- jl||ilR^|^Wite' - ^1^7 I f — saypre-Eenaissance 

fanciers than to the .-JJW for a shot), are un- 
demands of the Anglo- evenly diverting and 

baxon entente. Nor |m show our author in an 

do I care very much . . entirely unexpected 

for such phrases as but, I should >dge 

with thefr'patilnt from these samples, 

blaze of glory with To welcome Grab- 

Pm-iroAre^^rgn^int - | | t^ee House 

theecstetbSei . JneS of beinTolt 

mg of Sammies, Tom- . fashioned. The “ mo- 

mies and poilus, if Naivve, “To be sure, Sir, this plage Us grown. Why, it seems only derns” will not con- 

anyone yet lingers yesterday when it was only one nigger, two whelk stalls and a phreno- gfder it a work of art 
who is unwilling to ^QQ-^^t.” ^ 

give America due credit for her share in the final triumph, they may be right ; but the fact remains that to read it 
tens IS undoubtedly the stuff to give them. is to obtain refreshment and repose, Mr. Howed Evans 

T tin n 1 were president of a society for protecting his 

in a^ Ooda to T/^e Bonfire (Heinemann), of which the pleasant people from being unduly preyed upon and 
scene is set in a Jesuit school in England, Mr. Anthony maltreated, and I am glad to enrol myself as a member of 
^RENDON explains that he has tried to “ present the recog- that fraternity. It would have been a thousand shames if 
nition by the Jesuits of the spiritual values of life” and the Earbotts and their faithful servant, and Milkier, 

also to protest against the teaching of hell-fire to children, and Beggie Kemp and the rest of these attractive folk had 
interest mainly for those who have been met with more than temporary ill-luck. In the course of 
the Jesuits and those outsiders who have this leisurely novel we are introduced to music-hall artistes 
m their spiritual system and edu- (I like especiaUy the man who could Uft a donkey with 
nitres A Kensitites the fathers in these his teeth), tramps, rogues male and female, and aU sorts 

FntfrLtfnl iS harmless to be of curious .people. < They seem to belong to a world which 

Tf rea^^^ must enter a caveat, has almost been forgotten, and I suggest that those who 

JhaTrli In Slf*. incidents or cannot go on> holfday at present ffould at leaerglta 

fhovoi^ disjointed tale .are impossible: but change of atmosphere by reading Crafefree EToitse. 

they are often extremely unlikely, and the whole emnhaais > • ® 

seems to be wrong. An abnormally sensitive boy like Luke ^ 

Trevor might have had his life darkened by the thought a cinema advertisement 

of hell-fire, but though, at the. date roughly indicated,’ “-^.special attraction, ‘Adventures among the Cannibals,* in which 
very horrible pictures of a material hell were painted bv introduced to a strange tribe which is rapidly dying out. 

zealous preachers it wasn’t by any means a hell-fire reli<yinD very monotonous .diet upon which they feed— fish, cocoa- 

that was tanjtyhf Thaoia x u x nuts 'and stagnant and salty water 'drawn from a hole in the ground 

fftnr nf studies of ptiests haunted ’by tho —is the cause. Unless this simple race receives assistance from the 

fear of d^th, or being confoundedly astute or talking of outside world it will soon die out.”— UoeaX Paper, 
ove to t eir pupils in the way old Father Joe does, are It seems a case for missionary enterprise. 
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PMARI\/ADIA “It is not for US to formulate a scheme only fair to add that Parliament was 

OnAKiVAKiA, of military defence/ « says not sitting at the time. - 

Thebe is no truth in the report that, Post* We think that our contemporary . , . 

in order to set a good example to is unduly — almost morbidly — lacking A serious quarrel was only . just 

the spending departments, Mr. Lloyd in self-confidence. ! averted on a crowded Tube train the 

George has decided to get along with- - other evening, when a hand was acci- 

out a threepenny morning paper. - - ** Lunatics,” says the National Union dentally jammed in the gate as it was 

^ of Asylum Workers, “ are demanding closed. , It appears that two passengers 

The Mexican Congress has passed a shorter working hours.” Yes, we knew both claimed it as theirs and 'were 


[?uT-re'j^ Cup 
QSTfKTC 


only appeased when the gate was re- 
opened and the hand, released. It 
proved to belong to a third party/ 


Quite a commotion was 
caused last week at a station 
on a vstell-known South Coast 
railway. A train ' arrived so 
punctually thatr'a porter in his 
confusion .was heard jelling 
out the nanae of the previous 
station.' ^ ^ ' 


Houses . I3UILT 
Ya .i U»/MT 


.. The Australian private who 
was reported by a contempor- 
0 ^ ary to have saluted a subaltern 
" in the Strand last Tuesday now 
writes to explain that he mis- 
took the officer’s attempt, to 
knock a fly off his ear for a 
.X salute and was merely acknow- 
ledgingit. ^ 


vote of confidence in President Cab- that. ^ * only appeased when the gate was re- ‘ 

BANZA. President Wilson, it is anti- ^ ' opened and the hand, released. It • 

cipated, will retort by passing another A woman told the Tottenham, magis- proved to belong to a third party. 

vote of* confidence in himself. ; ^ — 7777“; — ^ TTT 1 77 - ‘ . v ‘ ^ ^ I 

filM Quite a commotion was 

Sir Alfred Butt is about to ^ ' o 105^ I I fflw *’ caused last week at a station 

produce a nevv coEuedy entitled a wnll-known South Coast 

The Telephone Gall* Curiously . . A f: | M - ^ railway. A train ' arrived so ' 

enough, that is the very i name , m*. ^ ^ II punctually thatra porter in , his 

that we had contemplated for , A . ||^ [?uTxeWcui> confusion .was heard .bUlihg 

our next tragedy, * - CsrATe ' .out the nanae of the previous 

.*-•■ V ■ ■ m$\A -h ^ ' station;..*^ ^ 

“What is misping in Ire- ^ ' \!v\ - ‘ ^ ' 

land?” asks a contemporary. ■ 3 ■ v \ .. The Australian private who 

Speaking generally, the ac- "v M^/\ 7 was reported by a contempor- 

cused. ' j 'V f ■ ^ A ary to have saluted a subaltern 

' / W \ in the Strand last Tuesday now 

, “Professor Geddes, of St. , m « ' writes to explain that he mis- 

Andrew’s University,” says a , i officer’s attempt, to 

newsitem, “has been engaged i[ / knock a fly off his ear for a 

by the International Zionist f I i 3 u»lt salute and was merely acknow- 

Commission t^plan^the new , — ^ ^h\l^ ra^x^^ix lodging it. ^ .. 

ered that the other Geddeses . J. Even the nerves of insects 

’ had the thing well in hand. have^ been affecte^ ^by the 

statement that he could have little pests who appear to be 

been a Cabinet Minister with / /77//////^ ' ^ ^ suffering from the jumps are 

five thousand pounds a year, * ^//// /y ' now to be found recuperating 
Mr. Arthur Henderson now /// M seaside lodgings. 

been Ambassador to Eussia, f/7//// Comment is being made up- 

with a salary of eight thousand 7 //// on the fact that in spite of 
pounds. It is no secret in York- ////J/// Sir John Bradbury’s distin- 

shjre that if be had chosen to ////f//l// guisbed public ^ services his 

abandon his principles a cer- (/////fi/Tf/ autograph continues to fetch 

tain strike-leader could have liijtle or nothing, 

been Lord Chancellor and had RECONSTRUCTION; 

a bath. .u ^ “Now I particularly told those people in the new house A high Treasury official re- 

* , ^ NOT TO ALLOW' ANYONE TO USE FORCE IP THE BELL STUCK.” ccntly declared that he could 

French, British and Ameri- ; get plenty of men with Uni- 

can liaison officers and interpreters trates that her husband had given her versity qualifications for two hundred 
have formed a society called the Asso- a black eye in May of each year since pounds a year. The Universities, we 
elation of the Sphinx. The president ^their-marriage. It would be interesting understand, have retorted by saying 
has explained that the part of the to know what system of memory-train- that they cannot -get men with Treas- 
Sphinx emblematic of the United States ing he had adopted, or whether he just ury qualifications at any price as long 
is the lion’s tail; y,; relied on a note in his diary. as the demand for plumbers’ assistants 

* * 5 }.''^ ; remains unsatisfied. 

A new uniform of a darker shade of When told that HerrEBERT had taken 
blue, it is announced, has been de- the oath as German Imperial Presi- Milk is to be a shilling a quart, 
signed for the Eoyal Air Force. The dent, the ex-Crown Prince is said to Whether this will have the effect of 
present.. shade, Jt seems, does not ade- have inquired sympathetically if any- making the stuff attractive to the plu- 
quately reflect the financial situation, thing else had been missed.* - ^ ;; * tocracy of labour remains to be seen. 

« He 

At West Ham Police Court a solicitor Thirty Indian soldiers awaiting.their An ingenious fraud commuted by 
pointed out the dangers of- boarding a return to- their, native shores were* means of a telephone message was de- 
moving.train.7 Travellers in doubt as shown over the Houses of Parliament scribed at Westminster police-court, 
to -whether^ a '-train -is -moving or not a few days ago and seemed very greatly How the defendant' managed to get 
shpuld consult the guard. impressed by what they' saw. It is 1 through still remains a myetery. 


RECONSTRUCTION; 

“Now I PARTICULARLY TOLD THOSE PEOPLE IN THE NEW HOUSE 
NOT TO ALLOW' ANYONE TO USE FORCE IP THE BELL STUCK.” 


“ Even the nerves of insects 
have been affected by the 
War,” states a naturalist. This 
explains why so many of the 
little pests who appear to be 
suff’ering from the jumps are 
now to be found recuperating 
at seaside lodgings. , 

Comment is being made up- 
on the fact that in spite of 
Sir John Bradbury’s distin- 
guished public, services his 
autograph continues to fetch 
little or nothing, 

*,r,* 

A high Treasury official re- 
cently declared that he could 
get plenty of men with Uni- 


A new uniform of a darker shade of 
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THE PASSING OF THE WHITEHALL FLAPPER. 

A Farewell from a Departmental Head. 

[The Prime Minister, in a letter to the various Government Offices, 
has pointed out to heads of departments that unless they remove 
superfluous employees they will have to be removed themselves.] 

Now for the last time, on official duty, 

' The powdered joy-puff to your nose apply; 

And through the mist of tears that veils its beauty 
Give me, for this last time, the old glad eye; 

Never again, fulfilled of tea and crumpet, 

Here through your prattling lips shall laughter flow ; 
Lloyd George has spoken (almost like a trumpet), 

' And you have got to go. 

Farewell! the happy, happy> times are over! 

But please don't put this down to me, rOy dears ; 

I would have kept you on like pigs in clover, 

Steadily on for years and years and years; 

I had no option — just a moment’s sick doubt. 

Then conscience showed me where the right course lay; 
said the Voice from Deauville, **orbe kicked out ! ” 
.And I arranged to stay. 0. S. 


A LOSING HAZARD. 

Op course Frederick ought not to have been there at all. 
For one thing, regulations were dead against it, and for 
another his bank balance had been ordered complete rest for 
at least a mbnth. The atmosphere of a Casino is notori- 
ously unhealthy for a weak and ailing bank-balance. 

However, he was there, watching the croupier pass his 
magic wand over the green cloth, and noting figures with a 
stub of pencil on an envelope back. Peroival interrupted 
him in a calculation involving the misuse of five figures. 

“Don’t do it, Frederick, oldldgume,” he said. These 
strenuous mental exercises are too trying for a mere nursling 
like you.” 

“ S-h-h ! ” said Frederick, ticking off units on his fingers 
and tens on his thumbs; “ I 'm working out a system.” 

“’Nother recruit for the army of Cox’s disinherited,” 
groaned Peroival. “ Don't you know the management fat- 
tens on people who invent chance-tight systems ? Every 
time they see a new system coming along they buy a new 
safe to liold the proceeds. Save the 'money to buy some- 
thing useful — such as Egyptian cigarettes or pink thirst- 
quenchers,” 

“ If you don’t speculate you don’t accumulate,” replied 
Frederick; borrowing tfie ‘ vocabulary of the Crown and 
Anchor expert. “Foller my system an’ you comes in 
wheel-btoows an’ goes away in motor-cars. I hoffers 
my clients — ^meaning you, Percival — a ohawnce of money 
for nothink, and I only ask the’ loan of fifty francs to 
provide the necessary capital.” 

“ If I refuse to lend it, my cheery old bank-smasher,” said 
Percival, “ you will ever hold it as a reproach oyer me that 
I stood between you and untold wealth. If, on the other 
hand, I lend it, I may retain yoUr friendship but lose 
the money. Therefore I take a last farewell fo this note 
and hand it to you. But don't alsk me to wait and see it 
sacrificed to the system. I regard it as dead, but I don’t 
feel called on to attend the funeral.” 

They met the following day at lunch, but Frederick bore 
no visible signs of opulence. 

“ ftobably I am touching on a painful subject^’ said 
Percival, “ but I am curious to knbw how ' long the fifty 
francs kept aflo'at before it finally stok.” 

“ It didn’t sink — at least not all of it. The system 
worked beautifully.” 


“ I don’t see notes fiutfcering from you like autumn leaves, 
and I observe you are drinking water. Did your arithmetic 
let you down? I know you aren’t highbrow stuff at the 
ciphering.” 

“ No, it all worked out like the staff plans for an Aldershot 
sham-fight or the memi at a Brigade dinner — not a single 
hitch. But I ’ll tell you from the beginning. 

“If you remember, the tables were pretty crowded. I 
got my money changed, and the system was all tuned up 
ready to start off by itself. ^ The only thing that gave me 
the chilly spine was the fear that the Old Man or some of 
the red tabs might come in and spot me. ’Course there 
would be no harm if I was just watching, but if the Old 
Man spotted me playing there would be the uncle and aunt 
of a wiggin’ for little Freddy.” 

Percival nodded sapiently. “ I ’ve had some,” said he. 
“Now, if there is one thing we have learned in this War 
it is the art of digging in and fighting behind cover, so I 
reconnoitred the ground and selected a tactical position 
behind a fat Frenchwoman and her husband. Having dug 
myself in I used indirect fire over Madame’s shoulder to 
get my stakes on the table. Naturally it would be necessary 
to come out into the open to collect my winnings, but the 
idea of my system is that you hang beliind and keep drop- 
ping francs all along the course, and then you double up 
and come in with a Mg scoop at the finish. Goinpree ? ” 

“ Old fruit, the Prince of Monaco buys a new diamond 
every year for the crown jewels out of that system.” 

^ “ He can’t. It ’s my invention and I ’ve got the patent 
rights. But to continue. I ’d been pegging away dropping 
francs on Nwn^ro Unit till thirty of our fifty had gone, and 
I ’d laid the remaining twenty to bring off* my big scoop. 
The ball rolled round and round, trembled on the edge of 

the eight and ” 

“ Eolled into the five.” 

“No, it didn’t. It rested like a cuckoo on tlie eight, 
and the croupier pushed a hundred-and-forty francs to my 
side of the table. I was just emerging from cover to pick 
it up when I spotted the Old Man on the other side of the 
table glaring in my direction. I could tell he hadn’t seen 
me, but he was looking to see who it was had pulled off 
the maximum. What was I to do ? ” 

“ I dunno. What were you ? ” 

“Don't ask silly conundrums. I daren't pick up the 
money and give myself away. Better to lose the one-forty 
than imperil my gratuity. Then I had a sudden inspiration 
— you know how they come over me — and I whispered in 
my best French into the ear of the fat amiable French- 
woman who was camouflaging me: ‘Will you have the 
kindness, Madame, to continue gambling for me— for luck ? 
I shall return in a few minutes.’ 

VohntierSi M'sieur' she answered. 

“I bent down and slipped out of the room, and in ten 
minutes I returned to see her emerging from the salon 
with her husband. She threw up her hands with a gesture 
worthy of Bernhardt herself. 

“ * c7«0 siiis desoUcy M'sieur ! ’ she said. ~ ^J*ai perdu tout! ’ ” 
“Frederick, old mutt,” said Percival with emotion, “if 
the charm of your society were not more precious than all 
the fifty francses in the world I ’d jump on you with both 
feet. I heard the Old Man telling the Adjutant just now 
that the restrictions on gaming were not being enforced 
during Joy-time, and he ’d had a flutter last night and won 
two thousand francs,” 


“Owing to the heat, Judge let ofl his wig at County 

Court yesterday .” — Provincial Paper, 

y^e understand that the wig was accused of interfering 
with the administration of justice. 
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Mother, “You don’t mind Fott a few minutes, Sib? Yeb see, ’is father ’asn’t got a beard,” 


THE OLD HOMESTEAD. 

{In grateful remembrance of the daily 
New England life in American novels,) 
Maisie Olapsliaw awoke with a jump 
as the alarm clock beside her bed com- 
menced to ring. It was four o'clock 
and she had almost over-slept. She 
began to dress quickly,; for there were 
the chores to do, a turnover ijo be baked 
for breakfast and the buggy to be pol- 
ished, for Mrs. Olapshaw still kept the 
old farm going, though her husband— 
Hard-fisted Jim" he had been nick- 
named in the old days — had'died last 
EalL 

Maisie slipped on her plain gingham 
gown. It was quite colourless, and had 
been turned so many times that she 
had forgotten which side was which. 
It had belonged to each of her seven 
sisters in turn, all of whom had turned it. 
She thought of each of them as she went 
downstairs. There was Jinny, who had 
married a rich man and had never done 
the chores since. There was Susy, who 
had gone to teach in Doston — Maisie 
remembered she had worn a pair of 
light -brown shoes which -squeaked ; 

I she remembered the squeak quite well. 
Then there were Minnie and Winnie, I 


the twins : Winnie had died of bron- 
chitis, and Jim Olapshaw — Hard-fisted 
Jim — had cried like a child. Then there 
were Bridget, Daisy and Mollie. As 
she reached the bottom of the stairs 
she realised she had remembered them 
all. When she entered the kitchen she 
began to think of her eight brothers. 
She remembered them all. by name and 
thought of something characteristic of 
each. 

Soon she had the fire going and was 
washing clothes, baking the turnover, 
sweeping, sorting the tea-leaves and 
doing the numerous things she had 
done since childhood. 

At seven o'clock they breakfasted 
simply in the big kitchen. On the 
table, which was scrupulously clean, 
there^ were two tea-cups, two saucers, 
a basin of coarse brown sugar, a china 
tea-pot, four plates, two knives, two 
forks, a bowl of curds and whey, a large 
loaf of home-made bread, a dish of last 
year's pickled nasturtium seeds, a salt- 
cellar and the now crisply-browned turn- 
over, When breakfast was over, Maisie 
cleared away the -things while ' her 
mother made the beds, -counted- the 
chicks, hoed the onions, tossed the hay 
pl3<ited a straw -hat for Maisie. 


Then, when the buggy and horses had 
been groomed and the sedge gathered 
and put to dry, Maisie made some sweet 
wine of apple -juice and nicotine and 
designed a dress for herself out of an 
old curtain. As the morning wore on 
she began to make preparations for 
dinner. The location of the farm was 
remote and so she killed and plucked a 
home-grown fowl, carefully saving the 
feathers for a pillow for her mother as 
a surprise for Thanksgiving Day. While 
the bird was roasting she set about 
freezing a custard, oiling thq vinegar 
and churning some butter. After din- 
ner there was the sheep-shearing, the 
long wool to be separated from the 
short, eggs to be hatched, chestnuts to 
be canned and all the daily routine of 
the Old Homestead to be gone through 
before sundown. 

Eor supper 'Maisie made a dumpling 
of the cold fowl and knocked up a pud- 
ding from the chestnut-rinds over from 
the canning. After supper she and her 
mother sat quietly hemming dusters 
and singing the songs that they had all 
sung since childhood. 

When Maisie retired to bed she set 
her alarm clock carefully for four o'clock, 
eager to begin the work of another day. 
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PINS, SAFETY. 

Did the safety pin play its humble 
part in .winning the Great War ? ksk 
the O.C. Anti-Gas who has collected 
a:nd trained some millions of the little 
creatures. For myself. I cast no as- 
persions on its temper and tenacity in 
the* face of the enemy. What I do say 
is that the safety pin is losing the 
Peace. In good company/* you will 
say, I agree. But let me pursue my 
single" crusade^^agaihst exp^n^ive insig- 
nificgince. Mr, Lloyd George and the 
others can waft. • ' r ^ 

. ^The voucher arrived this morning 
neatly made out in triplicate — Army 
Form G,982, if you. must know. Now 
the, .receipt of -a voucher in thh Army 
is not a matter, to be dealt, with lightly, 
like receiving 'the mornitfg’s milk or 
the ,Freedom,.of the City.' rThere’s al- 
ways a chance that the other fellow 
has deft" something out, the “Period of 
account ” or the “Mode of conveyance” 
or the.“ Number of sheets forming this 
vou,c,he,r.’l I£so you write him a letter 
beginning “ It is not understood,** and 
thsCt, makes you Tone up on him for the 
O.B.E. ‘ Of course if you don't spot the 
omission then by-and-by the Audit or 
the Treasury or the 0, i/c Waste Pro- 
ducts twitches one. into you common o-‘ 
ing “Please. explain,** and that leaves 
you one down, 

I ^summoned the chief clerk, the 
foreman in charge of the pattern-room 
and the.blue?eyed boy who coaxes the 
telephone, and we gave that voucher 
the once over. It was absolutely air- 
tight, the real Peruvian doughnuts, as 
they say in New York, and’ then some. 

' “PINS, SAPETY 2; SAMPLES.^ 

He was^a crafty man who thought 
of that “SAMPLES.** " Had it not been 
there I should certainly have taken his 
middle stump with an “ It is not under- 
stood,’* inquiring whether they were 
“ Pins, safety, Q.M.E.A.F., overseas de- 
tachments only/* or “Pins; safety, non- 
corrosive, Submarine Miners’ Trousers, 
for the^ sUspenjsiqn of.” But . he was 
no foph the fellow who compiled, that 
voucher. (“ Accessories, Anti- Gas ’*), 
he, had added.. There was no getting i 
away from that. > | 

And all the rest was perfect. The 
fellow had thought of _ everything. 
Thus, “Description of Package” was 
given as “ P.P.” (Postal Package). He 
had even thought of some things twice 
over, for the tpu;cher went on to say, 
“ Miode of conveyance, Post.**' ^ ^ 

IJhpughtfully I addressed myself to 
the staff. “These pins,” I observed, 
“ which, mark you, are no ordinary or. 
prigkly pins, but’ pins made, safe for 
democracy, have so to speak done their 



" Boy. “Gan you give us a job?” 

. 'Builder. “I think so, my lau. Come along with me into the yard and we^ll 

SEE THE FOREMAN.” ... _ : . ' * , 

Boy, “Ay, but .wot ’s the pay?” Builder, “One pound,” 

Boy, “Ay, and 'ow many times a week do yer pay it?’; 


bit and are now to be sold in their 
teeming millions to the thankful tax- 
payers, all too long the palpitating 
victims o£ pin - profiteers. You will 
therefore exhibit, these two sample pins, 
these Gemini of Pindom, to such of the 
public as may call to inquire about 
thetn, not' omitting to point out that 
the minimum number of pins which 
can^^be sold to any ^ one customer is 
thirteen tons. Note further that thjay. 
are "anti-gas pins, which no^ doubt en- 
hances their value. If you can’t sell 
the inquirers thirteen tons of pins sell 
ithem a copy of Szirpkis, pric^hreepence. 
iOur motto is, * Take care of the pins 
and the public will look- after the 
pounds.* . „ * 

K “In the meanwhile don’t forget that 
some light-hearted hero, no longer ago 


than yesterday, , mayhap, resolutely ! 
wrote these two pins off Ledger Charge, ■ 
lightly erased them from the Weekly 
St(3eb-sheet,cheerfully— almostdej&antly 
, — struck them from- the Tally. Do 
you therefore . proceed at ’ once, and 
choking back, your emotipns, to take 
them upon Ledger Charge. Prepare 
also and with all the customary for- 
malities a. nice fresh Tally. Further, 
omit not to record.. their presence upon 
the Weekly. Stock-sheet. Lastly, as 
there may be some possibility of their 
being mistaken for one another, attache 
to each^a. stroAg dahel bearing respec- 
tively an inscription as follows : — ' ’ 
Pin, gafety. Anti-Gas, sample ‘ A * 
(or if you prefer it ‘ Janies:*). 

. Pin, Safety; Anti-Gas, sample ‘ B ’ 

' ^-(or ‘John*);” ... 
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and lie freely about without fear of I said dreamily, “ and you probably 
THE GLOBE-TROTTER. detection.” wouldn’t know the little village that 

As I fingered the Sheldon-Brown s’ Slamming my cue into the rack, for was my objective.” 

invitation for the week-end to their my blood was up^ into' the high num- Gunter made a peculiar noise in his 
place at Sheppeiiey a sort of feeling bers, I strolled over to the sofa and sat throat. Sara-Sarawak ? ” he asked, 
came over me as if my withers were down heavily on the other side of Lucy. “ I only stayed a night there,” I said 
being wrung. No doubt I think it Gunter scowled. ‘ ^ airily. “I trekked into— er — Southern 

must have been caused by jealousy, Mastering my feelings, I smiled and Borneo. Quite the wildest part — 
for Gunter, so Lucy Sheldon-Brown said almost sweetly, “ Borneo ? Yes, what ? ” 

said in her letter of invitation, was to lovely place, isn’t it ? ” . . “’Quite, I should say,” Gunter agreed; 

be of the party. ' Guiiter started.- “You have bfeen though I- have not been further than 

I had heard of Gunter but'had never there ? ” he said, in a. tone that seemed Sarawak.” 
met him. I understood him to be a to imply a sceptical attitude. ^ ^ ‘‘This is money for nothing^’’ I said 

globe-trotter and rather eiwis wuth This sent my blood further up till it inwardly. This is where I begin to 
Lucy. No doubt he had told her touched the top and rang the bell. I get the bulge on Gunter.” Aloud I 


travellers’ tales. These things 
always captivate women. 

On Friday my eye caught a 
. somewhat similar advertisement 
to the one reproduced in the 
pages of Punch (issue of July- 
16th), which offered foreign 
hotel labels for swank-potting 
purposes. 

“I too,” I said, “will be a 
globe-trotter and biff the odibus 
Gunter with his own petard,” 

So I wrote for a sample set of 
labels of out-of-the-way places 
(so as to avoid running, into 
Gunter, as it were, if possible) 
and received what was descri|)ed 
as “ Series 14,” which included 
the labels of hotels at Marseilles, 
Cairo (Shepheard’s Hotel, the 
only one I knew by name out of' 
the twelve labels sent), Colombo, 
Sarawak, and several other 
Oriental spots. “Sarawak,” I 
said, “is my trump-card, I 
think.” 

Having arranged the whole 
I series very artistically on the 
torso of my kit-bag I travelled 
j down to Shepperley on Friday 






said, “Never been further than 
Sarawak ? My dear fellow, you 
don’t-begin to know Borneo till 
you’ve been up-country, into 
the — er— the hinterland.” 

Gunter winced a distinct 
wince at my evident familiarity 
with my subject. 

-“ You simply must tell me all 
about it,” Lucy urged, turning 
a. nicely powdered back on the 
odious Gunter. I couldn’t resist 
such an urge. 

• * “So far as I remember,” I 
said slowly, “when I left Sara- 
wak I took the first turning to 
the left and followed the path 
leading to the mountains, which 
run along the centre of the 
island ” (the map had shown me 
these). “ After taking this path 
for about one hundred and 
tbirty-five miles or so I turned 
to the right, where the roads 
divide, and, after walking over 
mountains and valleys for about 
another two hundred and fifty 
miles I came to a village. Here 
I distinctly recollect that I had 
to ask the way. . The headman 


BX-PRIYAT?: PAEKINS , MECHANICALLY SALUTES could speak a feind of Lingua 


{pe7'e et fille)^ Gunter and I 
formed the house-party. ' 


HIS SABTOBIAL ' SUPERIOR. 


Franca, and with that and a few 
signs and wonders I managed 


^ The conversation at dinner that saw red and other colours in several to reach . There, I ’ve forgotten the 

night was not particularly geographical, shades,' but I still managed to smile. name of the wretched 'littlevillage— 
True, Scarborough was mentioned, and “Er — yes, some yeaifs ago,” I said, somenamelike Songailong orWangaloo, 
Widnes was lightly touched upon, but “ Top-hole place.” chiefijfhuts— and palm -trees, of course.” 

I was quite at home in these latitudes “ Oh, do tell me about it,” said Lucy. “ Oh, of course,” Gunter said in an 
and held my own with Gunter. What else could I do ? Such girls endeavour not to be out of the scene. 

But after dinner we retired to the as Lucy Sheldon-Brown do not grow “ And of course Dyaks”’ 

billiard-room, pd whilst I played a on every family tree. Gunter should “ Naturally,” said Gunter, 

hundred up with old Sheldon-Brown, not oust me from Borneo without a “ Some of their customs,” I continued 

Gunter snookered Luev in a corner and .struggle. with confidence, “ are very quaint ; for 

took her (m imagination) to the far “Which way did you go?” said instance ” 

comers of the earth. Gunter, . But my apparent familiarity with 

ou 1 j “ Oh, the usual route,” I said, “ Mar- such outlandish regions and their in- 

bheiemn - Brown had gone oft on a seilles, Cairo (Shepheard’s Hotel there, habitants was evidently too much for 
search, probably fruitless, for whisky, of course), Colombo and — and the way Gunter, who rose at this point and 
Gunter say something you. probably..went.” went off io, help dd* Sheldon- Brown 

about Borneo. . “Very likely,” said Gunter. “And to find the whisky, he said. So I spent 

1 -u ^ysolf, “ this whereabouts did you stay in Borneo? ” a pleasant hour teaching Lucy the use 

globe-trotting bounder might have left he asked, his voice apparently trembling of “the long rest” (entailing several 
one corner of the world un^^ with emotion, hand -holds) and inventing manners 

one little spot that I could call my own “ It ’s — er — rather a long time ago,” and customs for the Dyaks for which 
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they would probably not thank me. | 
She was thrilled, and as Gunter didn’t 
return I concluded that either thej 
whisky was found or that he had gone 
to bed in disgust- 

By the time Gunter and I left by 
the 9.27 for Town on Monday morning 
(nothing but the infrequency of trains 
made us companions) I was several up 
on him ; but I was heartily thankful 
that during the journey he avoided the 
subject of foreign travel. In fact, he 
buried himself in his newspaper. I 
read mine. 

As we neared King’s Cross I noticed 
him staring at my bag in the rack 
above my head, I retaliated instantly 
by staring at his bag in the rack above 
his head. He sighed; I sighed. His 
sigh sounded like one of relief. I don’t 
know if mine sounded like a sigh of 
relief or a peace-night peas-bladder at 
the point of death, but it was certainly 
caused by relief. For Gunter’s bag, 
like mine, was plastered with an un- 
deniably genuine set of “Series 14” 
labels. 


“Domestic young man, 2,S, seeks place in 
service, any capacity ; do entire work of house ; 
any conditions ; town, country, abroad ; live 
in, food, lOs. wages; excellent servant, ex- 
perienced ; wear the skirts, anything.” 

Times^ 

A thoroughly womanly young fellow. 


LOCAL COLOURISTS. 

Hardly enough attention has been 
paid to the announcement that Mr. 
Lytton Strachey has taken a fiat in 
Kensington Gore, facing the Albert 
Memorial, with the obvious purpose of 
steeping himself in an atmosphere at- 
tuned- to the composition of his long 
threatened Life of Quee7i Victoria, 

There was a time, not so very long 
ago, when hasty critics condemned the 
practice of writers who studied local 
colour as a preliminary to creation. 
No doubt these preparations were some- 
times crudely and hurriedly undertaken, 
but the method has -never failed to 
commend itself to the true artist and 
has never found more conscientious ex- 
ponents than at the present day. 

For example, Mr. Roger Fry, who 
is engaged on an epoch-making mono- 
graph on Mr. Augustus John, has de- 
cided to spend six months in Rome and 
six months in Wales, in order to satur- 
ate himself, first, in the magnificentia 
Bomce^ which inspires our great artist’s 
colossal cartoons and is adumbrated 
in his Pagan praenomen ; and, second, 

’ in the Celtic fervour which is his family 
heritage and is exhaled from his mighty 
and monosyllabic surname. 

Mr. Charles Whibley, whose Par- 
allel Lives of Lord Chatham and Lord 


Northcliffe are approaching com- 
pletion, alternates visits to his dainty 
bungalow on Mount Carmel with resi- 
dence in Pitt Street, Cam'pden Hill. 

Dr. Bridges* great work on the 
prosody of Charles Lamb is now in 
the press. It is interesting to know 
that during its preparation the Laure- 
ate lived partly in Shepherd Market, 
partly on Shepherd’s Hill, Highgate, 
and latterly on Mint Pavement. Tab- 
lets to commemorate his sacrifices in 
the interests of biographical realism 
will no doubt be erected by the Royal 
Society of Arts. 


To Keep tlie Home Fires Burning. 

“ The orders received have already absorbed 

the second large edition of The Daily ^ 

Cookery Book. .Place your order at once, for 
this is a book which will be a help jbo you when 
fuel is scarce and dear.” — Daily Pamper ^ 

“He came from a part of Norway where 
there are huge factories for the production of 
nitrates from the air, which is a well-known 
Bolshevik centve.^^--^Kotting}ia7nEvenmgPost. 
What is our Marshal, of the Air doing ? 

“ The Timas understands that the Shaw of 
Persia, who is coming on a visit to this 
country, left Teheran on August 12th.” 

Irish Pa;per: 

It is understood-that, on reading this, 
“ G. ^ B. S.” at once instructed his 
solicitors to institute proceedings. 
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HOLIDAY TOSH. 

By Theodosia, 

Contributor of Tea- Gup Twaddle'* to 
“ The Peeress** and of'^ Botidoir Bab- 
blings ** to “ The Flapper” 

All the world 's away to the sea, the 
mountains and the moor, and we, the 
world’s better half, are askin’ ourselves 
now as ever the biggest question in life, 
“ How can I look young and lovely ? ” 
For girls who’ve been girls some 
time and who’ve got a worried Ipok 
long of readin’ all the frightful things 
in the papers ’bout what ’s happened, 
what ’s happenin’, and what ’s goin’ to 
happen, I don’t advise the seaside. 
The glare, salt winds, “ What are the 
wild waves saying?”. ’n* all that sort 
of thing are a bit tryin* and unbecomin’. 
But if you must go take one pf Falla- 
lerie’s “ Seaside Beauty Baskets,” which 
contain simply everything for ‘keeping 
the hair safe from the winds,. the ’plex- 
ion safe from the glare, and in short 
for keeping the seaside quite at arm’s 
length ! Sounds ’surdly contradictory, ’ 
doesn’t it? To go to the sea and take 
all these precautions against it ! But 
we women-ar^ contradictory — it ’s part 
of our charm. 

Lady Flutterwell, who did such ’stra- 
ordinarily good work during the War 
in runnin* a dance-hall for Allied troops 
at Escapadeville, is having a lovely rest 
time at her place in the Isle of Wight. 
She 's a big party there, and I hear of 
rippin’ beach-dances by moonlight, or 
starlight, or whatever old thing is on 
duty in the sky, when* bathin’-kit is 
worn and all the jewels. That fasci- 
natin’ uncanny creature, Twirlinsky, of 
the Eussian Ballet, is of the party and 
is generally Lady Flutterwell’s beach- 
partner. . ■ 

Seems to me the heat-wave ’s been 
used, like charity, to “ cover a .multi- 
tude of what-d’-you-call-’ems,” People 
have been ’sousin’ themselves on ac- 
count of it for lots of little lapses ! 
Poor old heat-wave ! It ’s been worked 
for all it was worth. No wonder it 
struck at last. It had more reason 
than those miner creatures who won’t 
mine. Best heat-wave stpry I ’ve heard 
comes from Tatterly Towe];s, where a 
famous Family Ghost doe's stunts in 
the Haunted -Corridor of the disused 
wing. There was a houseful of guests 
of the effervescin’ brand, and rumours 
got about of ghostly figures being seen 
in the park at unholy hours. “ What ’s 
this I hear about something bein’ seen 
in the park in. the middle of the night ? ” 
asked Lord Tatterly, who ’s dull and 
heavy and believes in the Family Ghost. 
Answered Lady T., who ’s the opposite 
of heavy and doesn’t believe in any- 
thing, ‘‘ Easy to guess what it is. The 


heat-wave again. Can’t expect the 
poor Family Ghost to stay in the 
Haunted Corridor in this weather. 
'Goiirse the poor thing comes out into 
the park.” 

Glad to hear their impressions of our 
dear naughty old Babylon from provin- 
cial friends who ’re invadin’ London, 
Yes, “Eustica,” St. Paul’s is a large 
building and, as you say, it ’s got a 
dome. It’s ever so far more import- 
ant, “Country Cousin,” than seeing all 
those funny old Towers and Abbeys 
and , Museums and things that you 
should get yourself a frock at Fragolet’s 
(Slbane , Street) and an Anne Dixon 
hat (Hanover Square). 

Blew up to town the other day 
on biz and positively saw some People, 
with a big P, in the deserted village. 
Mrs. “ Croppy ” Chaloner was in Bond 
Street, just back from a tour of the 
battlefields, lookin’ fitter than ever and 
still wearin’ her “Battlefield Tour” 
kit. It ’s D6sir6’s last word in tailor- 
mades, and if you get one don’t forget 
that a rather serious look ’s worn with 
it. ’Fraid it sounds heartless, but what 
we ’ve got to be is modarny isn’t it ? 

Happened on Lady “ Dickie ” Delmont 
havin’ solitary tea at Kickshaw’sc Like 
little me she was “passin* through” and 
gettin’ pretty-pretties. Tells me frocks 
at Douceville are worn short enough 
to show the honi soils, and those are in 
evidence even when stockings aren’t; 
diamond-black velvet honis for choice. 
No grumblers can accuse us women of 
bein’ without visible means of support 
nowadays, can they ? Notice that Mrs. 
Grundy’s grandsons and daughters are 
howlin’ in the “ Should-wives-kiss-tbeir- 
brothers-in-law ? ” part of the dailies 
over the decay of morals — the frocks 
and want of frocks, the dancin’ that 
isn’t dancin’, the manny girls and girly 
men and all the rest of it. Silly old 
dears I Can’t they see it ’s just that we ’re 
all the children of the moment ? If they 
must scold, let ’em scold the moment. 


MOEE HOWLEES. 

From an Examination for Army 
Educational Certificates 1 * 

Jugular. — A wild animal found in 
India, like a tiger in looks and build, 
but not so fierce. 

Jugular. — A person on the stage who 
does great feats with instruments which 
other people cannot do. 

Slough. — An animal without’ a shell, 
but rough hard skin on its back. It is 
like a snail. 

Cogent, — Cogent means partner. One 
gentleman who works in business with 
another gentleman. 

Brace. — This word is used in con- 


nection with partridges. If we say a 
brace of partridges we mean three birds. 

Split infinitive, — A secret told by 
somebody to keep quiet, but he go and 
split on his pals by telling a policeman 
or somebody else the secret. 

Example of a split infinitive. — There 
is no use arguing the question as you 
came into the business with one-tenth 
of what I put, so let it be a split infini- 
tive, as I am entitled to more than you. 

Board of Guardians. — This body of 
I men are mostly attached to what is 
known as the workhouses of the differ- 
ent towns. 

Civil fiistice. — A Court where a ques- 
tion of argument arises between two 
parties. In a civil justice court if a 
defendant is charged with doing a thing 
and lie can get enough witnesses to 
prove that the same thing is not his 
doing, then he is treated with a little 
civility and dismissed. 

SIDE-LINES. 

Djr. Beattie Cuozier has astonished 
friends and admirers by revealing, in a 
series of articles in a London evening 
paper, that in his earlier days he was 
a patron of the prize-ring, numbering 
many famous boxers among his inti- 
mates. 

A rival newspaper, we understand, 
has made a generous offer to Sir 
William Orx^en for half-a-dozen short 
snappy articles on “ My Eomantic 
Adventures as a Press Photographer; ” 
but the editor of the Church Famtly 
Neivspaper had been unable to persuade 
Mr. Charles Hawtrey to contribute 
to the pages of that journal a few 
papers on “My Investigations in the 
Eealm of Comparative Theology ; ” and 
there is still some doubt whether Mrs. 
Humphry Ward will entertain the sug- 
gestion that she should contribute a 
short series of “Practical Hints on Eace- 
horse Training ” to The Winning Post, 


A Fair Warning. 

“To be Let, Furnished Service House; 2 
reception and 5 bed rooms, bath ; electric light ; 
'phone ; no servant worries, we provide them.” 

Daily Paper, 

“ Londoners may be contorted by the assur- 
ance that their* city is not alwaj's "the hottest 
place in a heat wave .” — Evening Paper. . 

Quite true. We went into a perfect 
kink of laughter when we read it. 

“ Miss was the most successful com- 
petitor at the swimming gala on Thursday. 

She won the 50 yards ladies’ open race in 64 
seconds, and came in an easy first in the 100 
yards race for ladies. Her time in this event 
result of sitting on a railway spike.” 

Local Paper. 

A little accident of that kind often 
conduces to rapidity of movement. 





THE PICNIC. 

Did we not swear, many a meagre dinner 
In many a shell-hole afc the seat of war, ' 

Whereby, it ^seemed, one^egt on getting thinner, 
BecauseVne always fedj,upon the floor, . 

On foods Kalf-cooked^Vor hot at all, or “canned,” 
And full of flies^or e'ariwigs or sand — ^ ^ 

Did we not swear, wheh'^Ehgiand bame out winner, 
We simply would not picnic any more ? 

When one has chairs and table-cloths and glasses 
And all the things which make it good to eat, 

Why should- one climb: high cliffs and mountain-passes 
With paper packets of perspiring meat,'" 

To drink too thinly from the children's mugs 
And get chewed up by beetles and'by bugs ? 

It is a myth 'that sitting in wet grasses 
Makes water whisky or cold mutton sweet. 

What is the point of perching on a thistle, 

A rock, an anthill, or some spikes of gbrse, 

While people tell you, with a cheery whistle, ‘ 

“3y.e didn’t put a corkscrew in, of course ? ” 

' '' The pepper and the salt are both left out 
(Though what is that with so' much dust 
about?), 

And all one’s sandwiches are filled with gristle 
Presumably intended for the horse? 

^ What is the point when, looking o’er the ocea.n, 

There is a large and well- equipped hotel 


With knives and forks and every kind of potion, 

And people paid for answering the bell ? 

What is the point, when every person there 
Is dressed at last in good civilian wear, 

Of waking up the sad extinct emqtion 1 
Of being in the Army ? Who can tell ? 

Yet every morn, with hideous recollections 
Of iron rations and the cannon’s roar, 

One cuts the mutton into greasy, sections 

And, labouring forth, consumes it on the shore ; 
And, after all, the more a fellow feels 
The awful horrors oi^aUfresco meals 
The -more it* stimulates his stout objections 
To taking part in any future war. A, P. H* 


“Fifty years ago our ancestors used the stage-coach and drank 
•wine. ' Now they travel hy irain and drink one of the innumerable 
and delicious beverages of which as yet England is not allowed to 
know anything,”— JMV. P. W. Wilson ^ writing from Neio Yor'kto^^Tlie 
Daily News in praise of Prohibition, „ 

We are very grateful for this graphic picture of social life 
in the Elysian Eields. * , . 

“ Has the difficulty of finding houses had anything to do with the 
interesting fact that you now see in the Temple various ‘Mr. and 
Mrs.* prefixes to the names of occupants of chambers? 

“ One thinks of these precincts of the law as an Adamless Eden, but 
nowadays they are more humanised by the addition of the other sex.** 

' Daily Chronicle, 

The writer had better think again. 
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Local Fishmonger (as exasjgerating batsman is at last disposed of), “ ’E ’s filleted ! ” 


CENTEAL THEATEE IDEALS. 

At the close of the Drama League 
Conference at Stratford-on-Avon a 
meeting was held by the newly-formed 
Central Theatrical Party to discuss the 
aims and policy of the movement. 

Sir Stollery Skrine, who occupied the 
Chair, said he wanted to see throughout 
the country a virile theatre, racy of the 
soil, yet animated by the highest uplift, 
combining the abandon of the Eest ora- 
tion stage with the austere dignity of 
the .^schylean drama, the “ spoof of 
the film with, the intensity of Ibsen. 

, Mr. Ernest Grhys stated that the aim 
of the Central Theatrical Party was to 
effect a synthesis of the , Great and the 
Little Theatres. Standing outside a 
bookshop in the Brompton Eoad he had 
just put down a copy of Shakspeabe’s 
works, when a young man picked it up 
and made the casual remark, **Shak- 
SPEAEE has too much jaw for me.” That 
young man touched the spot. But even 
the old dramatists had no monopoly of 
prolixity. If be might say so without 
offence, even Mr. Shaw had too much 
jaw. Concentration, condensation, com- 
pression was the clamant need of the 


hour, and a new lease of life was being 
conferred ou Shakspeabe by the enter- 
prise of the film-producer. Already 
The Merchant of Venice had been re- 
duced to its true perspective in the car- 
toon burlesque of Mr. Aston Dyer, apd 
the process of jaw-extirpation had been 
taken in hand by Mr, Kenelm Foss, 
who proposed every year to direct two 
“ super-productions ” based on the works 
not only of Shakspeabe, but of Dickens, 
Thackeray, Sheridan and Stevenson. 
The appeal to the eye was superseding 
the appeal to the ear. The tyranny of 
elocution was at an end,' and the theatre 
was now thrown open to the deaf and 
dumb. It was indeed a hopeful sign 
of the times that people no longer spoke 
of going “on the stage,” but “on the 
screen.” . 

- Mr. Java Ongtong, a student from the 
Solomon Islands, welcomed the toler- 
ant spirit of the preceding speakers. 
To run a doctrinaire theatre insisting 
on one form of art would be a great mis- 
take. The ideal theatre should appeal 
to all types — dolicocephalic, brachy- 
cephalic and mesocephalic. He him- 
self belonged to the central or mesoce- 
phalic type. Nothing gave him greater 


pleasure than to read in the issue of 
The Times for August 26th the noble 
utterance of its musical critic that “ the 
devil as bogy is now quite an anachro- 
nism ” and that he is “ a maligned and 
essentially misunderstood personality.” 

Mr. Brigham Younger, home from 
the Mormonsk Front, noted with satis- 
faction, as a further evidence of this 
enlightened tolerance, that in the same 
issue of The Times a- writer had ex- 
pressed his approval of a play in which 
“ the unsuccessful lover played his part 
so well, that one can only- regret that 
the lady.could not accept them both.” 
The horizons of the drama were con- 
stantly expanding.' Art was long, but, 
like a play of Aristophanes, it ought 
to be as broad as it was long. The 
Central Theatrical Party should always 
be in touch with the circumference. ^ - 
^ During the discussion which followed 
views were expressed from Tahiti, Tierra 
del Fuego, Tibet, Oklahoma and Kili- 
manjaro. 

“ Outfitters maintain that legitimate pecu- 
lation is worthy of reward.”— JDaiZ?/ Pajper. 

We had already gathered that from 
their “Accounts rendered.” . t 





A BOON BOB BATHBES, 

Like so many of the ideas of the 
amateur inventor mine has come a little 
late'; but it is too late only for this year. 
Wise carpenters will devote the coming 
months to making the article against 
the summer of 1920, and next summer 
it will be wanted even more than this, 
because after the chilly -winter which 
Mr, Smillib and his friends haveT)e'en 
ensuring for us there will be such a 
rush to the seaside as never before. 
However far we may as a Power 
have progressed along the road to 
ruin, I prophesy that the bathing en- 
thusiasm of next year will exceed that 
of this. - 

My invention is for those shores 
where there cannot be either bathing 
machines or tents, and in particular the 
myriad coves of the South-West coast, 
where everyone has to find a rock, and 
there are not enough rocks to go round, 
while if you go round them you are 
embarrassed by what you plump upon. 
I have one such cove in mind which 
every morning is a scene of nervous 
: discomfort. Behind every rock is a 
bather — often there are several — all in 
the narrowest space and,- fearful of 
strange eyes, endeavouring to perform 
hurriedly a task which requires more 
than most others leisure, serenity and 
space ; I mean the drying of the human 
form after immersion in salt water, and 
in- particular the elimination of sand. 
Salt welter leaves a stickiness which 


is peculiarly inimical to any rapid as- 
sumption of under garments, and this 
stickiness, only exposure to sun and air 
can remove. But neither sun nor air 
can reach us, because we are all, from 
the eminent judge downwards, per- 
forming contortions under mackin- 
toshes or other protective shrouds. The 
result is that we become hot and often 
cross, and for too long afterwards are 
'conscious of rucks and a general want of 
ease in all our clothes, and grit in our 
socks. 

Of course, the sensible solution would 
be to flaunt our own nudity and dis- 
regard that of others ; but the time is 
not yet. Some progress towards that 
Utopian state may have been made, 
not unhelped by the picture papers, 
but much is yet to be accomplished. 
Meanwhile, then, we must be practical 
and Edisonian, 

An enterprising contemporary, which 
certainly owes something to bathers, 
considering what bathers have done for 
it—for during the summer months the 
whole energies of the photographic] 
staff seem to be devoted to the exploit- 
ation Of The Seaside Girl,” in order 
I that its circulation may increase — this 
paper has gone so far as to devise for 
tentless shores a circular towel with a 
hole in the middle for the head, beneath 
1 whose protecting but horribly clinging 
, folds the bathing costume may be doffed 
and the other clothes donned ; hut that 
is not a solution of the problem, only 
a compromise. The problem, which 


remains stubborn, is how to be for a 
while honestly naked and yet unob- 
served; and my invention, at any rate 
where inhere is a backing of rocks, 
solves it. 

My invention is this. A two-sided 
open screen of the lightest possible 
wood or wicker, similar in shape to a 
towel-horse — which anyone can carry, 
and which placed against the rocks and 
hung with a mackintosh or rug will 
make a boudoir. Bathers will undress 
and dress in the angle — “you in your 
small corner, I in mine ; and they 
will undress freely, without trammels. 
The burden of carrying the screen will 
be no more than a deck-chair. If the 
day is very windy stones hung over the 
screen will keep it steady, while when 
bathing is over and repose sets in it 
will make a shade. 

I see (“ in the mind's eye, Bottom- 
ley ”) the Cornish coast next summer 
thick ^ with “ Mr. Punch's Portable 
Dressing Booms,” or whatever their 
makers choose to call them, and a 
blessing invoked upon my ingenuity 
every time a bather emerges from his 
beloved element. Bor it is on emerging 
that the trouble begins. Anyone can 
undress ; but dressing is, at present, the 
devil. ' 

“ Middlesex bowled and fielded beautifully, 
and there was never a captain who could keep 
his men on his toes like ‘ Plum ' Warner,” 
Morning Post, 

\ Though he has not quite so much ac- 
commodation for them as “ W.G.” had. 
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UNREST AT THE ZOO. 

"First Camel, “Get a move on! Aren’t you going out to-day?”' 

SecQ7id Camel. “ Not me ! Not for a penny a ride with the ' present price of 


THE PEEIPHRASISTS. 
PhiHpson is in the Air Ministry. I 
often wondered what his job was. Last 
Saturday I found out. We were to 
spend the afternoon together,' so I 
, strolled round to his office abouit mid- 
I day to take him off with me. , - 

He looked anxious when I entered, 
' but obviously pleased to see me. ^ ■ 
The next moment a telephone bell 
, rang. 

“ Confound my luck ! ” said Philipson 
■as the message came through. “I’m 
; awfully sorry, old man, but it *s all off.” 

“ What’s the trouble? ” I asked, for 
you must remember we had long ago 
settled down to the ways of peace and 
resented any interference with our Sat-, 
urday afternoons. . . . 

“ The worst has happened,” he -an- 
swered, looking unspeakably dismal. 

' “My dear fellow,” I interrupted, ‘f you 
have all my sympathy. If there is any-r 

thing I can do But may I know 

i the cause of your distress ? ” «’ - ’ : . 

“ You won’t understand/’ heanswered ; 
“but Jones and Robinson have flown 
from Timbuctoo to Karachi.” ■ 

« “Do you mean there has- been an 
accident ? ” I asked sympathetiedly. ^ 


“ Oh, dear, no,” he said with a sigh ; 
'and seeing my genuine concern he leant 
over and whispered confidentially, “I 
Have to send the telegrams.” 

“ Do you ? ” I said, rather interested. 
“For, the whole bunch,” he added 
hoarsely. . * 

- ‘“.Really,”, said I, a little impatient, 
for I wanted to hear his trouble. 

“ It ’s awful 1 ” he exclaimed with such 
intensity that I blurted out, “ What ? ” 
“ Sending the telegrams,” he hissed. 
He was obviously upset — overworked 
perhaps. I would humour him. I 
asked him how. many he represented. 

He took down a typed list, starting, 
I think; with the Secretary of State — 
a mere -half-dozen. ' . . ' 

I laughed and offered to do the lot 
off the reel. ' ' \ ^ ' I 

A'curious smile curled on his. lip (like 
CAeson’’s smile! when a 'mere -English- 
man "kies to , provide for Ireland), hut 
he let me‘ try. • . . ' 

: I, started, “ Congratulatibhs ona fine 
performance.” /His arms^elHimply to 
his sides .'and he. looked as a 'Futurist 
might look at a pre-Kaphaelite, ' or a 
woman at another solemnly suggesting 
a -return' to crinolines.'- ' / . * 

. * Fine hie said with terrible teorn , 


“ * fine ’ ! : My dear fellow, things were 
‘ fine ’ at the end of May—' fine,’ mark 
you, when the heroes didn’t arrive. At 
the beginning of June they were * mag- 
nificent ; ’ at the end, * unprecedented.’ 
In July they were 'unique" — and I a 
purist. The fate of Jones and Robinson 
has' hung over me for days, and now 
they ’ve succeeded and I — I have failed. 
I ’m bankrupt.” He bowed his head on 
his arms, 

“Don’t say that,” I said. “You are 
overworked. Let me try again. Why 
not * unconscionable? ’ No one knows 
what it means,”' 

He thought for a second. It wouldn’t 
do. He was far too conscientious. 

Then T 'had a brain wave. This is 
what I dictated, and as I dictated a 
smile ' broadened on Phiiipson’s face : 
“ Felicitations on your journey froin the 
hypothetical federal republic of Niger 
to the dyarchical democracy of India.” 

We walked out arm-in-arm, 

i ~ 

“A note of true thankfulness was struck in 
the celebrations throughout the country, which 
now has to’ take of its coal, and to apply itself 
to the work of real national resettlement,” 

' - Parish Magazine, 

Exactly; the only difficulty is to get 
the ooaL 




PUNCH, OK THE LONDON CHARIVABI. [Septembeb 3, 1919. 


THE MESSAGE OF WIESSALINA. 

And now, Cyril,” said Mary, when 
we had quite finished, “ comes the 
question of what we are to do with it 
all” 

We had been holding a belated strafe 
of our household possessions at No. 34, 
Nestling Court, and it was the higgledy- 
piggledy heap of articles for which we 
had hp further use that had inspired 
her remark'. 

** Sell, it,” I replied at once. “Pro- 
perly advertised in the local 
paper ” ^ ' 0^. 

I know,”, she interrupted, j;, " 

“For Sale. Freak Furniture. 

One Chair (legits), one ditto 
Table. Handsome two-piece . 5 ^^ 

Toast-rack, only wants ^ secco- 
tilling. Genuine offer. 1 , No 
dealers,” 

“ My dear Mary/’ I said, 

“ haven't you realised that we, 
don't advertise thus to-day? 

We run to a column dialogue 
about someone with a classical 
name, like Cleopatea, arousing ^ 
the envy of her friends by se- 
curing the goods.” 

“ Very well,” said Mary irrever- p f I 

ently, “ you write it. Here 's a ^ \ 

pencil; but don^t lick it, because 
it’s copying stuff, and I could 
not love thee, dear, so much 
hadst thou a. purple tongue.” 

And so our.advertisernent was 
begun, though it was not' until 
a week later that I was able to 
read to Mary 

The Message op Messalina. - ^ 

I found Messalina armed 
to the dentifrice and endeav- ^ 
curing to pin on her brother’s ^ 
tin hat when I called upon her 
recently. - about 

“Croquet this afternoon?” Villa 


.fairy fingers as she smiled at my 
incredulity. 

I glanced at the dainty room that 
seemed to have bully-beef box written 
all over it, from the goat-leg table to 
the oak curb, as I answered, “ But 
surely you of all people don’t fur- 
nish at sales ? ” 

' For answer Messalina tossed the 
settee towards me, and when I had 
caught it (second bounce) went oh : 
“ Sit down and I ’ll tell you my sys- 
tem. I don't go to sales haphazard. 








arm is missing and two legs broken, 
but ” 

“ One can do a lot with seccotine,” 
I said, slipping off the" settee on to 
one of those dinky stools with which 
Messalina loves to litter her rooms. 

“Including sit on it, as you are 
doing now,” she said, “.But , you 
really must go, old thing, or the goods 
will be sold before I get there.” ^ 

. The stool and I broke away to- 
gether. . ‘ 

‘ ^ Don’t forget nq w, ” said Messalih a, 
as she shook hands ; “ 34, 
Nestling Court is the address. 
The rubbish there is priceless, 
and so reasonable too.” . 


“Well?” I asked Mary as I 
finished. . • . ^ 

“ Quite all right,” she replied ; 
“ but the dustman took all that 
rubbish away yesterday. I only 
gave him sixpence, and it would 
have cost a lot more than that 
to get your advertisement 
printed.” - ^ . 

“It ought to be possible to 
economise without losing all 
sense of the respect due to art; 
and enterprise,” I retorted with 
simple dignity. 

THE LATEST DISEASE. 

{By pur Medical Exjpert.) 

The news that a strange and 
unfamiliar malady has mani- 
fested itself in Normandy niust 
be received with a certain amount 
of reserve, in view of the facts 
that so far the symptoms have 
only developed themselves fully 
in one patient, and that experts 
differ as to whether they indicate 
a mental or a physical cause. 
The former, view is strongly sup- 
ported by Professor. Oppenheim, 


curing to pin onher brother’s differasto whether they indicate 

tin hat when I called upon her N&w Czcrcte (to village gossip), “Don’t you think it’s ^ mental or^a physical cause, 
recently. about time youb son leabnt some trade?” The former, view is strongly sup- 

“ Croquet this afternoon?” Village Gossip, “Bless yer ’east, no; ’e’s all eight, ported by Professor. Oppenheim, 

, I asked, knowing her fondness father ’s done very well this many a year as oldest who describes the disease as 
for Lord’s as a background for ®^siness when ^ developing exclusively or prin- 

her charms. Indeed at one ^ cipal,ly on the basis of the neuro- 
time the centre court there was not I only go where I know I am likely pathic diathesis.’’ Amongst exciting 

considered central in her absence. to find what I want. To-day I am causes emotional disturbances -hfe£!.r, 

^“No,” she replied, “for a -change going to 34, Nestling Court,” etc. — take first place, and it has been 

I ’m going to try a sale.” “What,” I exclaimed^ — “where found necessary to prohibit the unre- 

“How brave of you!” I cooed. Cyril and Mary live 1 ’ I was at school stficted perusal of newspapers of a pessi- 

, “Aren’t you a teeny bit afraid of with him. ^ It only seems yesterday mistic or inflammatory type. Percmtrd 

floating rnines?” — for it Was impos- that I tied a clove-hitch, in tfie tail Sir Lionel Hotchkiss attributes the. tem- 

sible to connect the dainty Messa- of his white mouse,’ He’s honest, porarylo’ss of vision by which the disease 

lina with the commercial variety of Cyril is. What is it he ’s selling? ” ' is attended to a deficient percentage of 

,saje. She seemed too fragile for the “I especially want his two-piece red blood corpuscles in the pedal ex- 

„ toast-rack. No breakfast-table can tremities and a consequent refrigeration 

“ Go on,” was my natural com- look dainty without it. You must of the tootsicums. He has accordingly 

, ment when she explained how she come and breakfast with me when I registeredthenew disorder at Stationers’ 

really intended passing the after- get it.” ' Hall as “ Betrench fever.” He further 

noon. - 

. “ Yes,” she said, “ I want some fur- 
niture,” and’ she picked up the settee 
and stood idly swinging it in her 


get it.” ' Hall as “ Eetrench fever.” He further 

“Delighted! ’"I murmured. .“Shall points out the curious fact that, the 
I corne before lunch, or after?” symptoms .are never. so acute as; in a 
“And,” she. resumed, “he has patient who has previously suffered 
just the arm-chair I want. One from a prolonged wasting fever. . , ^ • 
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DEAD SEA ERDIT. " ' 

From the English Dogs in India to 
' their Brothers at Home, 

They told us we would rideonelepliaubs 
And sleep on Persian dyes, 

That Indian kings would bring us r^gal 
, meats, . ^ 

That people would salute us in the 
streets — 

And many other lies; ^ , 

So we came out, thinking, poor 
ignorants, ^ ^ 

We sailed for Paradise. 

We ride upon no elephants ; we run 
De'ep in the stinging dust ; ' . 

No man salutes us— -nay, they are afraid. 
They draw aside from us ; their minds 
are made 

Of terror and mistrust 
We walk on chains with servants in 
the sun, 

• Because, it seems, we must. 

No rajahs bring us offerings of food.; 
W^e live on rice and bone, ' ‘ * 


And in this country meat is always lean 
And dry, and decent milk is never seen, 
And we niust eat alone ; ' 

ByPersian rugs, it seems, was understood 
A cheerless fiopr of stone. ' 

This is a country where things cannot 
play — 

They bite and sting and kill ; 

If pi-dogs touch you, masters get 
annoyed 

And say that you will have to be de- 
stroyed, 

And so, alas ! you will ; 

Then pi-dogs give you cheek and run 
a^way; 

We like it very ill. 

From time to time they send us to the 
. Hills; . f 5* 

This would be well enough, 

But Master, it appears, must stay below. 
And cannot see us. Brothers, as yom 
know, . . - • 

Dogs find that very rough ; 

If we stay down they give us draughts 
. and pills — 

“ Benbo w and similar stuff . . . . 


Why don’t we chuck ib? Well, we 
don’b suppose 
Masters can find it fun ; 

Some reason that we cannot understand 

Keeps them shut up in this infernal 
land 

They otherwise would shun ; 

As for deserting, everybody knows 
It simply isn’t clone. 

Ah, brothers, when they come to you 
and vow, 

Be you more circumspect ; 

Tlieir words are but imposing on your 
youth f 

And that is why we tell you here the 
■ truth, 

Faithful and unbedecked ; 

.Follow you must — nohlesse oblige — but 
novj ^ 

You know what to expect. 


How to know Admiral -Beatty when 
you see him. , . 

“IJe instantly recognised the Fleet Com- 
mander by his published photographs — the 
Grecian chisel trace of strong impersonality.” 

Teesdale Mercury, 
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at THE PLAY.^ 

“The Voice from the Minaret/* ^ 

When a man. is sharing a Tuxurious' 
suite in an Oriental hoterwith some- 
body else’s wife it is always rather a“ 
bore to 'have * a minaret immediately 
commanding that suite, with a muezzin 
on it calling the faithful to prayer at 
fixed intervals of the day and night.' 
(The minaret in Mr. Hichens* play 
seemed to be lower than most minarets' 
and almost leaned up against the bal- 
cony of the sinful pair.) - But if hie 
happens at the moment to be making a 
pilgrimage to the Holy Land as a pre- 
paration for taking ‘Holy Orders the 
proximity of the minaret may be worse 
than a bore; it may tend” to remind 
him painfully of his lapse from virtue. 

That was the trouble with Andreiv 
Fabian, and that was also the trouble 
with his partner, Lady Caryll (who by a 
curious irony was herself on a pilgrimage 
to the Holy Land, a diversion in which 
she had indulged while on her way home 
from India to make ari'angements for 
divorcing her husband). Not that the 
muezzin worried her own conscience, 
but that she was annoyed by the 
effect he produced on Fabian's. Bor 
she had a proprietary nature, and 
having got possession of the man’s 
body and half his soul she could not 
be happy without the rest of him. 

All this, however, only happens in 
the Prologue, five years before the open- 
ing of the play proper, and therefore 

I should not insist on the Damascus 
minaret if it hadn’t gone out of its 
way to supply the title of a drama that 
takes place in England and not the 
East at all. Bather a deceptive title 
perhaps, as it naturally suggests that 
the scenes of the play are laid in the 
Orient that Mr. Hiohens has made 
familiar to his many readers. But 
that is really the only false note in it. 

The lady, finding that her man still 
entertains ideals in which she has no 
part, leaves himfor his good and returns, 
a little chastened, to her husband. 
Fabian is now free to proceed to the 
Holy Land and into Holy Orders, and 
becomes a popular and much-respected 
preacher. Five years later, when the 
episode of Damascus is a faint exotic 
memory which he proposes to stifle by 
marrying a suitable wife for a clergym an , 
Lady Caryll (returned to England at the 
close of her husband’s career through 
illness) intrudes at night Fabian's 

seaside vicarage, to find out what hold 
she still retains upon his affection. 
The old wounds is satisfactorily re- 
opened, but any hope she .may have 
entertained of a renewal of their liaison 
is spoilt by . the sudden and' tactless 
appearance of her husband, who arrives 

from Paris in what is described as the 
Channel night boat, though, for the 
ulterior purposes of the plot, it gets 
in at 11 p.M. It is Mr. Norman McKin- 
neIj, with something more poisonous 
than an Anglo-Indian liv^r, and things 
begin to move briskly. Tb e scene where 
the three are brought together is per- 
haps the best of many good scenes in 
the play. But at the end of it, when 
the lady has gone out, leaving the two 
men alone, and we are holding our 
breaths for a great struggle (possibly 
physical), the author runs away from 
his climax and lets the husband walk 
abruptly "out of the room. Contrary to 
custom, three has been good company 
(for us) and two is none. 

The drama finishes on a high plane. 
It is true drama, for it shows us action 
going on in character. After a year, 
in which none of the three has met. 
Sir Leslie Caryll^ who has learnt that 
he has only a few months to live, pro- 
poses to lighten his doom by bringing 
a divorce action against his wife. But 
his revenge is defeated when he finds 
that Fabian will welcome the exposure 
of the truth and that both he and 
Lady Caryll, in payment of their past 
offence, have renounced all intention 
of ultimate union, whether set free by 
divorce or by CarylVs coming death. 
In particular the deliverance of the 
woman’s soul, no longer selfishly dis- 
puting all other influences-— God’s or 
man’s — in the life of her lover, but 
devoted to self-renunciation for his 
sake and the sake of his ministry, is 
finely drawn. 

The author has had the courage to 
deny us a happy ending in the common 
theatrical sense ; and the high resolve 
of these two to forgo their desire saves 
the final scene, where the husband is 
faced with imminent death, from all 
suspicion of melodrama. 

I have my doubts about certain de- 
tails. I question whether enough 
reason is shown for Lady CarylVs re- 
turn to her husband in India, when 
she bad more cause than ever to want 
to divorce him. I question too whether 
so astute a man would have overlooked 
the fact that in the course of a divorce 
action against his wife his own infi- 
delity would be liable to exposure. And 

I further question whether he had any 
legal evidence against her. But these 
are trifles in a play that keeps an 
exceptionally high level. 

Its note throughout was a perfect 
sincerity. Little regard was paid to the 
stage tradition which makes you get up 
from your seat and change over after 
every third sentence. People sat still 
when they talked as they do in ordinary 
life and only got up when they really 
wanted to. 

It was a remarkable cast. I have 
never seen Miss Marie Lohr so quietly 
forcible as in her scenes with. Sir Leslie 
Caryll. Here she imposed her person- 
ality more strongly ' than in the Pro- 
logue, where, with all her charm, I 
could not quite mistake her for a body- 
snatching Siren. 

Nor, in this introduction, did Mr. 
Arthur Wontner exactly look the part 
of a prospective priest, or even of a 
Lancelot torn in the struggle between 
duty and passion ; he w^as too well- 
groomed for that. But later he both 
looked and played his part very perfectly. 
Mr. McKinnel as Sir Leslie had one of 
those unpleasant roles which he handles 
with such deadly strength and dexterity. 
The interventions of Mr. Henry Vibart 
as Father Elswortky (spiritual coun- 
sellor and comforter) gave me instant 
assurance that all would be well. Miss 
Ellen O’Mallisy (as the suitable 
woman for a clergyman’s wife) off'ered 
with her simple directness an excellent 
foil to the other womzxVe finesse. And, 
finally, Miss Vane Eeatherston made 
an admirably fatuous and doting mother 
for Fabian. 

My very best compliments and thanks 
to all. n Q . 

TEMPEE. 

“Blow out the light,” they said, they 
said 

(She ’d got to the very last page) ; 
“Blow out the light,” they said, they 
said, 

“It’s dreadfully wicked to read in 
bed ; ” 

Her eyes grew black and her face grew 
red 

And she blew in a terrible rage. 

She put out the moon, she did, she did, 

So frightfully hard she blew. 

She put out the moon, she did, she did ; 
Over the sky the darkness slid, 

The stars all scuttled away and hid 
(A very wise thing to do). 

But please don’t whisper the tale about, 
She ’d get into trouble, she would ; 
Please don’t whisper the tale about, 

If anyone else should ever find out 

She ’d get into trouble without a doubt, 
And now she ’s ever so good. 

“ ‘ The dusty king of Malabar, » he begins : 

‘ The dusky king of Malabar 

Is chief of Eastern potentates.’ ” 

Westminsier Gazette. 

Deciding on second thoughts that the 
fellow was not so dusty, after all. 

“A secret session of the ‘ Sinn Fein Parlia- 
ment’ began at Dublin yesterday. 

At the police court yesterday they were , « . 
ordered to receive six strokes with the birch.” 

Provincial Paper. 
That ’s the stuff to give ’em ! 




OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

{By Mr. Punches Staff of Learned Olerhs,) 

You will admit that a hero who meets both N:E 3 iiBo:jT and 
Napoleon in his first chapter reveals at least an unnsusd 
fiair for fine company. So remarkable indeed was the 
fortune in this respect of Barry Leroy (Methuen) that I 
confess to having felt some fear, at this early stage of his 
adventures, lest Mr. .H. 0. Bailey should overload them 
with ^eat folk, espetnally since for me real personages in 
historical fiction are always, like the real cab-horse in melo- 
drama, a little liable to upset the scenery. But I need not 
have worried. Though presently celebrities are “thick as 
sprats, Emma Hamilton, Eouche, Talleyeand, Pitt, 
Shbeldan — all the court-cards in the pack — there is 
never any danger that the author and the hero will be 
unequal to them. As a fact i found Mr. Bailey’s portraits 
admirably suggested, while at no moment does the character 
of his hero fail to dominate the scene. The tale'is indeed 
even niore one of personality than of adventure, though 
there is plenty of that too. I shall give you no more hint 
of it than to say that it shows how Barry, who started as 
agent of the Eiest Consul and plotter of our naval mutiny, 
encountered first the Nelson touch, then that noble and 
unfortunate gentleman, the Duo D’Bnghi:i^, with, strange 
results in the awaliening of his own Spirit. Perhaps you 
may find the conversion not wholly ^ inevitable, but your, 
enjoyment of the book need not be afected. The fact is ^ 


that seldom have I met a story of this kind better told. 
From one affair to-another Barry's teareer moves to a rhelody 
■{1 think this is the word I want) both gallant and engaging 
and very delicately touched. The result is one upon which 
I make its author my sincere congratulatibhs. 

In these quarrelsome days I envy Mr. H. Oollinson 
Owen the genial and benevolent mood in which he composed 
The AdveiiUires of Antoine (Holder and Stoughton). 
Moreover, I marvel at his profound belief in the invariable 
and immediate triumph of good over evil, which enabled 
him to give a suggestion of reality even to the astonishing 
career of his hero and to the spies of lucky coincidences 
without which he would have achieved nothing. Possibly 
Mr. Owen is out to be amusing rather than effective, and, 
if this be so, I have little criticism'to offer; indeed, I 
felicitate him on having maintained his good humour 
almost to the end of his seven episodes, in such sort that 
the goodness never quite gbt the better of the humour. 
M. Antoine Poiret ioundedi his fortunes, and those of his 
Paris newspaper, La Lumidre, on a lucky plunge at the 
fables, the lack of evil intention removing tbe vice even 
from this, his one possible sin. He developed matters by 
a ridiculous and delieious cotcp in connection with the theft 
of a masterpiece from the Louvre, and consolidated his 
position by a frontal attack on the strongly entrenched 
leader of clas^ warfare in the merry capital. Established 
as ah olS fiifm, but still requiring advertisement to keep 
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things alive, he had resort to the old practical joke of 
blocking a public thoroughfare for the execution of unau- 
thorised and mythical repairs, but justified his plagiarism 
by adding some new incidents to the performance,' .The 
duel which took place between his political leader-writer 
and one of his victims needed no justification at all, in my 
opinion ; by itself it constituted a little gem of drollery, 
but with its sensational sequel it became a meaningless and 
rather tiresome tale of cornpHcations. The. Greatest Adven- 
ture,*' and the last, I could have dispensed with ; too many 
real heroes have gone forth to the war in too real a way 
to leave any interest and emotion over for the entirely 
theatrical gallantry of a very fictitious patriot.' ' The rest 
of the book I would not willingly have missed; the author 
and his people have a very happy way with them. 

Your true costermonger, so Mr, Neil Lyons informs us 
in A London Lot (Lane),- is, not to be imagined ^when in' 
his Sunday best as “wearing pearl- buttoned trouserings or 
a red neck-cloth or a bowler hat, . Such figures are only, 


to be met with in the ' 
romantic pages of 
Punch.*' I bow to Mr. 
Lyons, for I feel that 
he ought to know. A 


j 1 IliiiJ 


Boy (after dispute as to short 
WIV ALL THfUM' ANGELS ON YER B1 


London Lot (nie London P I f 

Pride in its maiden dra- 

matic form) contains, m 

you may be sure, plenty 
of those illustrations 
of East End life 'and 
language—especially M 

language — which the ' 

author knows so well J ^ ^ 

how to convey. Eor 
myself, after reading 
them, I always go about 
hoping that someone \ ' | 

will make one of these \ \ \ ^ ^ 

caustic remarks to me >1 ■ M ” . \ 

and that I shall re- 
member in time the 

The^hero^of^the^boo^^ as to short 7neasu 

xne n^o ot tne dook imcM ' angels on yer barebb 

IS iur. Cimbert Timks, ;; 

and he is quite successfully drafted from Silverside ‘ and 
Greenwich Park to the plains of Flanders, not'quite so suc- 
cessfully, I think, evacuated, after a casualty sustained on 
his unorthodox ** leaf,” to a Hampshire hospital. It may 
have happened in the wild history of the War that a 
deserter has come back to report at his dep6t only to find 
himself on the point of being awarded a posthumous V.C., 
but I am tempted to "say that the incident is less in keeping 
with the annals of the British Army than with the roinantic 
pages of Mr. Neil Lyons. It looks as if the dramatic version 
of the story had taken the bit between its teeth and run off, 
so to speak, with the vegetable-barrow. But the earlier part 
of A London Lot should produce a lot of London laughter. 

Mrs. Katharine Tynan Hinkson, continuing her reminis- 
cences of Life (mostly Irish) and Literature (various), has 
now added a third volume, The Years of the Shadow 
(Constable) to her series. The shadow is, of course, that 
from which we are all now emerging, with, for the writer, 
the added gloom of rebellion. Naturally enough the events 
of that unhappy Dublin Easter play a large, to Saxon eyes 
perhaps a disproportionate, part in Mrs. Hinkson's War 
memories. For the rest the book is made up of the same 
easy and gossipy small-talk (very small indeed some of it) 


about persons and places that gained such popularity for 
its predecessors, “People seem to like them very much 
indeed,” admits the writer, with an engaging satisfaction 
(aheady casting an eye upon yet another record on the 
horizon) ; and it is easy enough to see the reason. As a 
companion for a solitary hour, with the printed word to 
take the place of a pleasantly discursive voice, Mrs. Hink- 
son's year-books could hardly be bettered. And often she 
has some illuminating thing to say about the men and 
women who called, out what has clearly been a genius for 
friendship. As for good stories', you will not be ^ dis- 
appointed in the reasonable expectation of a score of them. ‘ 
I have:space only for oiie quotation from a chapter devoted; 
to such gems. “ Surely the train wasn[t up to time 1 ” said 
someone to an Irish porter, who replied morosely, “She 
was, thin. She's the punctuallest train in Ireland, and 
a great dnconvanience to the travellin' public.” Altogether 
a friendly and button-holing volume. 

.. . Out of the Silences (Melrose) seems to mo an extra- 
— — ordinary feat for a wo- 

man. The first half at 
^ least of this yarn of the 
^ orphan Bob Colmnore 

IrA'-x-T' i'B friend the old 

fL: . . hliil border Canadian Plun- 

, ij I saddlemaker, and 

intercourse with 
the Indians of a North 
Dakota reservation is 
J obviously a man's 

story told in the way 

naturally tell it. ,I 
don't know much about 
w American Indians, but 

Mary E. Waller has 
T- made me think that 

iff ^ " ^ow I know quite a lot. 

I was less interested in 
jj, ' more civilized, and 

^ conventional types 

, „ ...... ' which appeared on the 

w).“Yah! I-M SUEPBISBD AT TEE- s^eiie late ; and in the 

'* romance, charming 

enough, but not quite oh the high level of the early chapters. 
Of that earlier part I can only say that I read it with the 
keenness of a schoolboy ; and I don't think that a middle- 
aged man could pay an author a handsomer compliment. 
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“YahI I’m' subpribed at yer— 


Mr. Keble Howard is a popular humourist, and, apart 
from one rather glaring error of judgment, I recommend 
The Pectdiar Major (Hutchinson) as a book full of high 
spirits and good fun. By means of a magic ring Major 
Gloudsdale could make himself invisible to anyone who was 
nothin love with him. His C.O. in France was not in love 
with him, and, when the ifajor began to explain what powers 
this ring gave to him, the 0.0. bundled him home as a man 
who required careful watching. Then the fun began and | 
waxed. mightily. The Major^ however, was not out to play 
a series of practical jokes, but to rid the world of its arch; 
tyrant, the Kaiser. He gets over to Holland and there 
meets William in full flight. At the moment a hitch had 
taken place in the fulness of the flight, and we are given the 
opportunity to hear the Kaiser talking of the Garden of 
Gethsemaue. All 1 can say of this episode is to confess 
that it did not suit my sense of fitness; but apart from this 
flaw I can assert that the Major and his ring provide a good 
measure of entertainment. 
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, but we once heard of a cheese wl^E “It is rumoured,** says The Daily 

CHARIYAKIA. used to be second tenor in a choir. JEJxpresSt “that Mr. Ohuechill may 

“The spirit of the gift is one we add the Admiralty to the War Office 

should like to see emulated,** says a Despite the appeal of the Premier, and the Air Ministry and rule over the 

contemporary in referring to the late people seem to be taking things just as three,** Mr. OHUROHinn is understood 
Mr. Andrew Carnegub*s bequest to easily as ever. No fewer than one to have said that if this is a hint he 
the Prime Minister. Meanwhile Lord hundred and twenty-eight burglaries is much obliged, but if it is merely 
Eothbrmere remains firm in his deter- were committed in London last week, sarcasm our contemporary can mind 
mination to cut Mr, Bonar Law off its own business, o. ^ 

with a shilling. o. An insurance official points out that * 

the modem burglar gains access to the The newspapers report the case of a 
It seems a great pity that two such house by pretending to examine the woman in a state of trance who has not 
really good boxers as Beckett- and gas-meter. - We* had noticed a falling spoken a word for twenty-one days. 
McGoorty should have kept on pro- off in the old-time custom of knocking City men incline to the theory that the 
fessing their ability to beat the other at the door and saying, “Will' you be lady is a telephone operator, 
until at last they came to blows about it. wanting any burglars to-day, ma'am ? ** 

The nine million pounds National 

A Government department has been - “ The shower-bath was never really Eactory at Gretna is being shut down, 
discovered which is still winding up popular in Germany,** says a technical The rumour that the Disposal Board 
the affairs of the Great has agreed to sell the place 


its own business, o. 

The newspapers report the case of a 


Exhibition of 1851, One 
of the junior officials ad- 
mits that he may have 
heard the Great War 
whizz by. ^ 

A quarryman charged 
with attempting suicide 
was stated to have become 
depressed because he 
thought he was not earn- 
ing his wages at the 
quarry. What makes our 
blood boil is the thought 
that the callous brute who 
refused to discharge him 
will get off scot-free. 
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Sir Arthur Conan _ ^ .mim 

Doyle has discovered a _ _ v - - ' Since the announcement 

clairvoyant bargee. This *■" ; — ^ weekly journal that, 

is the first recorded case, tlie squeaking of boots is 

though many of them have EETURN FROM THE HOLIDAY. supposed to be a Sign that 

hflPTi known to have the Habold, we eobqoi to tell the bakeb we webe going awav, not been paid 

gift of second spelh. and that boy or his is so uninI^Itive.” J for/many subalterns have 

journal. Our contemporary has evi- been busily engaged in oiling their new 
“One hundred” and seventy-five dently overlooked the soup course in dress uniforms. ^ ^ 
pounds,” says a news item, “ has been the Berlin restaurants. _ * 

paid at Tenterden for a bed in which _ Speaking at Newcastle recently Mr. 

Geobge II. is said to have slept.” On ** Water,** says a medical writer in Geoege Benwiok, M.P.,^ stated that he 
the other hand, a contributor informs The Evening News, “ according to some had noticed a better feeling among the 
us that he recently paid one pound in authorities, is a deadly poison.** This miners. Many of them, it appears, are 
London for a bed in which Geoege II. may explain why some dairymen still thoroughly rested. 
couldn*t possibly have slept. stick to the old custom of mixing a 

-;= =!= little corrective milk with it. Ex-Governor Eolk, of Missouri, who 

The Edinburgh Sheriffs Court has , *** told the 11. S. Senate Foreign Eelations 

decided that whisky is a food. We A new comet has been discovered by Committee that one million Egyptian 
can only say that there isn*t the nour- the Eev. Jobe Metcaleb, of Massa- soldiers fought under the British flag, 
ishment in it that there used to be. chusetts. If this is an attempt to is only about a million out. We gather 

deflect public opinion from The Sunday that a million isn*t much of anything 

An exciting episode is reported from Pictorial’s articles on the Government, in MissourL 

Brighton. It appears that several we feel it will not succeed. « " 

. .V v 1 s!i TiiwArnrim Ancrnaf, 4. 


has agreed to sell the place 
to the American Anti- 
Saloon League for a sar- 
saparilla factory is not yet 
confirmed. ... ... 

‘ sis ‘ 

Afber the Premier’s 
appeal for economy, it 
seems just possible that 
next week’s uniform for 
the R.A.F. will be made 
of Government linen. 

sic 5^: 

s!: 

Just as we go to press, 
news reaches us that the 
first batch of Scottish 
refugees from the United 
States has arrived at Liver- 
pool in an exhausted state. 


THE EETXJRK PROM THE HOLIDAY. 

“ Oh, Harold, we porgot to tell the baker we were going away, 
AND that boy of HIS IS 80 UNIMAGINATIVE.” 


couldn’t possibly have slept. 

The Edinburgh Sheriff’s Court has 
decided that whisky is a food. We 


visitors were amusing themselves by 
seeing who coulid lean furthest over the 
pier, when suddenly one of them won. 


“Traveller” writes to suggest that 
platelayers working on railway lines 


“Liverpool, August 4. 
Last night was one of the wildest nights 
ever known in the history of this city. 

The asses of people turned out in sympathy 


should carry a red light after dusk. It | -with the striking police officers.” 


A correspondent," writing to Lloyd's would be advisable ''too if they were ' ” ^ Havana Pajoer. ^ 

Weekly Neivs, asks if there is a “ singing required to ring a beU or blow a whistle They seem to have sized up the affair 
oyster” in thi.s country. We fancy not, when overtaking a train, pretty accurately in Cuba. 


VOL. CLVII. 


M 



222 PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. [September 10, 1919. 

THE SMILLIE ARGUMENT 

(with unauthoeised annotations). 

Not on the miner, honest soul, 

Be laid the charge of slackness (shame !) 

If commerce starves for lack of coal; 

The rotten system" is to blame 
, {The system luhichj era loork loas on the wane, 

Used to extract j-ust half as much again). 

Nor sniff at Yorkshire’s little fads, 

If pumps were downed and pits were queered; 

What put them out, those loyal lads, 

Was Government that interfered 
; {The same old Government that still declines 

To interfere in all the other mines). 

Economy’s the only cure; 

The work of Britain’s best should be 

Nationalised upon a sure 

Foundation by the Ministry 
{The same old Ministry to tohom is traced 

Ow cotmtry*s ruin, caused by wanton waste). 

Coal is the common source of wealth, 

Affecting fortunes not our own, 

Since from our industry the health 

Of every toiler takes its tone 
{If we get ivhat ive want, then all is well; 

If mt, toe^ll let the nation go to h — 1), 0. S. 

THE LIGHTER LIAISON OFFICER. 

Aa a perfectly good field-gunner, familiar ■with every 
theory conceived at Shoebury and ripened by years of prac- 
tical experiment in the most popular theatres of war, ’William 
eame to North Eussia. The prospect of shootmg over a new 
type of country under novel meteorological conditions, and 
at a fresh variety of target, filled him -with professional 
enthusiasm. Throughout the voyage North he babbled 
, perpetually concerning M.Y. (which to the E.A. does not 
; • me^ » Meat and Vegetables,” as it would to the mere soldier, 
i bn's Muzzle Velocity) ; ballistic co- efficients, trajectories, 

' angles of draught with husky- or reindeer-drawn vehicles, 
and so forth. I daresay in his dreams he imagined himself 
COTtributing an appendix to F.A.T., or Field Artillery Train- 
ing, a code name for a stout little volume containing the 
secular wisdom of aU time. 

Arnve^ at Archangel he made a perfect nuisance of him- 
self in the-pffie#es of the great, nantinoud^y declining to be an 
B.T.O. for anybody. Finally, having dumped most of bis 
Kt, stuffed his vafise with a library of range-tables and 
festooned himself with a duplicate set of protractors, com- 
passes, field-glasses and similar gadgets, he b^e us all 
good-bye and disaj^eared up the Dvina. He departed so 
heavily accoutred, so eager and with such 6lan that one 
almost listened for the opening roar of a great bombardment 
as soon as his boat had vanished into the blue round the 
first bend. 

_ I saw him next a hundred miles- or so np-river, sitting 
ifif siiirt-sle6V6S on a large hot stranded iron barge, sharing 
a problem in contorted arithmetic with a black bo’sun of 
the Npal Transport. Piles, stacks' and pyramids of am- 
n^rtoon-boxes. ^towered about the pair, in process of 
mborious demolition and re-erection by a moistly--warm 
SJav^ic WOTking-party. Never a gun was near and no 
sound of battfo marred the industrious murmur of the long 
sun-scorched beach, with its fringe of bai-ges. 

“ What are you now, ’William ? ” I asked. “ ’What great 
rdle are you jfeymg in this relief expedition ? ” - 

With puokered brow he looked up from the problem 
pencilled across the pages of his Army Book 153. Hullo ! ” 
he said, “I am Lighter Liaison Officer to the Allied 
Forces, please.” 

‘"Explain yourself,” I urged him. ‘"Is there a lighter 
and a heavier liaison officer for employment respectively as 
the situation varies between comedy and melodrama ? ” 

“You misunderstand me,” said William, “and, I think, 
wilfully. Moreover, while I listen to your idle badinage 
the river is falling and * Q ’ will not take steps to prevent it. 
Bo’sun, make it clear to our allies that of the two hundred 
boxes they have just brought on hoard two hundred and 
fifty must come off, otherwise the barge won’t float. Now 
let me explain that the word ‘ lighter ’ is not in this case an 
adjective but a noun. To be brief, I liaise between the 
Eoyal Begiment of Artillery and the lighters of the river 
transport. (This type of craft is known on the Dvina as a 
lighter, because it ought to be, being always too heavy, no 
matter how little it earries.) Mine is a difficult and re- 
sponsible task, requiring, in addition to the natural sagacity 
and wide culture common to gunners, familiarity with the 
scienee of the stevedore and the mariner and a high degree 
of efficiency in longshoremanship. 

“ Theoretically and for purposes of rank and pay I am 
non-existent, having even had to invent a title for the part 
thrust upon me. No scale of pay is laid down for an Act- 
ing Lighter Liaison Officer ; and therefore the vulgar make 
free to call me Bill the Bargee.” 

“ And what do you do besides sums in the sun, William 
— you a gunner ? ” 

“To put it modestly, I enable the guns to function. 
Not an ammunition barge is towed up river but takes 
amongst its freight ten years of my young life ; not a shell 
bursts in Bolo4and but is charged with the exasperation 
its transport caused me. What else do I do? I compete 
with the forces of nature. I defy the drought, I outwit 
the Dvina, juggling with freights and figures. To-day 
‘Intelligence’ have complicated the situation by warning 
' all concerned that if it rains the river may rise, whereas if 
it doesn’t it may continue to fall. Here then is a con- 
tingency for which I must be prepared. I am prepared. 
The. ha’ sun and I have so manipuk.ted the cargo and the 
calculations that the barge is at the present moment draw- 
ing one foot forrard, two feet aft and six indies amidships, 
dead reckoning. We have just completed arrangements 
fc^ a further redistribution and lightening of cargo, which 
—unless there is some error in our figures — will defeat any 
sly trick the river paay play. ^ I am having so much stuff 
taken off her that her dead weight will be a minus quantity, 
•that is to say, instead of drawing a certain depth of water, 
she ought to poise above the surface and be a kind of 
dirigible aircraft. I confess this seems queer, but figures 
can’t lie. ^Come and see me and my barge to-morrow.” 

I left him watching the water ebb down the sides of 
his barge as the working-party, warmer than ever, steadily 
took^ off what they had so laboriously put on. He was 
waiting for the moment when a clearance should begin to 
show between the keel and the surface of the river . . . 

^ That evening it rained and rained, and I noticed that 
his working-party were carrying the boxes on board again. 
So William’s experiment in levitation is still to be made. 

A Retort to ‘"Pussy-foot,” 

“Mr* John Brinkwater, the playwright aiid poet, is sailing for 
America next Wednesday. Express, 

^ “An almost incredible fightfflif it can be called a fightffttook place 
in the very harbour of Kronstadt itself.'’~,Sc0^olt Paper, 

We don’t think it can strictly be called a “fightffl.” 
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THE US.S. 

After Mess, over the port, the time 
, comes to talk of many things — War 
Office imbecility, brighter cricket, Bol- 
shevism, theatres and sometimes the 
recent War. 

“ What was wrong with the War,” 
said the Adjutant, “ was its incessant 
, din. Either a Hun heavy or a brass- 
chested drill-sergeant on the ramp; either 
a mine or a bugler misusing the breath 
of life.” 

“ What do you propose to do about it, 
anyway? ” asked a junior, 

“Ah!^ m'lad,” said the Adjutant, 
** you think the gentleman hasn't any- 
thing up his sleeve but his arm. Well, 
he has. The spouters have rigged up 
their League of Nations — ^good luck to 
it! But I feel a wee bit doubtful about 
eternal peace, so I 'm preparing to make 
the next war worth fighting in by found- 
ing the L.S.S.” 

“Legion of Sanitary Squadsmen?” 
asked the junior. 

“ Don't be funny,” said the Adjutant. 
“No, the League of Silent Soldiers.” 

Even tne junior held his peace while 
the Adjutant paused to light his cigar, 
for the Adjutant's after-dinner schemes 
are famous. 


“ When the L.S.S. gets a grip,” said 
the Adjutant, “ war will be a rest-cure ; 
doctors will prescribe it for neurotics. 
Start at the beginning. Wash-out 
words of command. Do everything by 
I gesture. Only the dumb employed as 
instructors. For ‘form fours ' just the 
Sergeant's four fingers, carefully mani- 
I cured, upstretched. Pretty to watch — 
and intelligible.” 

“ Squad drill is bound to breed noise,” 
said the Adjutant's assistant, 

I “Domes of silence on every boot,” 
said the Adjutant, “ and any man who 
makes his eyeballs click would have 'em 
taken out and lined with cotton- wool.” 

“How about brass bands?” asked 
someone. 

“ Adored by the public,” replied the 
Adjutant, “so we/U retain them, but 
only for funerals, sports and National 
Anthems. Delete bugles altogether. 
Turn 'em into ploughshares. Rid God’s 
earth of a pest.” 

“ You 've got to get the men to show 
a leg of a morning,” said the junior, 
“ and stop their noisy snoring.” 

“ They 're not all hogs like you,” said 
the Adjutant. “Anyway, that's easy. 
Instead of bugles we '11 have trained 
soldier-choristers. For Reveille, ‘ Chris- 
tians, awake,^ con s^irito^ For Tattoo, 


‘ Good-night, good-night, beloved,’ dim- 
inuendo and rallentando. For Lights 
Out a sort of Sevenfold Amen. Most 
elevating for the troops.” 

“ Tell us about war,” said the Major ; 
“ so far it 's all peace-time.” 

“ The impatience of Field Officers ! I 
said ‘start at the beginning,"' replied 
the Adjutant. “ However — the gory field 
of battle will be revolutionised. Why 
gory ? Let 's make the thing a test of 
silent self-control. As a child, many 
years ago (to the junior) you must 
have played at ‘ Staring out ’ with your 
little sister. You may even play it still 
—with someone else's sister. My idea 
is to set our own and enemy companies 
face to face for a staring match. The 
man who outstares his vis-d-vis will 
take him off as a souvenir. Convincing 
proof of superior moral” 

“Too slow,” said the Bombing Officer. 
“All right for sitting out at a dance, 
but men like action and movement.” 

“I don't expect a rowdy grenadier 
to approve of the L,S.S.,” said the 
Adjutant. ^ “ Still, I grant your point. 
To meet it we might allow handball 
matches with air-balloons, either side 
disturbing the peace by popping a 
balloon to be fined a platoon. Action 
and movement by all means. I don’t 
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THE HIGHER DICTION AND A FALL. 

Handyman {beginning on a high plane ^ but dropping into rhyming slang), “Has the 
STEPS IS iH USE, Madam, I trust that h under the circumstances you ’ave no 

OBJECTION TO MY STANDIN’ ON THIS ’ERE LITTLE OaIN AN’ AbEL.” 


care if we have sack races across No- 
man's-land.” 

“ Guns ? ” asked someone. 

“Another slave to convention,” ob- 
served the Adjutant ; “ but we must 
allow for a strong' prejudice in favour of 
guns. We *11 permit them, but only for 
purposes of ornament — say as a centre- 
piece of a fountain outside G.H.Q, 
Either side making ‘shoot — bang — fire * 
noises to be fined a division, and sus- 
pended from the war for a fortnight.”' 

“ What about my branch ? ” asked 
the Musketry Officer. 

“ You are rather a problem,*’ said the 
Adjutant ; “ somehow, war without rifles 
would be farcical. Tell you what; if 
you can adapt your rifles and machine- 
guns to, say, throwing cool and refresh- 
ing spray over our 'troops in hot 
weather, you may keep ’em, otherwise 
you had better get in touch with the 
Ex-Officers’ Employment Bureau forth- 
with.” 

“ Aerial warfare ? ” asked someone. 

“ Glad you mentioned that,” said the 
Adjutant, “ because I ’m rather in love 
with my scheme'. The L.S.S. would 
not discourage aviation — of course 
with engines silenced. No more nasty 
showers of hell-raising bombs, though, 
to catch you without your umbrella. 
Airmen would drop bouquets of arti- 
ficial roses and be paid in the shape of 
prisoners for skill in craftsmanship, to 
be judged by a committee of horticul- 
turists from neutral States.” 

“ Tanks ? ” was the next query. 

“ The very look of ’em is loud,” said 
the Adjutant. “ Instead of tanks we ’ll 
have carnival cars d la November 9th, 
Prizes of Kamerads according to artis- 
tic merit. Ex-Lord Mayors and their 
ladies to adjudicate.” 

“ Would the Navy come in? ” asked 
someone. 

“ The ‘ Silent Navy ’ ? Obviously,” 
said the Adjutant. “ Naval supremacy 
would be settled by yacht-racing. It 
might be incorporated with Cowes. 
Think how Wilhelm would have loved 
it — ^unless he were beaten.” 

“ What would your League say to 
conscription ? ” asked the Major. 

“ That question simply wouldn’t 
arise,” said the Adjutant. “ You don’t 
compel men to take a summer holiday. 
All L.S.S. wars would be summer shows. 
We should wait for the glass to reach 
‘ set fair,’ Imagine it. A picnic tea in 
a beautiful Erench boist with a happy 
enemy just over the way doing ditto ; 
aircraft skimming silently through the 
blue and showering down perfumed 
bouquets] Hold me down or I shall 
become lyrical. War would be a gentle- 
man’s pastime. War under present 

conditions, is a After you, Sir, 

with that match.” 


' “What do President Wilson and 
Lord Noethclipfe say about it?” 
asked the Major. 

“ The only incomplete point in my 
scheme,” said the Adjutant; “I haven’t 
asked them' yet.” 


“Measures were outlined as part of the 
Government’s policy to induce a better will 
to work, A Bill is circulated ordaining a 
maximum 48 hours day.” — Provincial Paper, 

We are glad it is only a maximum. 


“Travellers explored the dark continent 
north, south, east and west, but they never 
saw the okapi, though Sir Harry Johnson be- 
lieves that the leg-end of the unicorn may 
have sprung from native descriptions of the 
animal.” — The Children's Heio^aper, 

We always thought it was the “ head- 
end” of this' legendary animal that 
heeded explanation. • 


Agonies. 

“Dick. — Come Monday, same hour and 
place without fail.— L. P. T. 

L. P. T. — Tuesday, same time and place. — 
Dick.” — Standard (Buenos Ayres). 

The old story — “ Never the time and the 
place and the loved one all together.” 

“ Lenin’s house is one of the most beautiful 
villas in Bussia, the awful owner, Prince Gar- 
garine, having escaped with his life when the 
Bolshevists took Moscow.” — Local Paper. ' 

We regret to observe a tendency in 
our journalists to adopt the Bolshevist 
standpoint. 

“The Boyal Highlanders and the Black 
Watch advance party left Aldershot yesterday 
morning for Southampton, where they will 
embark on a foreign tour.” — Laily Mirror. 

The mutual affection of these famous 
regiments is so ^strong that the autho- 
rities never dare to separate them. 




DON’T BE DEPRESSED IN THAT PRE-WAR SUIT, 


TAKE- A LEAP PROM THE LADIES’ BOOK. 


GOLDEN PROMISES. 

I AM the owner of some shares in a 
mine called the “Golden Promise” 
Mine. 1 don’t know exactly where 'it is, 
but it *s a long way off — in Mexico, I 
think ; anyhow, too far away for me to 
go and have a look at it, 

I bought -the shares some years ago. 
The day before I bpught them the paper 
said they were “ a feature on reports of 
a rich vein having been struck.” They 
^emed absurdly cheap, and as I had 
some spare cash which was annoying 
me at the tinae I thought I ’d better have ; 
five hundred or so of these “Golden 
Promises ” quickly, before they went up. 
I had visions of iollowihg the prices and 
seeing them soaring higher and higher, 
while I remained cool and collected, 
holding on to them for a still higher 
figure. I would not sell for a paltry 
profit of a few shillings — not I. 

I felt that I had seized the golden 
opportunity which we are all supposed 
to have some time or another. The 
paper said these shares had “great 
speculative possibilities.” 

AlPthis, as I have said, was several 
years * ago- I am still holding on to 
those s'hsires ; but matters did not work 
out as I had anticipated. The very next 
day after I bought them they seemed 
to hesitate, as if nervous about some- 
thing, They appeared to have got wind 
of the news that I had bought some. 
The paper said they were “a- little 


weaker on profit-taking,” Evidently 
the man who sold me mine was content 
with a small profit, and I felt a sort of 
pitying contempt for a man who had 
so little confidence. But perhaps, poor 
fellow, he wanted the money. Many 
people are compelled to sell promising 
securities because they are hard up. 

During the next day or two they fell 
considerably lower, and the paper said 
they had “ receded on the denial by the 
directors of the rumour as to a rich vein 
having been struck.” “ Aha ! ” said I, 
“ very crafty of the directors ; they want 
to keep the price down so that they can 
buy as many as possible for themselves 
belore the big rise;” and I felt quite re- 
assured. For the next few days they 
wobbled considerably, but mostly down, 
and I began to find myself quite grati- 
fied if they recovered 6c?. or so after 
dropping Is. ^d. or 2s. Unconsciously 
I kept lowering the standard of what I 
hoped from them. 

In due course I received a certificate 
for my shares, and this bucked ine up a 
bit. It was a fine impressive sort of 
document, with a very nice embossed 
stamp on it, and it described me as a 
“gentleman,” which I felt to be per- 
fectly true ; but all the same I thought 
it a tactful thing to say, and some of 
my confidence returned. 

I don’t often see the shares q[uoted 
now, and when they are they are ap- 
parently sold in bundles of eight .or so 
at about Is. &d. the lot. I get regular 


reports as to the progress of the mine, 
and at first these used to interest me 
immensely. They contained all sorts 
of information as to “ cross-cuts ” and 
“winzes” (whatever they maybe), and 
occasionally tbey would give details of 
the sinking of a shaft in some new place 
to strike into some other burrow they 
had been making somewhere else, and 
they seemed to have had a lot of amuse- 
ment that way. I expect it was rather 
exciting boring through to the other 
fellows in the other tunnel. They also 
used to give minute particulars of the 
ore “won.” They call it “winning.” 
It seemed to be a kind of game ; but 
they apparently had bad luck, as they 
lost all they ever won. 

The trouble, we were told, began with 
the natives of that part, who evidently 
didn't take to the . mine — spoilt their 
view • perhaps. At any rate they de- 
veloped the habit (as I gathered from 
the printed reports I received from time 
to time) of spending their half-holidays 
and week-ends loafing round about the 
mine, rolling boulders down it, taking 
parts of the machinery away as sou- 
v'Onirs,' flooding it and suchlike pleas- 
antries. They seem full of fun out there. 

There was a shareholders’ meeting I 
the other day which I attended. 1 had 
be^n ’to previous ones, They are always 
much the same. Everybody goes full 
of disgust and indignation, and deter- 
mined to make trouWe for the directors ; 
but when they get there all their pluck 
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THE SEED OF SCANDAL. 


think these two waited in a pried-pish shop. in Mire End?” 

“Do THBT smsLj ? Why, they look ” 

“I don’t say they does, but ’bo’s TO SAY THEY DO^^W’t?” ’ 


quickly evaporates and they end up by 
warmly supporting votes of thanks to 
the various gentlemen who have been 
instrumental in robbing them of their 
money. 

On this occasion, however, one share- 
holder was very peevish about things, 
and he told us, before the proceedings 
commenced,* that he was going to “put 
the directors .through it,” and we all 
promised him our moral support and 
looked upon him as a hero. And after 
theOhairman had told us the usual story 
and had assured us that as soon as they 
had pumped the water out of the mine 
and installed new machineryj etc., aU 
would be well the peevish shareholder 
got up and was very rude to the directors 
and told them exactly what he 'thought 
about them. 

But somehow he got no support 'from 
us. , The Chairman replied to him with 
a few scathing remarks and appealed to 
us as really sensiMe, reasonable busi- 
ness men, who would as' a m'a^tter 'of 
course treat' such childish behaviour 


With the contempt it deserved ; and we 
all frowned on the peevish one and 
would have none of him. And when 
one of the directors proposed a vote 
of thanks to the Chairman for his un- 
selfish devotion to our interests we were 
all vociferous in our support. 

But as soon as I had left the meet- 
ing I felt that the peevish shareholder 
had been quite right, and the next 
time I shall go to the meeting armed 
with several stones, and I shall induce 
the other shareholders to do likewise ; 
and when the directors begin to pay 
one another compliments and propose 
votes of thanks to one another for rob- 
bing us of' our money we will silently 
and. without warning rise in a body 
and stone them to death ; and we will 
feel that, at any rate, we have had some- 
thing for our money. 

If by chanee at any time I should 
have any more money to invest (which 
at present appears highly improbable), 
I shall put it into a rubber company — i 
one about to start. Eubber companies 


give you figures which cannot be denied. 
For straightforward dealing commend 
me to rubber companies. They tell you 
plainly and candidly bow many acres 
they have and how many trees they 
intend to plant to an acre. They know 
to a nicety how much rubber they can 
get from each tree and, working this 
out with the price of rubber at a “ con- 
servative ” figure (they always take a 
“conservative ” figure), they can tell you 
exactly how much they willmake. And 
while they are waiting for the rubber 
trees to grow up they get bananas and 
cocoanuts and other side lines oif them, 
which alone will yield enough to pay 
20 per cent, or so, quite apart from the 
rubber. And when they get knobs on 
(which they do about the second year — 
the trees, I mean), it is simply money 
for nothing. 

Yes, I shall try rubber next time^ 


Howto simplify the Domestic Problem. 

“ Euil-grown ^wolf for sale, very fond of 
children .” — Glasgow Citizen." . : ; 
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THE AFFAIR OF POPPETS AND JANOTHA. 

A Holiday Tragedy. 

The question of providing for Poppets 
and Janotha during our absence from 
home during the greater part of last 
month gave us much thought. 

We didn’t care to send Poppets to 
any friends in the near neighbourhood. 
We thought it was better to send him 
to some place which he would not be 
able to find again after our return. A 
cat that lives chiefly with other people 
cuts no mice. 

Janotha, whose family came from 
the Harz Mountains, has been interned 
since 1916 (when she left the egg), but 
is allowed out in the dining-room once 
a day for an hour or so, during which 
time she perches on anybody or any- 
thing she fancies as a roost. 

If, we thought, the pair could be 
housed under one roof during our holi- 
day they might feel more at home than 
if separated. Poppets would hear the 
familiar songs of Janotha’s repertoire, 
while she from her cage would be able 
to watch Poppets down below. J anotha 
at home would usually spend a lot of 
time watching Poppets openly ; he on 
his part would watch her and pretend 
he wasn’t doing anything of the kind. 

After much confabulation with the 
members of my family who owned, or 
claimed ownership of, this worthy pair, 
it was decided that I should write and 
ask one Henry Lea, of Ohalford Magna, 
Esquire, and thoroughly good-natured 
ass, if he would house them for the 
three weeks that we should be away. 
Accordingly I wrote : — 

Dear old Sport, — We’re all going 
to Wales for three weeks and are obliged 
to leave our "cat and canary behind, on 
board wages, so to say. 

Por reasons into which I-^need not 
enter we don’t want to place these pets 
with neighbours, and I wonder if you 
will be a stepfather to them. 

If so I will’ send them along with 
plenty of seed for the bird, and will pay 
any expense you may be put to over 
the cat. Milk is expensive, and there 
is unfortunately no “just as good” to 
this kind of a pussy-foot. 

Neither pet will give you any trouble, 
I am sure, and, though actual friendship 
between the pair is strictly barred, as 
you might say, I feel they would be 
happier under the same roof. 

Say you will take them and relieve 
my mind. Yours, Arthur. 

Henry replied thus : — 

Dear old Top, — I should simply love 
to oblige you, but don’t fancy the re- 
sponsibility. I have had no household 
pets since my moth-eaten spaniel Togo 
faded away in the spring, so I am not 


afraid of strife; but, supposing the 
climate didn’t suit your pair or they 
didn’t like my quiet bachelor manage 
or the furniture or decorations, what 
then ? 

However, if you will indemnify me 
against all risks. I’ll chance it and 
take them for you. Perhaps the canary 
knows some of the latest songs. We 
get very behind the times in this out- 
post of civilization. 

Yours ever, Henry. 

To this I replied that both Poppets and 
Janotha were colour-blind and climate- 
proof, that the canary could sing some- 
thing near enough to K- Katie for all 
practical purposes, that Poppets could 
give a fair imitation of the opening 
Jazz steps if there was a saucer of 
cream about, and that we should hold 
him, Henry, free of all risks, whether 
by earthquake, flood, fire and tempest, 
strikes, eye- strain, pip, wireworm, moth 
or rust, and all and every danger that 
might betide ; and, further, that I had 
already despatched the pair,, carriage 
paid, properly packed and fed, and 
should be glad to hear of their safe 
arrival in due course. 

We not only heard from Henry that 
they had reached him safely, but again 
after a few days, to say they were in 
top-hole trim, and were giving him no 
end of amusement. Janotha, as per 
instructions, was having an outing 
every day in the dining-room, and 
Poppets had made several conquests 
among the feline and rodent residents 
in the neighbourhood. 

We heard nothing more from Henry 
during the holiday, but didn’t worry. 
We were so busy sea-siding that we 
had almost forgotten the existence of 
our pets. 

But on arriving home we found a 
hamper, and in it a letter from Henry, 
which read : — 

[2 Encls.] 

Dear Arthur, — I return to you with 
a thousand regrets your two pets. All 
I went well until last ‘Wednesday, and 
as (in spite of the fact that you took 
all risks) I shrank from spoiling the 
end of your holiday I didn’t write to 
you in Wales about the ill happenings. 

The cat, I am afraid, is not as alive 
as it might be, for on Wednesday 
morning it left the house suddenly by 
the window of the dining-room in 
which the canary had been taking its 
daily outing, and, on reaching the road, 
it had the temerity to dispute the right 
of way with a passing motor-car. 

With repeated regrets, I am, 

Yours sorrowfully, Henry. 

P.S. — Though. you may have diffi- 
culty in tracing it, the canary is really 
enclosed. 


CONTROL; 

OR, The Premier Explains. 

In faint forgotten days of old 
There was a Premier, I am told. 

Who did not read the papers ; 

He whacked a ball about the bents 
Oblivious of the world’s events, 

The howls of journalistic gents 
And even the advertisements 
Of London’s largest drapers. 

Poor man, I wonder how he knew 
Which course was safest to pursue 
And which one had a “ crab ” in it; 
Perhaps he used to tire his head 
With swatting when he went to bed. 

Or kept a little list instead 
With all the names, from A to Z, 

Of members of his Cabinet. 

Ear otherwise I hold the helm : 

When storms are like to overwhelm 
I get The Evening Gorgon, 

Which tells me in a newsy par 
How many Ministers there are. 

And why and when they go too far, 
And which ones in particular 
Annoy that earnest organ. 

And when my morning paper comes 
And I am told what awful sums 
My colleagues waste in muddles, 
And hear of things I did not know — 
That Whitehall flappers' ought to go 
And streams of petrol cease to flow, 
And where the goodliest limpets grow 
In Departmental puddles. 

It fills me with surprise and pain 
(Oh brood of vipers that has lain 
Within my bosom safe hid) ; 

I feel I ought to thank the Press 
Eor pointing out this fearful mess, 
Eor now I know the guilty ; yes. 

The children of unrighteousness 
Have been revealed to David. 

I tell my typist : “ Take this note 
And send it to The Morning Stoat : 

The Premier acknowledges 
Your article of even date 
And humbly begs to intimate 
That he has sacked the Heads of 
State ; 

Accept, if it is not too late. 

His most sincere apologies.” 

Evoe. 

“ On Tuesday, a tramcar, an omnibus, and 

a single-horse covered van, driven by Sam , 

of Tooley-street, S.E., were in collision in the 
High-road .” — Local Fajyer. 

It looks as if Sam had been attempting 
too much. 

“ Morton’s horse won so easily and was so 
full'Of running that he dashed into the paddock 
rails, and throwing Donoghue heavily he was 
pretty badly hurt, so determined to proceed at 
once to London to ascertain the full extent of 
his injuries .” — Daily Pajper, 

A decidedly intelligent animal; but 
what became of poor Donoghub ? 
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NEWS EEOM THE OIL WORLD. 

{By our own Oleaginous Expert.) - 

The find of liquid oil proceeds apace 
in East Anglia,’ and within the limits 
of space at our disposal we can only 
indicate some of the most' important 
discoveries. 

Foremost amongst these is the re- 
markable” outflow at Gaistor, near Nor- 
wich. ‘ The oil of Oaistor has long 
enjoyed a local celebrity, but was only 
available in small quantities. Within 
the last few, weeks, however, a well has 
begun spouting at the rate of two hun- 
dred barrels a day. The oil is peculiar, 
and Dr. Pruffle, E.E.S., has seen no- 
thing quite like , it in all his previous 
experience. Nor, it may be added, has 
the writer. That is all that can be 
said at the moment,' beyond the fact 
that the oil, while distinctly sebaceous, 
is in the main better suited for medi- 
cinal than other purposes, and cannot 
be recommended for use in the prepar- 
ation of salad-dressing. It is enough 
to say that if, as seems likely, the out- 
flow is maintained we are face to face 
with an asset of very great commercial 
value. 


At Great Yarmouth an immense 
sensation has been caused by the up- 
fush of oil in the cellar of a house 
inhabited by a barber. To judge from 
the specimens which have reached us 
it can be used either as fuel or for 
internal consumption. Strange to say, 
the liquid drawn off at midnight reveals 
a much larger proportion of spirit, and 
Sir OoNAN Doyle, who was hastily 
summoned on this fact being known, 
is giving the matter his most careful 
attention. We cannot assume the re- 
sponsibility for the statement, already 
made in the local Press, that the pro- 
duct of this well may entirely supersede 
cod-liver and Macassar oil and revo- 
lutionize our fishing and hair-dressing 
industries. Let it sufi&ce if we say that 
the operations now in progress are of 
surpassing interest to all directly or 
indirectly associated with the oil world. 

There remains the epoch-making ex- 
udation at the North Boreland Golf 
Links, During the progress of the 
Peace Challenge Cup competition last 
Friday all play was suddenly stopped 
by the simultaneous gush of a rich and 
succulent fluid from all the eighteen 
holes ! The characteristics of this oil 


— for oil it undoubtedly is — cannot be 
made public yet awhile. Mr. Isidore 
de Truefitt and Mr. T. P. O’Conn'or 
have been summoned to report ; Mr. 
Harold Begbie is still busy interview- 
ing the noble President of the North 
Boreland Golf Club on the ethical pos- 
sibilities of the discovery ; Mr. Egbert 
Smillie is preparing a manifesto. The 
professional club-maker, a remarkably 
intelligent man, is freely discussing the 
prospect of converting all his stock of 
irons into drilling tools. But there 
has been no shouting from the house- 
tops, and all concerned appear to be 
going about a pretty big business in a 
calm and sensible way. For ourselves 
we are content with the bald state- 
ment that, if the North Boreland oil 
possesses all the qualities that are 
claimed for it, it is the most extra- 
ordinary oil that we have ever come 
across. ^ 

The Saturday Bevieio, writing about 
the chances of an army of amateur 
pitmen, says : — “ Some of the older 
coal-hewers might, no doubt, be bribed 
to brain.the new miners.” That would 
teach them. 
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THE DORMITORY SYSTEM ON THE COAST. 

Boots {to would-be bather). These are the ‘Sbaview’ bathin’ -’dts, Sir. Looks 

AS THOUGH THE THREE BBDS-AND-BREAKFASTS ’AD OVERSEER’ THEIRSELVES.” 


OUE FEATHEEED FEIENDS. 

The birds wore discussing man and 
his indebtedness to them. | 

‘"I sing to him,” said the nightingale. 

“ So do I,” said the thrush and the 
blackbird and the canary. 

^ Yes, but I sing best,’^ said the 
nightingale. 

“But only for a very few weeks,” 
said the canary, “and then he has to 
go out at night to hear you. I sing to 
him in his home all the year round.” 

“ You do,” said the sparrow grimly*; 
“ and haven't I seen him throw a 
handkerchief over your cage to stop 
the din ? ” 

' “Yery seldom,” said the canary, 
“ Meanwhile perhaps you 'll tell us 
what your own services to man are, 
besides destroying his crops.” 

“ Mine ? ” said the sparrow. “ Oh, I 
cheer him up. He 'd miss me horribly 
if I left his roofs and roadways. Have 
you ever heard me chattering, ten 
thousand strong, in Staple Inn? He 


doesn't value me much now, may be, 
but if I went he 'd be miserable.” 

“I drop my feathers to make pipe- 
cleaners for him,” said the rook. 

“ I lay expensive eggs for him to feed 
pretty women with,” said the plover. 

. “So do I,” said the rook, “but he 
doesn’t know it.” 

“I provide feathers for his pretty 
women's hats,” said the kingfisher. 

“I prevent him from over-eating 
himself on green peas,” said the jay. 

“ He gets his notion of wisdom from 
me,” said the owl. 

“ I saved the Capitol,” said the goose. 

Yes,” said the sparrow, “ but what 
a long time ago ! Tell us what you 've 
done lately.” 

“ Hush ! ” said the kindly dove ; “ it 's 
only a fortnight to Michaelmas.” 

“ I set him rhyming,” said the lark : 
“ odes and things. Also I make him 
look up, which is good for him.” 

“ I beautify his ornamental waters,” 
said the swan. 

“ And I his terraces,” said the peacock. 


“ I am the making of his Christmas,” 
said the turkey. 

“ Don’t forget the postman,” said the 
sparrow. 

“Very well, then,” said the turkey, 

“ I and the postman.” 

“I reinforce deans and chapters,” 
said the jackdaw, “ and look after his 
cathedrals.” 

“ I am the cartoonists’ support,” said 
the eagle. 

“I am the gunsmiths’ stand-by,” 
said the partridge, “ and the sports- 
man’s hope. I provide him first with 
fun and exercise and, after, with food.” 

“ Yes,” said the sparrow, “ and haven’t 
I seen him break a tooth on one of 
your pellets ? ” 

“I am glad to hear it,” said the 
partridge. 

“ Me too,” said the pheasant. 

“ And me,” said the grouse. 

“ I keep him company while he digs 
or chops wood,” said the robin. 

“1 befriend the penny-a-liner,” said 
the wren, “by building my nest in 
places that make paragraphs.” 

“I solve his problem, What to do 
with the cold mutton fat,” said the' 

I tomtit. 

“ And what of our long-legged friend 
here? ” said the sparrow. 

“ Oh, me ? ” said the heron. “ 1 make 
him talk to strangers.” 

“ How so ? ” said the sparrow. 

“ Why, -on railway journeys, when 
he sees me from the window, he says, 
to the man opposite, whom he hasn't 
spoken to before, ^There’s a heron.’ 
I’m the only bird that can do that. 
He wouldn’t bother to say, ‘ There 's a 
pigeon,’ or ' There 's a gull,’ or ‘ There ’s 
a Sparrow ’ — you 're all too common — 
but he can’t help saying, * There ’s a 
heron.’ Otherwise I am not aware of 
being of use to him.” 

“ Nor want to be ? ” said the sparrow. 

“No, nor want,” said the heron. 


‘ ‘ of Ooldstreani lays bimself out for 

Floor-co veri ngs, ” — Locq I Pai:cr. 

Tlie Ealeigh touch. 

‘ ‘ A feature of the departure of the British 
troops from the Rhine is the number of G-erman 
generals who come to the railway stations to 
see them off. Now and then the parting is 
very touching .” — Provincial Paper. 

Suggested emendation: For generals 
read “generals.” 

** The Prince [Lichnowsky] speaks diplo- 
matic Ei^lish and says with great vehemence 
that, while he doesn’t want to kick, he objects 
most decidedly to being sold on the hoof to 
the Ozecho-Slovaks.” 

Yancouver Daily World. 

It will be noticed that the Prince’s 
diplomatic English is spoken with a 
slight Transatlantic accent. 
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THE STANDARD. 

Clypfe Lodge, seaside boarding- 
house, was just reopened after the War. 
There was a new notice at the gate, in 
which the word select ” took pride of 
place and of print ; there was an en- 
larged. window-space, in which guests 
at their meals were to be displayed with 
prominence but also with taste; the 
porch was strewn with wicker chairs 
and the steps with cushions, both hav- 
ing the same uses of advertisement in 
view ; and there was a pervasive smell 
of new furniture and new paint that was 
distinctly intimidating in its suggestion 
that Oiyffe Lodge had turned over a 
new leaf and was waiting to see whether 
we knew what was proper to be written 
on it. 

We didn’t. Dinner on that first even- 
mg was a good but a melancholy meal. 
Clyffe Lodge, equipped at every point 
to receive us, was not yet able to assimi- 
late us. Our only link was an over- 
powering consciousness that we must 
be^ as select as the notice at our gate 
said we were. 

A bitter business. Fathers of families 
were cowed by the spectacle of the 
greatness thrust upon them ; mothers 
breathed but a single prayer — to con- 
duct themselves in a manner that 
should not bring social disgrace on 
their offspring; young women raked 
one another’s costumes with an eye 
to detail that would have done them 
I credit if they had been members of a 
crack regiment ; young men hid under 
a bushel the jest that was the foun- 
tain-light of all their day lest it should 
perish with obloquy in this rarefied 
atmosphere of. their - choice and - of 
their undoing. For who could say 
what might be the impossible standard 
set up by Clyffe Lodge in jests as in 
gentility? Periodically our hostess 
thawed her official smile in order to 
press with official heartiness second 
helpings on us ; but she was not really : 
proof against the arctic chill of our as- i 
sepcibly ; in a minute or so she alwavs i 
found the smile frozen stiffly again on i 
her lips, - . I 

It was over at last, and I sought a 1 
quiet if desolate retreat beside a window ’ 
in the drawing-room that had no view " 
of the sea. Gentility en masse, patheti- ] 
cally hopeful of better things to come, 
bad poured out on to the porch and < 
steps of Clyffe Lodge, I could hear it £ 
there, giving occasional tentative femi- £ 
nine titters in response to occasional i 
tentative masonline platitudes. It was 1 
pitiful. I caught rnyself wishing that 














Barnstormer. “D’vou supposb I sHounp cabby ihe -thiito ip I had 


an angel could be induced to trouble 
those glassy waters of propriety into 
‘some semblance of rude life. 

A bit quiet-like so far,” Remarked a 


comfortable voice in my rear, and I 
turned to see a stout middle-aged wo- 
man knitting on a couch. She nodded 
to indicate that it was myself she had 
been addressing and continued easily, 
'*But, bless us, that won’t last long. 
You young people will be warming up 
presently. I know 1 ” 

She gave a jovial roll to her friendly 
eye, and I loved her. She was vulgar^ ; 
she was intrusive ; but at Clyffe Lodge 
she was a' miracle. For she was as 
nature and circumstances had made 
her ; gentility had left her unscathed. 

“■’Twoh’t last longer ’n to-morrow, 
anyway,” she prophesied, chuckling. 
“I’m expecting Miss Trendon come 
to-morrow, and then you ’ll see.” 

There was so much rich suggestive- 


OD CABBY THE — 7- THIHO IP I HAD?” 

ness in the information that I felt 
bound to pursue the subject. “This 

Miss Trendon you speak of is ?” I 

prompted. 

“ Well, I should say so,” she agreed 
heartily, quite as if I had supplied a 
string of adjectives and a family tree. 
“There’ll be no more moping or hum- 
ming and ’arring when Miss Trendon 
comes. F ond of a joke, if ever anybody 
was, I can tell you. Full of life and fun 

and always up to tricks. That lively 

well, you ’d never believe. Fond of young 
men too — you’ll see,” she continued 
with a determined kindliness towards 
myself that I felt was perhaps in this ‘ 
case hardly fair to Miss Trendon '; it 
unmasked that voung lady’s guns too 
soon, so to speak. I- resolved chival- 
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roiisly to take no advantage of my in- 
advertent scoop in the matter. 

But, oblivious of any such delicacies 
and subtleties, my informant continued 
her happy anticipations. “Why, even 
fond of Ma, Miss Trendon is,*' she 
gurgled joyously. “That fond — well, 
you 'd never believe,” she concluded in 
her favourite formula. 

Against this cynical assumption on 
the part of Miss Trendon’s maternal 
parent — for such I now deduced her 
to be — I protested with suitable mur- 
murs. Indeed I was only too anxious 
to believe that a girl so richly dowered 
with a capacity for fondness was to 
prove the angel who should break up 
our social ice. 

I awaited her coming with curiosity 
and took every opportunity of engaging 
her mother in eulogy as a corrective 
to my depression. T found it impos- 
sible to listen to a recital of Miss Tren- 
don’s many excellences without longing 
to win or lose them all; the thought 
of their hourly approach screwed my 
courage to the sticking-point of endur- 
ing a few more spiritually frozen meals. 

On the morrow after tea I hung 
about specially, in order not to miss her 
on her arrival from the station, whither 
Mrs. Trendon had gone to meet her. 
A good many of the boarders were in 
the porch doing the same ; and it was 
touching to see how young men and 
maiden-aunts, old boys and flappers 
alike hung upon the chance of Miss 
Trendon being able to achieve the melt- 
ing process to which her parent had 
pledged her. Bor the fame of Miss 
Trendon had gone abroad, and it was 
not I alone who had been favoured with 
her champion’s confidences. 

But it appeared to be I alone who 
was surprised by Miss Trendoh’s sex. 
When the cab drew up Mrs. Trendon’s 
only companion proved to be a short 
ros'y-cheeked man, middle-aged ' and 
superlatively cheerful, 

“ Mist’r ’Endon,” she announced 
proudly and collectively to the group of 
us, and I awakened, gaping, to the fact 
that the Miss Trendon of my imagin- 
ation and hopes did not exist; there 
existed only Mist’r ’Endon and his wife ; 
and Clyfle Lodge was. doomed. I 
should have to leave it to perish in its 
own ice- safe. 

“ Evening, all,” observed Mist’r 
’Endon, witli the friendliest of unem- 
barrassed nods, and followed up the 
greeting by a sudden surprising caper 
in which he carried his wife with him 
to the tune of a high-spirited refrain : — 
I joined the boarding- ’ouse to-day, 

So now — ^we are — all right ! ” 

There was a ripple and stir in the 
congealed ranks of the boarders ; it was 
like the electric thrill with which on 


some morning in March all nature 
responds to the first touch of spring. 

“ Beally, Pa,” remonstrated Mrs. 
Hendon with happy breathlessness, 
“you didn’t ought! Whatever will all 
these young ladies and gents think? 
Two old folks like us ! ” 

*«You — old? Now, Ma,” warned 
Mr. Hendon facetiously, “you know 
very well what I think of you.” He 
shook a fat, fond, admonitory finger in 
her face. ‘ ‘ And if you don’t — well, what 
did the conductor say when the pretty 
young lady asked ’im for a ticket to the 
Baker’s Arms ? Tell me that, then 1” 
“Oh, get along with you, do, Mist’r 
’Endon 1 ” she said, being evidently no 
stranger to this question. But its pos- 
sible answer and applicability eluded 
the rest of us. 

What — what did he say ? ” I ven- 
tured to inquire, and perceived by the 
grateful glances of ’my fellow- boarders 
that I had voiced * the sense of the 
meeting. 

Mr. Hendon’s arm encircled his wife’s 
waist and he implanted a resounding 
kiss on her cheek. ^^Lxichy baker!” 
he replied with gusto. 

The ice of Olyffe Lodge had met its 
master ; it shivered and cracked, it splin- 
tered and tinkled into laughter. Young 
men upon whom concealment of their 
own jokes had acted like a worm i’ the 
bud took heart of grace ; hitherto mum- 
mified young women looked with a 
rapid access of animation and favour 
upon the revived young men; their 
elders of both sexes awakened with 
relief to the knowledge that, if this it 
was to be select, then selectness was 
easily within their own grasp. Embar- 
rassment, shyness, gentility fell like 
garments from Clyfle Lodge ; for a 
standard bad at last been set, and, be- 
hold, it V7as no new-fangled, exalted: 
criterion, but simply the old, comfort- 
able, pre-war affair, and there was no 
boarder but might hope to do it credit. 
That evening the dressing-bell rang 
three times before it was heard above 
the roar of badinage and repartee in the 
porch. . . . , 

Erom the report of a hound show : — 

The second prize went to Trimbrush, by 
Belvoir Rifleman —7 Treasure, waltzed by 
Miss — Snorting JPajger. 

As it seems the fashion nowadays to 
dance the young entries instead of 
“ walking ” them we should Jhave 
thought the “Fox-Trot” would have 
been more suitable. 


“ CoNSEEVATiVE, 15 feet by 7, for Sale.” 

Orhiiey Herald. 

Lord Eothermekb, who seems to have 
a taste for political curiosities, should 
buy him for his collection. 


A BALLADE OF BATTLES. ! 
We read of old heroic deeds 
Clanging through Homer’s wonder- I 
lay, 

Of how bronze-harnessed warrior breeds 
Drave black ships through -3Egean 
spray 

And warred until their beards were 
grey, 

Because, forsooth, a princeling’s glance , 
Was bright and led a queen astray. 
Then was the flood-tide of Eomance. 

Oh for the rain-swept Cregiy meads, 
When Edward’s goose-quills bit 
their way 

Among the French king’s knights and 
■ steeds, 

Humbling their arrogant array. 

That was the game for men to play, 
To take a prize or snap a lance. 

To sack a town or bite the clay, 

Then was the flood-tide of Eomance. 

The^rapt imagination feeds 
OnEuPERT spurring, plumed and gay, 
’Gainst iron horsemen chanting creeds 
While deep drums roll and trumpets 
bray. 

The thund’ring squadrons crash and 
sway ; 

Sword rings on sword, a radiance 
Of white steel whirls above the fray. 
Then was the flood-tide of Eomance, 
Envoi. 

Prince of some peace-lapped latter 
day, ‘ 

Beading of our locked lines in France, 
Mayhap you too shall sigh and say, 
“Then was the flood-tide of Eomance.” 

PaTIiANDER. 


“Puzzled” writes: — “In a Sunday 
paper I recently saw a photograph of 
girl-bathers ‘taken at Cowes, Isle of 
Wight,’ and in another Sunday paper 
of the same date I saw the same pho- 
tograph with the. title ‘East Coast 
Nymphs,* As photographs notoriously 
cannot lie, and the veracity of Sunday 
newspapers is equally above suspicion, 
I can only assume that in consequence 
of the hot weather the Isle of Wight 
has bee'n towed round to the North Sea. 
Can you tell me when this remarkable 
effort in Beconstruction took place? ” 

“ The Amrita Bazar Patrika says the angels 
must take off their bats to Sir Rabindranath 
Tagore. It doubtless means that they feel im- 
pelled to remove their nimbuses — or ‘ nimbli ’ 
if you prefer it .” — Madras Mail. 

No ; we prefer “nimbuses.” 

“Lost, on 14tb inst., probably in South 
Street, Lady’s Gold Finger Ring, with pearls 
and garments ,” — Local Paper. 

Even in these days a certain curiosity 
as to the garments which would go into 
a finger-ring is perhaps permissible. 




“YOUB,” 

It was while reading the exuberant 
criticisms of The Morning Post's cricket 
correspondent that I was first struck 
by the astonishing use to which we put 
the possessive pronoun, “ You wanted 
your Kichardsons and your Lohmanns 
to get Middlesex out/* shouted this 
correspondent. My Bichardsons, be 
it observed, and my Lohmanns, And 
the statement was true in so far as I 
really did want those particular bowlers, 
first, because I never saw either of 
them, and, secondly, because my bowl- 
ing average is at present in the fifties 
and would be the better for some sound 
professional instruction. I left home 
glowing with the joy of possession. 

Nor were these two great bowlers to‘ 
be my only acquisitions that day. The 
chatty financial idiot in the train told 
me that, if my trades union authorities 
couldn’t keep their heads, national bank- 
ruptcy was bound to follow. Then at 
lunch-time a complete stranger said to 
me, “Your City magnates are getting 
the wind up badly.” I was very glad 
to have some City magnates, so in grati- 
tude I handed him my trades unionists, 
“ If your trades union authorities, etc., 
etc.,” I retorted, and that choked him 
off. 


In the course of the afternoon I was 
made responsible for a brace of field- 
marshalSj a chess champion, West- 
minster Abbey (the gift of an American) 
and some peerages of the realm. This 
last attracted me more than any pre- 
vious gift, and I felt moved again to 
offer something in return — something 
really useful this time. “Sir,” I said 
to the previous owner, a man who in- 
sisted on talking politics, although we 
were at the Oval, “ you have made me 
pch a very generous present that I feel 
impelled to give you something in ex- 
change. Permit me to offer you a brace 
of City magnates, complete with wind 

up. And if your City magnates ” 

I was continuing firmly; but he had 
gone. 

My burden was still too heavy for 
me to bear, and I determined to get rid 
of as much of it as possible. Adopting 
a Prench accent, I handed over West- 
rninster Abbey to an embarrassed po- 
liceman ; and in the train going home 
I disposed of most of my other encum- 
brances ; but I could not induce anyone 
to talk chess. So I have the pleasure 
of announcing that I am willing to 
consider any reasonable offer for my 
chess champion or any part of him. 
What bids? Or would exchange for 
“ your ” Victory Loan. 


Why Kabbits’ Tails are White. 

Their tails are white cos they come the 
last 

And it *s always on their mind 
That the rest of the rabbit is going so 
fast 

They ’re sure to get left behind. 

Where the Knuts come from. 

“ Lady seeks smart School for boy, 12, giving 
strict training dress and figure.” — Times, 

Our Super-Liner. 

“On Saturday, 1,800 steamers landed at 
North Wall from this port, and on Sunday the 
* Greenore * landed 600 others.” 

' Holyhead Chronicle, 

Wake up, America ! 

“ The Marchioness wore a dress of elephant's 
breath grey charmeuse, with hat to match.” 

Pall Mall Gazette, 

To those.who are ignorant of the colour 
of an elephant’s breath we may say that 
it closely resembles that of a trunk call, 
but is not quite so loud. 

“Wanted.— An Irish Gentleman, with a 

sporting instinct, will exchange Touring 

Gar, 1918, 6-seater, self-starter, for a good, 
fast, well-trained Donkey.”— Jris7i Pamper, 

We have suppressed the name of the 
car, as we do not wish to give it a free 
advertisement. 
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AT THE PLAY. the Wangler, wooed appropriately. The 

‘‘Home and Beauty.” little part of a manicurist was excel 

Be solemn about Mr. Somerset lently played by Miss Laura Lydia. 
Maugham* s naughty little farce and 


well over the foot-lights. Mr. Harben, warp our critical judgment. ^ The fact is, 
the Wangler, wooed appropriately. The however, I loathe stage children, even 
little part of a manicurist was excel- when they are as clever and precocious 
lently played by Miss Laura Lydia. as Miss Madeline Eobson ; and though 


you are lost. But the camouflage L 

is so dexterously contrived that I M\ ^ 

conceive a bishop might sit and ysC £ 

laugh through it without noticing ^ 

its entirely deplorable moral tone. 

Victoria, a Dear Little Thing 

(Miss Gladys Cooper), having lost L | 

her first D.S.O., Bill, marries his PMsf 

best man, Freddy, also a D.S.O. , 

her bit. Bill adored her, but so % j *//\ 

does Freddy ; and for herself she M r\] \ 

can’t quite make up her mind j 

which she loves best. And then vl — "7/ 

EiZZ (Mr. Hawtrey), who had lost 9/t / V W ' 

his memory, but not, as officially rjhj ^ 

reported, his life, at Ypres II„ V\M 

turns up from captivity in a suit of 

reach-me-downs bought in Ham- 11 1 ll 

burg (and the thrill communicated l|| 1/ 

by it is alone worth your money, J| 11 

believe me). He finds a suflSiciently | 

embarrassed (Mr. Malcolm 

Cherry), and a Victoria outraged 

by this new instance of the jy^y^L SONS-IN-LAW (SAME WIPE), 

proverbial tactlessness of Enoch ShtUtUworth (Mss Lottie VBmE) to William 

Ardens. ^ ^ Cbjbles Bawtmey) mid Frederick (Mr. Malcolm 

But Victoria need not have Chubby). ‘*Very thoughtless op you both. Op 
worried. Each in a paroxysm of uouebe it's hot qvvm so inconvenient pob me as 


I 

. 1 / 


THE RIVAL SONS-IN-LAW (SAME WIPE). 
Mrs. Shuttleworth (Miss Lottie Venne) to William 
(Mr. Cbables Hawtbey) and Frederick (Mr. Malcolm 


I know it ’s not their fault. 

Miss Mary Jerrold has only to 
look at you with eyes and a smile 
like that to persuade you that 
is really a dear old lady, not 
the merest saccharine convention, 
rpm Miss Stella Jesse, ditto : enough 
to break up any bachelors’ club. 
1 ^^ The heroine, B^ith, I frankly found 
impossible. Miss Emily Brooke 

**/ / \ competent best. In fact she played 
\ a little passage about the orphaned 
^3 j children of France with a real 
— "7/ which in any reason- 

/ able context would have been very 
J effective. But Mr. Hobble has a 
1^ . I cocktail mind : any old ingredients, 
inilfl shaken up, will do for him. 

11 n|| It is high time America went dry. 
ii II ^^® honours must 

H II go to Mr. George Tully for a 
I really first-rate piece of character- 
isation. Mr. Mulcasteb, Mr. Sam 
Livesey, Mr.WEGUBLiN were capa- 
/IPE) ^i® support. Mr. Matthews 
William seemed unhappy ; and I don’t won- 
Malcolm ^ packed audience “ simply 

)th. Op loved it.” 

OB ME AS But please don’t suppose that 


generosityispreparingtostealaway ^ daughter; but still I find it most un- l am simple enough to think that 


and leave the Dear Little Thing 

to the other. A way out of the impasse 1 A delightful entertainm 
is discovered by Victoria, who has fallen this sound lesson in it 


America is any more like Daddies 
A delightful entertainment, and with I than England is like a dozen plays we 


-Beware of 


in love with the Rolls-Eoyce of a marrying Dear Little Things. 

Wangler (sugar, jobs, exemptions, pass- » 

ports and that kind of thing). He has Daddies. 

been winning the War on the home If Mr. Maugham has wrapped up his 


front, and accordingly has a coronet naughtiness in a cloud of gossamer, Mr. 
in prospect. So a divorce is to be John L. Hobble offers a thoroughly 
arranged. The services (purely tech- homely and wholesome theme which 
nical and formal) of an irreproachable gets wholesomer and heavier as Act 
and unapproachable spinster are en- pitilessly succeeds Act. Mr. Hobble 
gaged, so that the decencies of the law is on the side of the angels and their 



may be observed. 

We are all tired of saying how per- 


wings must be still sticky with it. 

I am conscious of betraying mysdf 



fectly charming Miss Gladys Cooper as a man of depraved taste and shocking L I j ' J 

looked. It happens to be true. It insensibility. For here were five noisy |/1 §\ ij \\ \ 

was part of the point that she didn’t Pittsburg bachelors (full of strange m rl I \ I 

need to do much else. Mr. Hawtrby “Kahs” and strong cocktails) so worked |/' i/ ' \ | 

and Mr. Cherry, in their self-sacrific- upon by the wistful beauty of little li L i \\ 

ing duel, are very pleasant to watch, abstract children and the manoeuvres \ w I 1 \ 1\ 

Mr. Maugham gives them the most ad- of a perfect dear of a mother that the JlrT V 1 \ 

mir ably pointed and polished dialogue, bard Pittsburg steel was turned to 
Miss Jean Cadell, as the professional sugar in their vitals — a process to 
intervener, chaste ministress of the which I find stout noisy men of the 

law’s least savoury ceremouies, gave produciug clasps in America (on the ..the SICK HEART OP BUTH« (Keats). 
a deservedly applauded performance, stage) axe peculiarly liable. ^ 

That exquisite droU, Miss Lottie There are touches of originality in 

VENNE, drew tears from my eyes. If the treatment. The heroine comes on sick to start -with and now I’m love- 
Mr. Lyston Lyle spoke more like a suffering from sea-sicknessr a moving sick ; I hope you won’t mind my r;ETTiNG 
toastmaster than a solicitor and had figure ; the hero, that is to say the same facial expression do fob both 
his mind more clearly made up than most i^tuous of the five, catches it in 

any solicitor I have ever met, the mal- the modified form of love-sickness, and could all name. Otherwise, between 
icious satire on our divorce laws got we — but let not, a feeling for symmetry us, we must have lost the War. T. 
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Profiteer's Wife, »Havb all plowbbs got Izatik names?” 
Profiteer's Wife, "Event the common ones?” 

Profiteer's Wife, "Isn’t nature wonoerpul 1 


Morist, " Yes, Madam.” 
Florist, "Yes, Madam,” 


OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

{3y Mr , Punch's Stotff of Learned GlerJcs,) 

Miss Cecilia Hill, whose Wings Triumphant I remember 
to have much eQjoyed, has now followed it with Stone Walls 
(Mutchinson). Since the action passes entirely in (I mean 
on) a marsh, you must understand the stone walls in a 
sense strictly symbolic— the kind, in short, that do a prison 
make. In the present instance they enclosed Petra Pen^ 
rose, the heroine, until such time as the tale had gone' on 
long enough for her to find freedom in the loving arms of 
the hero. I^erhaps you see already a certain scepticism in 
my attitude ? The- melancholy troth is that, while I found 
Miss Hill s marsh-land sketches admirably real, her people 
appeared, almost all of them, to suffer incurably from the 
complaint of being characters in a book. Perhaps Petra 
herself, apart from her name, was the mildest case; her 
lonely childhood and her devotion, in jealous silence, to the 
memory of her fathp were human enough. Petra's father, 
one gathers vaguely, had been a victim to the artistic 
temperament, so much so indeed that her mother had 
divorced him and married again, this time a gentleman 
whose public name was Thraxted, but who in private 
enjoyed^ the courtesy-title of Papa, You observe a nice 
^ confess to some sneaking sympathy 

with Papa, He was not ihdigenpus to the marsh, may 
indeed have been of rheumatic tendeacj^ and it is very 
possible that this soured him just as much as his obvious J 


efforts to hve np to his position as the brutal stepfather of 
hotaon. .The not unexpected resul*-.was that he behaved 
Ufce an incredible ass and was very properly discomfited: 
while Petva. tnumphant, embraced her artist and (true to 
tbe marsh habt) was rewarded with the prospect of a 
mth-floor flat in Westminster. So much for her; as for 

ffona work that is more convincine 
and will, I am confident, do it again. ■ ° 

I can hardly suppose Mr. Anthony Hohe innocent of a 
sly mte^ to score off his readers in the matter of Beau- 
maroy Home from the Wars (Methuen). As early as 
page 38 dora the identity of the elderly reclUse, whom 
Beaumaroy kept secluded in Tower Cottage, begin (ap- 
parently) to reveal itself to the astute. ' Bh? by hit, and 
as it were casually, you hear of his passion for speech-' 
mailing, his harsh voice, violent temper and disabled arm. 
u J- ®^y> turns out no such matter, 

but ]ust Mr. Hope’s little joke in thus presenting a harmless 
megalomamac as the arch-oriminal that he him- 

self. All this IS good entertainment enough ; the trouble is 
that, once the revelation is made, the gas is out of the baUoon, 
beyond the power of any subsequent effort to reinfla'te it. 
In othCT words, Mr. Hope seems, strangely for so practised 
a craftsman, to have started his tale without material 
enough to keep it going. For my own part; at least the 
morm problern of whether Beaumardy will collar the money 
left by old Saffron, or be redeemed by his love for a lay- 
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figure heroine named Mary, entirely failed to excite any bad found a Cubist fourth leg on a be 

interest. Eventually, of course, Romance has it ; the Saffron a J acobean reproduc tiou (with wo rm-holes). 

Tor vollcw) gold. £f06S to its righ.tful liGirSj Siiid wg Ig&vg l'l. l 

BeJmaroy with a bank-balancG well lost for love. I fear I The Bed One (Mills and Boon) is, I should judge, that 
must call him but a degenerate successor of those heroes, sort of hasty posthumous collection of a dead author s u^n- 
gallant, humorous or cvnical, from the same pen who have published odds and ends which is apt not to enhance his 
liven me so much enjoyment in the past. . reputation. Mr. Jack London had consistently done better 

^ •'_! work than these four shortish stories. The first, which 

Except for the amiable confidant, the sleuth-hounds of fic- gives its title to the volume, is a story of and human 

tion as a rule range splendidly alone. Whether panting over sacrifices and a wonderful dome ot metal (dropped from 
the housetops in pursuit of their prey or battling with brain another world ?) of which the wonderful reverberations 
waves in the depths of an armchair, they scorn the intelli- were taken for the voice of the god. It just fails to get 
gent accomplice. If anyone is allowed for a moment to home. The Hussy tells^ competently but not 
overshadow their masterly cunning it is the dark sinister effectively the story of a gigantic nugget finder w^h a 
figure in the centre of that .web of villainies which for so jealous wife. “ Argus of the Ancient Times deals with the 
long have baffled the secret ser- f— adventures of an old man on the 


I Klondike and wealth. 

Parts of it are quite excellent. 
I conceive that it would have 
been retouched by a clever and 
conscientious hand. “The Prin- 
cess is a quite unconvincing 
and desperately squalid inter- 
lude in the life of three “ alki- 
stiffs who had degenerated into 
‘ * stew-bum s ’ ^—ang lied the lowest 
type of drunken tramp. Perhaps 
the disgust which nauseates one 
was just the effect that this 
far-and-deep-travelled master of 
violent-coloured language de- 
signed to create. But I must 
' read White Fa 7 igs again to take 
the bad taste away. 


The scenes of The Enchanted 
^ Pe7i (Methuen) are laid at the 
Court of the Kmg of theH^undred 
Towns, whither various suitors 
came to win the hand of the 
Princess Gelandme. At the best 
of times it could have been no 
matter to court such a 
^ sprightly lady as the Princess, 

but these times were exception- 
ally out of joint for such pur- 
— poses because the fairies had 
has in The Betrayers (Stanley “Gbeat heavens! the buddee’s beoken ope!” taken things iii hand. Direc^^ 

Paul) a stirrmg tale to tell of ..Nbvbb mh®, D4.BMNa, n doesn’t show.” asmtor (or a non-smtoi for that 

the thirteenth-century struggle matter) got possession of the pen 

between the Pope and Feedeeick II., Emperor of the he became a most violent socialist, and gave the poor old 
Holy Eoman Empire. I have more than a suspicion King more shocks than were good for a man of his age. The 
that, after the economical habit which is growing upon whole story is a curious jumble, but Miss Editha Blaikley 
our novelists, he has warmed up the hero of a former book disarms this criticism by proclaiming, on the second page 
in that secretary to the Count of Soissons, Marie Bisson, of her book, that “ accurate-minded persons who become 
who, half-priest and widower, tells with due modesty how restive when stories betray a careless disregard for ana- 
he saved the Empeeoe’s life and won himself a second chronisms had better pause . . . For myself — though 
bride. There are desperate gallops to warn or rescue, I will yield to nobody in accuracy of mind — I went straight 
rivers in flood to swim on horseback, a hand-to-hand fight on without stopping and fared none the worse for that. 

with a hunch-back as strong and wicked as only hunch- 

backs in fiction know how to be, and a readable report of ^ ^ ^ a i a at.- . « 

tho Oounoil ol of 1246 with tho 0/ M 

setting the fashion for Cook s tourists by proclaiming the device, which will fit any make of car, provides for the sounding 

'superiority of English customs at every opportunity. The of a loud gong immediately the car is moved, which continues all 
Betrayers is, of course, not what furniture shops call “ real the while the car is in motion. The box containing the gang is 
antique,” but it is at least so good a copy that once or fitted with a look.“—Da% 

twice, when, for instance, Marh, in a well-flavoured passage But why not keep^ the box locked (in the manner of our 
about lampreys, full of atihosphere, remarked “ the palate Peimb " Ministee), with the gang of bandits inside, and 
cannot sense its blessings,” I was as much surprised as if I save all further trouble? 


vice of two continents or more. 
Mr. Hulbeet Footnee has, I 
think, created a new model for 
detective fiction in the business- 
like practitioner with an office, 
who receives intelligence reports 
from half-a-dozen subordinates, 
and is in fact entirely dependent 
upon one of them for the final 
triumph of right. If I have any 
fault to find with Thieves* Wit 
(Hoddee and Stoughton) as an 
American yarn of the discom- 
fiture of crooks in the jewel 
line, it is that there is too much 
organisation and too little rough- 
and-tumble. I had almost begun 
to fear that nobody, after all, 
would scramble over the roof 
lightly attired, with a couple of 
revolvers or so in his teeth. But 
the thrills came thick about us 
at last; the' pursuit in a motor- 
car was not forgotten; lovers 
were reunited and the body of 
Mr, AlfredMount, arch-criminal, 
“ stiffened outr in a briet spasm 
and he fell over sideways^ on 
the seat — deadl” 


Mr. Hamilton Deummond 
has in The Betrayers (Stanley 
Paul) a stirring tale to tell of 
the thirteenth-century struggle 





Be, “Gee AT heavens! the bxjddee’s beoken ope! 
She, “Nevee mind, dablino, it doesn’t show.” 
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nMARiVARIA * ^^ssyfoot; Johnson says that politician/’ If Mr. Smieeie will with- 

UnAKIVAKIA. [^0 gQ^j name “Pussyfoot” while draw the word “ mere ” Mr. Churchiee 

“Britain,” says a report, “has asked chasing outlaws in the United States, has promised to rally a bit- 
the United States to send an army of The iu-laws, we gather, were behind 

two hundred thousand men to Armenia him to a woman. It is said that the picture of the year 

to protect the Christian inhabitants.” is a post-impressionist pastel of two 

While unable to comply with the re- The difference between fresh eggs and miners going to work. Turned upside 

quest' President Wilson, we learn, has new-laid eggs is again under discussion, down it also represents two miners 
intimated that any Armenians who The simple test is to ask your grocer going home from work, 
succeed in escaping will receive a sym- for new-laid eggs. If he is just sold ''Si/' 

pathetic hearing from^ the Senate out theV' were new-laid. If he has just At last something is being done for 
Poreign delations Committee. ' a few left they' are merely fresh. ' the upper classes. A Stoke Newington 


pathetic hearing from the Senate out they were new-laid. If he has just 
Poreign delations Committee. ' a few left they' are merely fresh. 

'I' 

The Board of Trade returns for A man who was arrested as he was 
August show that we exported to pro- leaving a South Coast train was found 


t theV'Were new-laid. If he has just At last something is being done for 
ew left they' are merely fresh. ' the upper classes. A Stoke Newington 
***5.,* dealer is offering silk hats at three- 

A man who was arrested as he was pence each. .r. 


hibition America six hundred and to have eleven stolen cabbages with T/z-g Dai ZT/il/aiZ expresses gratification 
seventy-three proof gallons of spirits, him. It appears that he had plucked at the fact that six thousand three 

j. _ 1 1 X J.I 11 J.J . . .L J * T 1 1 1 1 • J 1-^1* 


to be used for medicinal purposes, 
Somebody must have fainted. 


A German general 
has been offered two 
thousand five liundred 
pounds a month to take 
supreme command of 
the Bolshevik armies. 
We should like to know 
by what piece of official 
incompetence our own 
War Office lost this 
valuable order. 

• * 

Sir Ernest Shaokle- 
TON, says a daily con- 
temporary, is now in 
London, having been 
away from civilisation 
for some time. We can- 
not help thinking that 
he hasn't missed much 
i civilisation. 


them from the allotments near the line hundred and ninety babies were born 


' as the train was hurrying along. 




1 in one week of August. Our con tern- ! 

porary however should 
"i;.; not be too sanguine. 

' !, ! / .1 i'ij They may not ail be 

I f'^nti-Coalitionists. 

‘ I ® ‘ *** 

I Rl ■ We are pleased to see 

I \f 3 . that the Government 

i^ppeal for economy is 
bearing fruit. Agentle- 

ImBmIIiI I seen' in the 

week 

wearing only one spat. 

The price of skinned 
we read, is 
likely to be increased 
this year. Meanwhile 
A nothingis being done for 
the skinned consumer. 



AnepbewGfHuEBTAl “Isbe you sav iHTou3.Ai.vEBiisE5teNTs that cabpi^s bo kot fade ” intimation has 

I SiB-AKD, MOEE, THEY BOE’T.’’ \ 

Carranza and lay before him plans for Members of the Metropolitan police among those who feared that next year 
a Mexican settlement. But not if Car- are proceeding to Warsaw to organise wasn’t going to be allowed to come at 
RANZA can get hold of the revolver first, the police force there^ Whether they all. ,j. 

will ever master such difficult Polish 

The Bobber’s Gi’ave, a well-known phrases as “ Youshutupyerjaw ” or The reduction of staffs' in Govern- 
object of interest to visitors near Aber- “ Nunuvyerlipaiseenyer ” is another ment offices has greatly annoyed many 
ystwith, is to be sold. It looks like a question. ,15 ^ typists who were thinking of marrying 

unique chance for one of our profiteers. . * and settling down there. 

“Little attention,” says Dr. Shad- 

A seventy -year -old- bootblack has well, “seems to be paid to history ' “The secret of a happy life,” says 
received a legacy of fifteen hundred nowadays.” It is only due to an over- Lord Eisher in The Times, “ is never 
pounds. When asked How he proposed sight, we gather, that the Trade Union to contradict, never explain, and never 
to spend it, he is understood to have Congress did not decide to abolish his- apologise.” But surely we cannot all 
said that he is waiting to See what Mr. tory altogether. be Cabinet Ministers. 

Leoyd George does with his. 

“A man never ought to be allowed TheBoardof Control report a marked 
. According to a lecturer at the British to leave so much money,” says a decrease of lunacy in England and 
Association, margarine can be made Labour writer, discussing the wiE of Wales. No blame, we understand, 
from castor oil. Something being added, an American. It ought to be pointed attaches to the telephone service. 


“Things will be even 
worse next year,” says 
Mr. J. H. Thomas, M.P. 
This intimation has 
caused much relief 


' “The secret of a happy life,” says 
Lord Eisher in The Times, “ is never 


from castor oil. Something being added, an American. It ought to be pointed 
of course, to give the distinctive flavour, out th^t the millionaire in question did 
. ' ' * not really want to leave it. 


Grocers, we bear, are suffering from 
a shortage of scoop scxles. Many are 


have as high -an opinion of 


having recourse to their scale of prices Mr. Chxjrch^ee,” said 


to obtain the necessary scoop. 


Mr. Chxjrch^ee,” said Mr. Egbert 
Smielie, “as I have of any other mere 


More Commercial Candour. 
“2-Domii Amebican Silk Gloves. 
Usually 4/9 Pr. 

Sale Price, 3/9 Pr. 

They Won’t Last Long.” 

Advt. in “ Sydney Morning Serald,^ 


VOL. CLVII, 
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THE LAST STRAW. 

It was oae of those summer eyenktgs 
with the chill on, so after dinner we lit 
the smoMng-room fire and wondered 
what to do. There were eight of us ; 
J,ust the right number for two bridge 
tables, or four picquet pairs, or eight 
patience singles. 

“Oh, no, not cards,” said Celia 
quickly. “ They ’re so dull.” 

“Not when you get a grand slam,” 
said our; host, thinking of an accident 
wliich had happened to him the night 
before- ; 

“ Even then I don’t suppose anybody 
laughed.” 

Peter and I, who were partners on 
I that occasion, admitted that we hadn’t 
' laughed. 

“Well, there you are,” said Celia 
triumphantly. “ Let ’s play proverbs.” 

' “I, don’t think I know it,” said 

‘ Herbert, (He wouldn’t.) 

“ Qh,, it ’s quite easy. First you think 
of a proverb.” 

“Like ‘A burnt camel spoils the 
moss,’ ” I explained. 

“You mean. * A burnt child dreads 
the fire,’ ” corrected Herbert. 

Celia caught my eye and went on 
hurriedly, “ Well, then somebody goes 
outside, and then be asks questions ” 

“ From outside ? ” asked Mrs. Herbert. 

“ From inside,” I assured her. 
“Generally from very near the fire, 
beoaufse be Ijas got so cold waiting in 
the hall.” 

“ Oh, yes, I see.” , , 

“ And- then ho asks questions, and we 
eaeh have to get one of the words of 
the proverb into our answer, without 
letting Inm? know what the proverb is. 
It*'® rather fun.” 

Peter and his wife, who knew the 
game,.' agreed. Mrs. Herbert seemed 
resigned to the worst, but Herbert,, 
though faint, was still pursuing. 

But, doesn’t he what^ the pro- 
is 7 ” he asked. 

I “Bometimea,.” I admitted. “ But 
' sometimes, if we are very, very deyerj. 

; he doesn’t. That, in fact, is the game,” 

^ Our host got up' mdi went to the 
i door, • . . - . 

[ “I thm^ I see,” he sstid ; “ and I want 
I nay pipe anyhow^ So i "M go out first.”- 
I “Now then,” said Celia, when the 
! door was safely closed, “ what shall we 
I have? ” 

; Of course yo-u know this game, and 
j you know the difficulty of thinking of a 
I proverb which has no moss or stable-; 

I doors or gla^houses in it; all of them 
: words which it is impassible to include 
natur^y in an answ^ to- an ordinary 
question. The proverbs which Mrs. 
Herbert suggested were full of moss. 

“ What about ♦ It ’s rievex too- late to 


mend ? ’ said Mrs. Peter. “ The only 
-difficult word is ‘mend.’ ” 

' “ We mustn’t have less than seven 
words, one for each of us.” 

“ Can’t we get something from Solo- 
mon for a change?” said Peter. “ * A 
roaring lion is a calamity to his father, 
but the cautious man cometh not again.’ 
That sort of thing.” 

“ We might try it,” said Celia doubt- 
fully, not feeling quite sure if it were 
a real proverb; “ but * cometh ’ would be 
difficult.” 

“I don’t see why,” said Herbert. 
“One could always work it in some- 
how.” 

“ Well, of course, if he asked you, 
‘By what train cometh thou up in 
! the mornings ? * you could answer, ‘ I 
^cometh up by the- ten-fifteen.’ Only; 
you don’t get that sort of question as a 
rule.” 

“ Oh, I see/’ said Herbert. “ I didn’t 
quite understand.” 

“ I expect we shall have to fall back 
on a camel after all;” said Celia. “ ‘ It ’s 
the last straw that breaks the camel’s 
back.’* Who, ’ll do ‘camel’s’? You’d 
bettei*,” she added kindly to me. 

Everybody but myself seemed to 
think that this was a good idea. 

“ I ’ll do ‘ straw,’ ” said Peter gener- 
ously, whereupon Celia volunteered for 
“ breaks.” There were seven of us for 
nine words. We gave Mrs. Herbert 
the second “ the,” fearing to trust her 
with anything more alarming, and in 
order to keep it in the family w’e gave 
the other “ the ” to Herbert,, who was 
also responsible for “ back.” Our hostess 
had “ last ” and Mrs. Peter had “ that.” 
All this being settled, our host was 
admitted into his smoking-room again. 

. . “ You begin with me” I said, and I 
was promptly asked, “How many blue 
beans make five ? ” When I had made 
a suitable answer into which “it’s” 
jmmo without much difficulty, our host 
turned to Btebert, Herbert’s face had 
already assumed a look of strained 
expectancy. 

“ Well, Herbert, what do you think 
iof Lloyd GnonoE? ” 

I “Yes,” said Herbert. “Yes — er — 

- yes.” He wiped the perspiration from 
I his brow. “He— er— that is to say 
^ I — er — L loyd Geoboe^ yes.” 

I “ Is that the answer ? ” said our host, 
father surprised. 

! Heitext explained hastily that he 
hadn’t really begun yet,, and with the 
-aid of an aneedobe about a cousin of his 
who had met Winston CnuEieHiLL at 
Dieppe onee, he nranaged to get “ the ” 
in several times before blowing hi^ 
nose vigorously and announcing that 
he had finished. 

“I believe he’s pfeyir^ a difermt 
game,” murmured Geha.'tD Mrs. Pet^.* 


The next three words were disposed 
of easily enough, a lucky question to 
Peter about the weather giving him an 
opportunity to refer to his straw hat. 
It was now Celia’s turn for “ breaks.” 

“ Nervous ? ” I asked her. 

“ All of a twitter,” she said. 

“Well, Celia,” said our host, “ ho-w 
long are you going to stay with us ? ” 

“Ch, a long time yet,” said Celia 
confidently. 

“Till Wednesday, anyhow,” I inter- 
rupted, thinking it a good opportunity 
to clinch the matter. 

“ We generally stay,” explained Celia, 
“ until our host breaks it to us that he 
can’t stick us any longer.” 

“Not that that often happens,” 1 
added. 

“ Look here, which of you is answer- 
ing the question?” 

“ I am,” said Celia firmly. 

“ Well, have you answered it yet ? ” 

“To tell the truth I’ve quite for- 
gotten the word that Oh, I re- 

member now. Yes,” she went on very 
distinctly and slowly, “I hope to re- 
main under your roof until next Wednes- 
day morn. Whew ! ” and she fanned 
lierself with her handkerchief. 

Mrs. Herbert repeated her husband’s 
triumph with “the,” and then it was 
my turn again for these horrible camels. 
My only hope was that our host would 
ask me if 1 had been to the Zoo lately, 
but I didn’t see why he should., He 
didn’t. 

“ Would it surprise you to hear,” he 
' asked, “ that the President of Czechto- 
I Slovakia has a very long beard ? ” 

“If it had only been ‘ goats,”* I 
! murmured to myself. Aloud I said, 
“ What?” in the hope of gaining a 
little more time. 

He repeated his question. 

“No,” X saidslovvly, “no, it wouldn’t,” 
and I teLegraphed an appeal to Celia 
for help. She nodded back at me, 

“ Haveyoufimshed? ” askedour host. 

“ Good lord, nfO, I shall be half-an- 
:hour yet. The fact is you ‘*ve asked the 
wrong question. You see, I ’ve got to 
get in 'moss.’” 

“I thought it was ‘camels/” said 
Celia carelessly^ 

No, ‘ moss/ Now if you *d only 
asked mo a question about gardening 

You* see, the proverb we wanted 

to have first of all was ‘ I^ople wh6 
-live in glass houses shouldn’t throw 
stones/ only ‘ throw ’ was so difficult. 

.Almost as difficult as ” I toned 

to Celia. “ What was it you said just 
now? ” 

“ Camels,” said Celia. 

“ ‘^Oamd:®/ yes, ox ^staMe dolors/ oi* 
‘horses.* However, there it is,” and 
i enlarged a little moane on. the difficulty 
of gef‘tingdn'tb€^ very difficult words. 
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HIGHWAY POLITICS. 

Mfi. SMims. “NATIONALIZATION OE YOUE LZPE?" • 

Mb. Li^o^oGegbob, “OEETAINLY NOT MY LIFE. I CAN TELL YOU THAT AT ONCE 
I ’DON’T NEED- TO COI^SULT THE PBESS ABOUT . THAT.!’ ' 






The Artist. “I say, Guv'kok, would you mind standin* on the cheese instead op the ‘Death o' Nelson' 


“Thank you very much/* said our 
host faintly when I had finished. 

It was the last straw which broke 
the camel’s'back, and it was Herbert who 
stepped forward blithely with the last 
straw. Our host, as he admitted after- 
wards, was still quite in the dark, and 
with his last question he presented 
Herbert with an absolute gift. 

“When do you go back to Devon- 
shire ? *' he asked« 

“ We — er — return next month," an- 
swered Herbert, “I should say," he 
added hastily, “we go hoLch next 
month," 

My own private opinion was that 
the sooner he returned to Devonshire 
the better, A. A, M. 

“BY THE SPBEE. 

Berlin as a ‘Summer Besort.' ’’ 

Daily Pa;^er. 

We take our hats off to the headliner 
who resisted the temptation to say 
“ On " instead of “ By." 

“ To help along the coming of that dreadful 
day Mr. Johnson's ‘ spellbinders ’ have arrived 
from America . . , Ladies are amongst them, 
and they have been specially chosen for their 
eloquence. They know just how bad it is for 
you to drink the amber uidfl.” 

Evening Standard, 

It looks as if the knowledge were 
spreading. 


THE PINK ENVELOPE. 

Some philosopher once observed that 
the good man is never nervous when the 
post arrives. I may claim to be a very 
good man. I await the post calmly 
confident that no one who owes me 
money will have sent it me, and that 
everyone I owe money to will be askings 
for it. But I have no hideous secret to 
conceal. No blackmailer preys on me. 
I am willing to make an agreement that 
anyone can read all my letters on con- 
dition that he takes on himself the 
burden of answering them. 

When Jane brought in the post the 
other morning I could feel that her eyes 
rested on the topmost letter of the pile 
she handed to me. It was a note in a 
pink, oblong, slightly scented envelope, 
addressed to me in a lady's writing. 
Never before did I receive a billet-doux, 
yet I recognised this as one at the first 
glance, I saw my wife's eyes stray from 
her letters towards the pink envelope. 
My conscience was clear, but my hue 
became that of the envelope. I won- 
dered that Jane, who evidently recog- 
nised the nature of the missive, had so 
little tact as to place it on the top of 
my letters. No one had any reason for 
writing love-letters to me, but if some 
too susceptible lady had discovered 
charm in me I felt that she would 


have shown more discretion if she had 
written to my club. I temporised, 
opening my other letters first. 

“Plumber's bill, my dear. He's 
charged £3 ISs. 2d., and he only had 
two men here for one afternoon." 

For once my wife failed to denounce 
the miscreant profiteers. 

“ Here 's a note that the library 
subscription is due. Could you look 
in and pay it when you are in town 
to-day?" 

My wife agreed mechanically. 

“ Harold is writing again. Nothing 
particular in it. Full of anecdotes of 
the wonderful things his children say 
and do." 

My wife omitted for once to comment 
with acerbity on the extraordinary in- 
fatuation my brother had for his own 
children, and his amazing neglect of 
far cleverer and prettier nephews and 
nieces. 

At last I came to it. There was a 
silence that could be felt, I wondered 
if J ane were listening outside the 
breakfast-room door. 

“ H'm, what 's this? " I said in tones 
which I strove to render casual. I felt 
that my remark rang painfully false 
and that it was enough to justify deep 
suspicion. I tore the pink envelope 
open. What should I say about this 
poor infatuated woman ? 
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Boss. “How DO YOU SPEIiL ‘INCOME’? YOU ’YE GOT HEBE * I-N-C-U-M.’ ?” 
Flwpper. “Good Heavens! How did I come to deave out the ‘b’?” 


I glanced afc the letter and passed it 
across to my wife. 

“Extraordinary methods money- 
lenders have nowadays,*' I remarked. 

“ Think of a circular like that being 
sent out in a pink envelope addressed 
in a woman's hand.’' 

“ What did you say that plumber 
charged ? ” asked my wife. The tragic 
episode was over. 

I foresee much trouble from these 
new business methods, I picture hus- 
bands furtively sliding these pink letters 
away into their pockets, to be opened in 
secret. I picture wives steaming the 
envelopes to see what the wicked woman 
has been writing to him. It is true they 
will find nothing compromising, only 
that the New Imperial Einance Com- 
pany is prepared to lend any sum up to 
fifty thousand pounds on note of hand 
at five per cent., omitting to state 
whether it is five per cent, per day, 
week or month. But the seed of sus- 
picion will have been sown. 

Still the pink envelope has brought 
me one clear gain. Jane can't have 
been listening at the door when I 
opened the letter. Since that morning 
she has regarded me with increased 
respect. I am no ordinary employer, 
but a person with a past — not to say a 
present. I fear that the old saying is 
true, that every woman at heart (ex- 
cept, perhaps, his wife) loves a rake. 


MOEE CEICKET OUEIOSITIES. 

The following letters seem to have 
been dropped into our post-box by mis- 
take. But then Mr. Illinowoeth is 
notoriously so careless. Since we have 
them, let them be printed. After all, 
The Times has had so many that it 
can’t grudge them. 

Bear Sib, — I am writing a book on 
old English customs and should greatly 
appreciate information as to when 
Cricket was first played on the hearth. 

I should also like a few particulars of 
what must have been a somewhat re- 
stricted game, similar in scope, I take 
it, to Parlour Croquet. 

Yours, etc., Inquirer. 

Bear Sib, — I was much interested 
in your letter about the possibility of 
the middle stump being left standing I 
whilst both the of and on stumps were 
levelled. I now wonder if any of your 
readers could inform me of an authentic 
case of all three stumps, or even the 
middle stump only, being removed but 
the bails not falling ; and in such a case 
would the batsman be out ? 

Yours, etc., “ E. E. S." 


connection between the letter II and 
good cricket, I might repeat a remark 
which I overheard at the Oval not very 
long ago. The prevalence of aitches in 
the Surrey team was again under dis- 
cussion, and the speaker, who was a 
man of few or no aspirations, began to 
enumerate them. “ There 's 'obbs,” he 
said, “and 'arrison and 'itch and 
’owELii. I think that 's all." ** No," 
said the other, “ the two Habels." 

I am, Yours, etc., Ovabitb. 

Bear Sir, — I remember a Gentlemen ! 
V. Players match at Lords some twenty 
or thirty years ago, when the Gentle- 
men were led into the field by a very 
big man who differed from the others 
not only by his cominanding stature 
but by wearing a large black beard. 
Cricketers being as a rule clean-shaven, 
or at most wearing a moustache, it was 


at once clear to me that this player 
was, for purposes of his own, masquer- 
ading, and had been to Clarkson's. 
Try as I might, I could not however 
discover his identity, as he was referred 
to by the crowd ^another suspicious 
sign) merely by initials. It would be a 
great load off my mind if one of your 
readers who chances to remember this 
match can enlighten me. 

Yours, etc.. Inquisitive. 

Bear Sir, — No historian of cricket 
who proposed to include a chapter on 
inexpert players of the game should 
omit the author of Alice in Wonderland, 
to whom is credited the famous remark 
that he went on to bowl only once, and 
then bowled only one ball, which, he 
was informed, would have been a wide 
— had it gone far enough. 

I am, Yours, etc., J. W. F. 
* 


Deae Sie,— i propos of your con-e- 
spondent’s interesting letter on the 



THE CUBE; 

FOB A Nation op Shop-Talkers. 


The fourteenth man said fiercely, “At the third 
I muffed r£iy mashie — thing I never do ; 

I won the fourth, approaching like a bird, 

And at the fifth my iron came in two ; 

The sixth I did in just about fifteen, 

But won the seventh with a lovely three ; 

At number eight my drive was on the green ; 

- At number nine my drive was in the sea ; 

And then I put ihy second in the hay, 

But at the ” Here I must have swooned away. 


At Baron’s Court they trampled on my feet, 

At Hammersmith I fell against a door ; 

At Stamford Brook I sank into a seat ; 

At Turnham Green I sank upon the floor ; 

But I arrived ; I was nofc playing well, 

But I arrived ” A perfect silence fell. A. P. H. 


THE PEESENCE. 


For far, far off there murmured in my head 
The talk of madmen' — “ Seven on the green ; 

The King was guarded, but I laid it dead ! 

And all the time I knew'he had the Queen; 

At the eleventh we were twelve above ; 

ThenBimpson missed a' sitter at the net ; 

T took my baffie (it was forty — love) ; 

We never had a trump the second sett ; 

But at the turn I don’t know what occurred. 

For I woke up and said a humble word. 


An infinitesimal flaxen-haired atom satin a puddle before 
the Highland Arms Hotel, splashing itself and its clothes 
and shouting for glee. Beside it stood a dignified turbaned 
figure, pleading earnestly in Hindustani. 

^ “Huzoor,” it said, “listen to the word of thy servant and 
rise; her- honour thy mother will upbraid if she see thee 
there. And behold, even to-morrow thy servant must leave 
the Presence and set forth again upon the black water: 


shall he go with a downcast face because the Presence has 


taken cold?’^ All this it said and much more, and the 
Presence continued to wallow with callous joy. 

Then on the doorstep of tlie hotel appeared the bit red- 
headed nursemaid from Morayshire, who has recently 
joined the party. “Eb, Sahndy,” she cried, “get oop.oot 
o thaht this mennit, ye bahd boy.” And Sandy rose. 


I said, “ I took a ticket out to Kew 
And got into an Inner Circle train ; 

At High Street I was told it wouldn’t do. 

So I went back to Glpucester Eoad again. 


“It is estimated that a pair of rats, producing four litters of six 
in a year, and each rat living thi-ec years, will in time be responsible 
for a progeny of over 650,000 ^Provincial Pa^er, 

Surely Adam and Eve have done better than this 1 
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HISTORICAL BY-WAYS. 

The Foster Mother. ‘<I’ve done all I could, but that young Romulus will persist in walking on his hind-legs. 




PEODUOTION AND ECONOMY, 


“The only things to save this country 
from irreparable ruin,'’ said Whortle- 
bury over the little hedge that parts 
our gardens, “are increased productivity 
and ruthless economy. Have a cigar.” 

I accepted his offer. “True, true,” 

1 said gravely. 

Although Whortlebury is a journalist 
I am not always in unqualified agree- 
ment with his dicta, but in this case 
I felt he had authority behind him. 

I am sure I have seen the same thing 
said before, somewhere. 

“‘More work and less' play "must 
be our watchword. Every additional 
hour you put in means so much more 
employment for your fellow-workmen. 
Shorter hours and excessive wages 
spell starvation for your next-door 
neighbour.” 

“Admirably put,” I exclaimed; 
“ would that everyone thought as you 
do, \\' hoitlebury. What a merry land ] 
this England of ours would be.” 

W'hortlebury waved his hand in 
modest deprecation; “Plain common 
sense,” he observed, “ only they won’t 
realize it. They ’ll discover their mis- 
take when the nation goes bankrupt.” 

“ True,” I groaned. 

“ By the way,” went on Whortlebury 
more brightly, “ did I tell you my latest 
idea for the garden? I’m having the 
marrow bed and the potato patch there 
levelled over and laid with turf this 
autumn, so that we can get some 


tennis next summer. I ’ve been want- : 
ing to do it for years, but I couldn’t 
afford it.” 

“ Won’t it be rather an expensive 
job just now?” I asked, 

“Afraid it will,” said Whortlebury 
lightly, “but it will be well worth it 
next year.” 

“But/’ I hazarded timidly, “what 
about tho need for increased production 
and ruthless economy? Wouldn’t this 
be rather a bad example to set the 
nation?” 

Whortlebury was in no way abashed. 
“Pooh,” he said, “there is no connec- 
tion at all. i was referring to the 
country at large. I ’ve had enough of 
work and worry and self-denial these 
last five years; I mean to enjoy life a 
bit now. What’s the use of making 
yourself miserable ? Besides, between 
ourselves, you know, a lot of these 
warnings and pessimistic speeches are 
nothing but' bluff, to scare us out of 
our pleasures and make up for Govern- 
ment extravagance. Wby doesn’t the 
Government do mpre to cut down its | 
own expenditure if the facts are as 
serious as they tell us ? ” 

Whortlebury’s is a dominating per- 
sonality, and I didn’t like to say any- 
thing more at the time. As I was 
^ reading my paper later in the evening, 

3 however, an exceedingly telling article 
j caught my eye. It was headed ‘'Econ- 
) omy or Buin,” and in trenchant phrases 
j it set forth the alternatives of individual 

3 retrenchment or public disaster. 


it concluded, “ must cut down your ex- 
penses.” I felt it was my duty to bring 
this to Whortlebury’s notice. 

I handed it to him next morning in 
the train. “Very sound article that,” 

I said. 

Whortlebury glanced his eye down 
I the column. “ Yes, I think it does 
I rather touch the spot,” he observed, 
beaming complacently; “as a matter 
of fact I wrote it myself.' I got the 
idea after the luncheon we gave yester- 
day to our Chief in honour of his K.B.E. 
Champagne always gives me ideas.” 

DIEECT ACTION AND CEOOKED 
SPEECH. 

[Being a condensed version in Dog-Latin 
and doggerel verse of Hr. Stuaet Bunning’s 
Presidential Address at the Trade Union 
CJongress.] 

Actio directa nocet — 

Sic experientia docet ; 

Sed oratio obliqua 
Civitati est inimica. 

The action of workers described as i 
“ direct ” 

Is a danger that needs to be countered 
and checked ; 

But no less is the evil that’s done to 
the State 

WJien Ministers will not or cannot 
speak straight. 

The Sporting Midlands. 

‘ . ‘‘Shooting, Fishing, etc. 

L ' Shoot Wanted, for 300 loads good earth."’ 

' Birmingham Post. 
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PETER GOES GOLFING. 

Peter belongs to the “old school,” 
so he says. But whether he says it 
because he went to Winchester in the 
days of his not far-distant youth, or 
whether it is because he says “gad- 
zooks ! ” instead of — anything else, 
when he foozles his drive, I do not 
know. 

James is somewhat of a contrast, 
and yet they have a certain amount in 
common ; at any rate they find com mon 
topics to quarrel about. Por instance, 
if Peter says that the Kaiser ought to 
be hanged James will not counter with 
an assertion that white Leghorns are 
better than buff Orpingtons ; he will 
simply reply that the Kaiser is a 
human being. 

Then they will fight for half-an-hour 
or so, and after that go out for a 
friendly game of golf. 

Golf, by the way, is a game at which 
neither excels, but at which both are 
ambitious. James goes out chiefly for 
exercise and plays with a care -free 
devilry. Peter is the sort of man who 
would set up a theodolite and take 
bearings all over the green before he 
condescends to push his ball (more or 
less) towards the hole. But he would 
do it, not in order to facilitate his putt 
— ^probably he would not know how to 
use a theodolite — but to impress others 
with his precision. 

Take last Tuesday, for example. 
James and Peter went to watch the 
finals of some veryimportant foursomes. 
I too went, and noticed with surprise 
— nay, alarm — that Peter was carrying 
clubs and was dressed in a large and 
sloppy cap, a sport’s-coat of the same 
quality, breeches to match and pale grey 
stockings. In fact he looked the oyer- 
compleat golfer. I questioned him on 
all this and was given to understand 
that he wished to be taken — this James 
corrected to “ mis-taken ” — for one of 
the players. 

And let it here be said to Peter’s 
credit that he is in no wise ashamed 
of being an abominable swank ; in fact 
he rather glories in it. As I say, it is 
all to his credit. 

“You see,” he pointed out ingenu- 
ously, “there are so many players in 
a foursome — four to be precise — hence 
the name.” 

I am not really a duffer at this sort 
of thing, but Peter likes to think he 
knows more than I do. 

“ Pray continue,” I said coldly. 

“ And, since this is so, no one finds 
out till the eighteenth hole is neared — 
the eighteenth, you 'know, is the last — 
exactly who the players are. Thus for 
approximately seventeen holes I shall 
have the unparalleled though passing 


glory of being taken for — who knows ? 
— the champion, perhaps.” 

As I pointed out, Peter is ambitious. 
I made a suitable remark and we 
passed on. James was silent. 

Arrived at the first tee, we found 
that some fifty persons had turned out, 
and before these Peter paraded himself, 
by numbers and omnipotently. 

A full account of the game would be 
superfluous here ; suffice to say that at 
the seventeenth bole the parties con- 
cerned were all square. The excite- 
ment was intense ; even Peter began to 
take more interest in the game than in 
himself. In this wise the last hole was 
reached, and on the green one pair had 
two strokes to win. A caddy, in attire 
somewhat similar to Peter’s, stood at 
the fiag and contemplated the distance. 
He whose turn it was to play walked 
backwards, crouching down, as is the 
wont of golfers on the green. Then, 
having satisfied himself that the hole 
was still there, he took aim and hit. 
The ball rolled towards the hole — no, 
it would not go down this time ; but it 
would leave an easy shot for his part- 
ner. The game was as good as won, 
when lol the unexpected happened. 
Cannoning off a piece of dust which the 
reckless player had neglected to blow 
away, the ball hit the caddy’s foot 1 

0 reader, if thou playest not golf, 
know well that if your ball hits your 
own caddy the hole is lost, and if the 
hole be the last one and you are all 
square then you lose the match. 

The crowd dispersed, when down 
upon them, as a wolf on the fold, came 
The Daily Snap Man, as all Press 
photographers are known. Bouncing 
down, he aimed his implement straight 
at Peter! Peter swelled. He posed. 
He lit a cigarette. He threw it away 
and life a cigar. It was the end of a 
perfect day. 

'Ai * Hi iii 

This is the beginning of the next one. 
The scene is laid in the lodgings we 
share together — James, Pefeer and my- 
self. The time is that of breakfast. 

Enter Peter. He leaps on The Daily 
Snap and opens it. Turning feverishly 
over .the pages he at length descries 
his likeness. 

“ Here is fame ! ” he said, and started 
to read the paragraph beneath. 

He read, “We append a photo of the 
caddy whose foot proved to be of such 
influence in the ” 

Peter said he didn’t feel like eggs 
and bacon. 

“Quarantine Apples fob Sale.” 

Advt, in Local Paper, 

These imported varieties are all very 
well, but give us home-grown Quar- 
rendens. 


AN OPTIMIST OF THE BALKANS. 

I HAD spread my English newspaper 
on the table of the caf6, in the shade 
of a great tree in the square of the 
little Macedonian town, and my friend. 
Captain Aristides Epiglottis, was dip- 
ping into it. 

“This paper ’ere,” he observed, por- 
ing over an editorial, “ ’e ’as it all very 
plain. I read the English papers with 
much pleasure. I am great reader, me.” 

I agreed politely. 

“’E say ’ere,” continued Aristides, 
“that this war ’as been wasted and 
unproductive effort from many points 
of view. That is very right. In the 
Turk war I kill eight men. In the Bul- 
gar war I kill five officers what was 
drinking in a brasserie. And ’ow many 
’ave I kill in this war ? No one at all.” 
This seemed extraordinary hard luck. 

“ Since you Allies ’ave land at Salon- 
ique we ’ave ’ad no Comifeadjis, no raid j 
by the Bulgar, no villages burned — 
nothing. You ’ave gendarmes every- 
where, and you not allow our people 
to ’ave guns. It is ennuyant — so very 
quiet. My papa ’e was Comitadji — 
what you call bandit — and ’e burn 
twenty villages before ’e was kill. I 
'ave not burn any village at all.” 

I nodded sympathetically. It must 
be awful nob to have burned even one 
village. 

“ As your paper say, ‘ though the pre- 
war status has gone for ever’ — h61as, 
the jolly times — ‘ our prospects are not 
hopeless.’ That is right. We ’ave now 
more material of guns than ever before. 
Nowhere could we ’ave obtain so much, 
It would not have been given, the so 
much credit. But since all the world 
’ave also more material, to whafc 
advantage are we ? ” 

Overcome by the pathos of this he 
got up and kicked a beggar, 

“ ’E say again ’ere,” he continued, re- 
suming his seat, “ * we can accomplish 
nothing without giving full confidence 
to our leaders.’ We also in the Balkans, 
we give our confidence to our leaders, 
and we soldiers are sure that all will 
be well.” 

His eyes brightened at his happy 
thoughts. 

“ Yes, certainement. When the Allies 
are gone from the Balkans and all the 
trouble finish, and we are left in peace, 
then we shall make up for the time lost. 
We shall 'ave, by ourselves and with 
none to interfere, another war, a so 
hedi^atiivl private war.” 

And he drained his mastih as one 
who drinks to a Day. 

Ichabod ! 

From a sale catalogue : — 

“ A large Union Jack and 7 dust sheets.” 
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HOLIDAY JOYS. 

“Would you care to make up a rubber, Sir? That is, ip you don^t mind playing with strangers.” 
“Not at all. As a matter op pact I i^cry rarely get a game with any op my friends.” 


TO THE LORD OF FOOD. 

.B, — No acmracy, official or otherwise, is votcched for in 
the following hues.) 

Priest in whose offices Pomona pours 
Her scheduled cornucopias, and thrums 
The sound of threshing from the basement floors, 

And apricots are filed, and figs and plums 
Gush out their juices on the minutes^ stray leaves. 

And messages from room to room are borne 
By no pink-powdered Phyllises nor pale Eves, 

But stalwart Hamadryads decked with grey leaves 
Prom ration-books out-torn ; 

And stout commissionaires with merry songs 
Imbibe from beechen bowls the nut-brown ale, 

Till the inquiring. visitor prolongs 
His anxious interviews to hear the tale 
Of Pan and woodland sprites. Meanwhile the porters 
In rustic maze, whilst Hop unanswered rings, 

Lead out telephonists and letter-sorters 
(Headers who ’ve ever passed by Eood Headquarters 
Must have observed these things) ; 

By all the groaning wains that block the street, 

By all those counterfoils for milk and wine, 

The crimson poppies crushed beneath your feet, 

The correspondence which you have to sign, 

There where each acolyte's squash hat or bowler 
Is trimmed with barley and with oats his hair. 

And red-cheeked apples t^mpt the typist’s molar, 

Child of Demeter, Mr. Pood-Controller 
Hobbrts, attend my prayer. 


Your charming publication, just to hand 
Now in this time of “ mellow fruitfulness,” 

Is choked with things I do not understand 
Concerning coupons ; Master, I confess. 

Though ofttimes I have seen some book-collector 
. Pinger the tiny tome or heard her say, 

“Pamine, begone! Avaunt, thou wolf-faced spectre! 
Simpkins has kindly stamped another sector 
And there is marge to-day,” 

This is the first I’ve dealt loith, Pancy free 
I ’ve browsed on army fare or cadged from friends. 
I want you to explain the work to me — 

Its scope, its outlook, its appeal, its ends ; 

What happens if I lose the thing or stick it 
Into the embers for a pipe-light’s sake, 

Or yield a mouthful at the station-wicket 
Instead of my Southend excursion-ticket, 

Or eat one by mistake ? 

Oh, promise, if from ignorance or doubt 
In using these Sibylline leaves I err, 

You’ll tell me what the numbers are about 
And why they ’re tinted like a wall-paper ; 

Say that some counsel from your shrine you ’ll ufcter ; 

Invite me now and then to have a chat 
Where your congested foison fills the gutter, 

Hard by St. Stephen’s. If you ’ve any butter 

I should like lots of that. Evoe, 

Post-War Sport. 

“ Three stags were gassed. ’ '—Provincial Pa^er. 
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BRITAIN’S SEA DOGS. 

[“The huge men-o’-war lay peacefully at 
anchor. An almost deathly stillness reigned. 
Suddenly out of the silence a bo’sun^s pipe 
shrilled across the tranquil waters of the 
Solent. As if by magic the scene was trans- 
formed from one of peace to that of orderly 
and disciplined confusion ; the air was alive 
with the hoarse cries of the officers mingling 
with the cheery ‘Ay, Ay’s* of the men.” — 
Extract from any Daily Paper during any 
Naval Beview,"] 

“ Yeo-ho, my hearties, avast, belay. 
Sink me the ship. Master Gunner, and 
let the crew cast loose the bow-chaser! ” 
raucously bawls the Captain from the 
poop, a commanding figure as be 
stands with his blind eye to bis tele- 
scope focussed on the one-piece bathing 
costumes on Eyde beach. 

“Mr. Bo'sun, pipe the fo'cslemen 
into the port ratlines and bowse to the 
main brace. Let the idlers cat the 
davit, and smart about it.*’ 

Acidly the First Lieutenant inter- 
prets bis senior’s orders as be flings 
his megaphone at the side-boy, who is 
recklessly chewing a plug of tobacco. 

“Ay, ay, Sir,” replies the side-boy 
cheerily as be receives the butt-end of 
the missile in bis starboard eye. 


Meanwhile the decks present a pic- 
ture of orderly activity. The watch 
are heaving lustily on the capstan, 
hitching up their trousers after their 
rough sailor fashion. As the anchor 
tumbles home snatches of old-time 
chanties float up to windward on a lee 
breeze — “Bolling down toEio,” “ Every 
nice girl loves a sailor,” and a score 
of others. Now and then the bo’sun’s 
mate may be heard giving a cheery 
“ Ay, ay,” on his shrill pipe. 

“ Cooks to the galley ; way aloft the 
Captain of the Hold; lay aft the Marines 
on the fore chains 1 ” roars the gunner as 
he lowers a lantern into the magazine 
to make sure the powder is dry. 

As the ship gathers way the leads- 
men swing their leads in a manner born 
of long practice, 

“ By the mark nine,” the starboard 
chains report. 

“ A quarter less three,” comes from 
the port leadsman. 

“ Very' good,” the keen-eyed officer 
of the watch replies, and the leads 
swing on, guiding the ship into the 
deeper channels. 

The Quartermaster, a grizzled old 
seaman of forty summers, cautiously 


moves the helm first one way and then 
the other, feeling his path through the 
difficult shoals. His eyes fixed on the 
distant horizon, he croons “The Death 
of Nelson” softly to himself, his deep 
bass voice mingling with the tenor of 
the Navigator, who is leaning against 
the meridian humming “The sailor’s 
wife the soldier’s star shall be,” and 
idly turning the pages of the patent log. 

The Middies all this time have not 
been idle, although their treble cries, half 
hoarse, half cheery, of “ Yeo-ho-ho for a 
bottle of rum ” have been drowned in the 
orderly confusion of getting under way. 
It is their duty to walk smartly up and 
down the decks amidships (hence the 
name Midshipmen), with one eye 
cocked on the weather. At the slight- 
est sign of the weather changing they 
at once report to the Captain, who 
testily replies, “It’s not.” That is 
why these h’:ight-eyed lads are some- 
times called “ Snotties.” 

' Ail are now busy with the navigation 
of the ship. 

“From Ushant to Scilly is forty-five 
leagues,” shouts the Captain still more 
hoarsely, for the strain of the voyage 
is beginning to tell on his nerves.^ A 





Ncv^shoy. ■■Kpbb. Lib.?- Fen^ie. I ^ 


frown passes over the Navigator’s face, 
for be is primarily responsible for the 
safety of the ship, 

“Ay, ay, Sir.” The Quartermaster's 
acknowledgment is none too cordial, for 
he is a West-countryman, with a wife 
and children, whereas the ship appears 
to be heading towards Chatham. 

Suddenly there is, a grinding and 
crushing sound and the ship comes up 
all standing. 

“ Land right ahead ! ” shouts the 
look-out in the crow’s-nest. He does 
not .turn a hair, though lie knows full 
well that his devotion to duty may cost 
him his life. 

“ Shiver my timbers ! ” howls the 
Captain in a voice so hoarse it is little 
more than a whisper. The cunning old 
sea-dog is never at a loss. 

The Scene is nov? one of well-drilled 
disorganisation. 

Tho CaptainTpS^r**i$e av se to speak, 
rushes blindly forward into1f8&s§^S qf 
the ship to interview the now infu^ft^ 
Commodore of the Southsea bathing- 
machines. As he carelessly treads on 
each pair of bronzed and knotted hands 
the men cry cheerily, after the.kMy 
manner of the sailorman, “ Ay, - 


THE LONG TRAIL. 

This is a warning. I issue it because 
I have just read an article on “ How 
to become a writer.” It is on the 
woman’s page of a popular newspaper, 
and is sure to be widely read. It states 
with colloquial ease and a split infini- 
tive that “ to really write well is most 
frightfully easy.” 

Now, before any harm is done, I 
want to warn people (who hitherto 
may have led blameless lives) against 
starting on a career as a writer. I am 
going to tell you exactly what will 
happen to you if you won’t take my 
advice. 

You will begin by writing a tragic 
novni; of course. It will be most dread- 
fully sad and extremely long. That is 
the preliminary step. As you are -not 
Hkeiy to possess a typewriter of your 
own, ou must now pay to have your 
novel typed. This (including paper) 
Will cost you I 5 . per thousand words 
W^on copies extra). Next, you look 
I up^Wgnames of the publishers. There 
are thn^ hundred and seven in Great 
Britain, so^ou have a good selection. 

Of wll deliver your hook 

in persoB^s^pIperienced writers prefer 


tbe medium of the post, just as one 
would choose to give a bear a bun on 
the end of an umbrella instead of 
handing it. But you budding writers 
are all the same. You want to impress 
the man with your personality; also 
to discuss a few important points in 
your novel, and so arouse his interest 
that he will be devoured by curiosity 
to read it on the instant. With your 
script under your arm, therefore, you 
will arrive at the office of a publisher. 

I No matter whom you have chosen lie 
will belong to one of the following 
groups : — 

(1) The publisher in a hurry. 

^ (2) The publisher with insuperable 
difficulties, 

(3) The publisher suffering from dead 
loss. 

At the office of (1) you are shown 
into a small waiting-room, in which is 
a table but no other visible means of 
support. YoU' stand, therefore, for a 
long time until the publisher — or his 
secretary — dashes, in. He pushes his 
hair, back from- his forehead in a wild 


way and says, “Ah, good-morning-is- 
it-a-book-you-wish-me-to-look^at ? ” as 
if you wore showing a side line in 
something else. 
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You are, of course, at a disadvantage. 
You wanted to tell him of the psy- 
chology of your characters and the tre- 
mendous situation you have created 
on page 574. But what can you do 
standing facing a man whose breath is 
coming in sharp, hurried gasps, who is 
holding his watch in his hand and 
keeping the door open with his foot ? 
Somehow, it doesn’t tend to conversa- 
tional assurance. You mutter an apol- 
ogy and shuffle away, even forgetting, 
sometimes, to leave your novel behind. 

In the case of (2) you are received, 
but only to hear how bitter the life of 
a^ publisher can be. You may have 
pictured him sitting at ease, a demi-god 
ordering 'the destinies of others and 
having, on the whole, rather a good time. 
But when you leave you ai'e so over- 
come by the poor fellow’s daily suffer- 
ings, his oppression by reviewers, the 
difficulties of distribution and his almost 
hopeless battle with the binders, that 
you cannot bring yourself to leave your 
book with him and thus add another 
drop to his cup of misery. 

Then there is (3), You are greeted 
with much politeness and asked to sit 
down — which will astonish you, having 
by this time begun to notice that the 
dearth of chairs in publishers’ offices is 
nothing short of amazing. 

Emboldened, you tell of your hopes 
and fears, and particularly that stirring 
incident in your novel on page 574. 
The publisher listens courteously and 
declares that it sounds “very good 
stuff.” You thrill. You soar to the 
stars, coming down in time to hear 
hina speaking of the loss entailed by 
taking up new authors. In fact, the 
entire business of publishing is a dead 
loss, he will tell you. This may strike 
you as strange, because his office Is 
rnore opulent than any you have yet 
visited. 

^ Knocldng the ash from the end of 
his- half-crown cigar, he will tell you, 
brave fellow, of his struggle for exist- 
ence and utter inability at the moment 
to take on the grave risk of launching 
a new writer. At the same time he 
seems convinced of your undoubted 
genius. Perhaps, as this is your first 
book, you would not mind paying the 
entire cost of publication yourself ? 

I think some of you must do this— 
otherwise why is the world so full of 
rich publishers and poor novels ? 

A Holiday Problem. 

Letter received from a Welsh lodging- 
house keeper : — 

“I skould like to kaow, please, whethei'you 
want 2 bedrooms witli double beds in, or 2 
double bedded rooms, as I have only 1 double 
bedded room. All the beds are double beds 
except 1 ill the double bedded room, which is 
a single bed.” 



“TWJSIiVn YEARS OLD, MY BOY — THAT BAT ! 
NEW HANDLES ON IT ! ” 


I ’VE HAD THREE NEW BLADES AND TW^O 


AT DAWN. 

Though the fairies meet by night 
In the moonlit spaces. 

Often in the morning light 
You will see their traces ; 

If you rise at early dawn 
When tlie birds are waking, 
You may find upon the lawn 
Tents of fairy making. 

In the meadows here and there, ' 
Where the soft wind passes. 
Elfin lines of gossamer 
Stretch between the grasses ,* 
And you need but look about 
Swiftly to discover 
Eairy washing hanging out 
All among the clover. 

In the quiet woods you might, 

. If your ways be wary, ^ 


Even hope to get a sight 
Of a little fairy 
On a lily-leaf, perchance, 

Broad and smooth and level, 
Practising her tiny dance 

For the evening revel. B. F. 


AGEICULTURAL SOCIETY’S 

VICTORY SHOW. 

Continuous Luncheon on the ground by IMr. 
R. — Provincial Paper. 

The Food Gonteoller ought to speak 
to him, about it, 

“ ‘ How could I tell the girl that her eyes are 
like moons ? ’ asks Arthur, * that her ears arc 
like shells, and her lips like chunks of coal ? 
She’d ring up the asylum. It simply isn't 
done I ’ ” — “Du'iZT/ Sketch ” Serial. 

We don’t know why it shouldn’t be 
done. Coal is much more precious 
than coral. 
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-rue: Di Av against tUe lady’s immovable senti- have done so three Acts earlier; only 

AT THE PLAY. ment. She had pledged her word to in that case there would have been no 

“The Choice." secure the restoration of a brave soldier play, which would have been a disap- 

“I’m sick of these strong silent who had been dismissed by pointmenb for Mr. Sutro and all of us. 

men," says Lady Jeinima Ballardaile, from his employ on the ground of re- Ayncliffe, then, whether reinstated 
sister of the eleventh Lord Sandhills; peated drunkenness: but the master or not, was “all right,” and so was 
and, though she was only a great lady remained adamant and the marriage Lady Clarissa, though she was never 

of the old school and could never was off. restored to the arms of Gordways (I say 

remember the names of people outside Cordtoays, you see, held the very “ arms,” but in point of fact the strong 
the pale, she sometimes contrived to sound view that you cannot win a peace, man took a strong line of his own when 
articulate the vulgar view. Not that any more than you can win a war, with- giving vent to his affections; substi- 
the epithet “ silent ” was really applic- out discipline. He must therefore make tuting for the usual embrace a friendly 
able to the Eon, John Cordioays an example of this insubordinate fellow, spank on the lady’s arm or even her 

(indeed I have never seen an actor- Ayncliffe (I don’t know how to spell his head). Instead, she recurred to Bohert 

manager in a really silent part) ; but name, as he wasn’t in the cast). In Dalman, one of her old “ boys," a good 
she was right about his strength. He defiance therefore of pressure brought fellow who had worked under 
was frightfully strong. In the opinion to bear by his brother, by Clarissa, The latter was very generous about it. 


of his elder brother, Timothy, who 
worshipped him, he was one of the 
five men who had won the War 
on the home front — an arbitrary 
estimate, perhaps ; I should cer- 
tainly have put the figure nearer 
five thousand. But he had one 
weakness: he knew nothing of 
women. He was under the im- 
pression that he could take on just 
any woman for his wife with the 
same masterful ease with which 
he could appoint a new director 
t,o the board of Gordways, Limited, 
Incidentally he was, according to 
his own statement, a visionary; 
and no doubt it had occurred to 
him that, if he did a little better 
than Arthur of the “ Idylls,” and 
got hold of the right Guinevere, 

“ A woman in her womanhood as great 
As he was in his manhood, then . . , 
The twain together well might 
change the world.” 

Unfortunately his choice fell, very 
suddenly and with appalling inap- 
propriateness, upon Lady Clarissa 
Gaerleon, the idol of a hundred 
“ boys,” a young lady ‘whose re- 



A STRONG MAN^S LOVE. 

John Gordways . . . Mr. Gerald dtj Maubiee. 
Lady Clarissa Caerlecni. Miss Viola Tree. 


though I could not accept bis pre- 
tence to a broken heart when I re- 
called the primitive brevity of his 
wooing and his marked freedom 
from emotional transports. Still 
he was very nice about it, and pro- 
moted his supplanter. One was 
a little reminded, though the cir- 
cumstances in Mr. Sutro’s play are 
much less painful, of the attitude 
of the man in La Femme de Claude 
towards the apprentice who had 
stolen his wife’s affections. You 
will remember how the curtain 
falls on his invitation to the suc- 
cessful rival to get on with his 
work — tu, viens travailler,*' 

If Mr. Gerald du Maurier en- 
joyed playing Gordways, he con- 
trived, very artistically, to conceal 
it. I think it creditable to Mr. 
Sutro that he should have induced 
him to take a part which was 
bound to leave the sympathies of 
the audience a little doubtful. It 
is perhaps a compliment to Miss 
Viola Tree to say that in the 
opening Act neither her voice nor 
her gestures recalled the deadly 


sponse to the call of her country had and even by Mr. Lloyd George (who, type upon which Lady Clarissa was 
taken the form of jazzing, assisting like Ayncliffe, was regrettably absent modelled. You could see that she had 
at fancy bazaars and charity matinees, from the programme) ; in spite of a hos- studied it conscientiously (more so 
and generally serving as the mainstay tile Press, and in face of a threatened perhaps than the author, who gave 
of the Society Pictiire-press in its efforts strike of his employees (somebody had; her some rather improbable things 
to win the "War. ^ already drawn blood from his finger with to say), but the result lacked colour 

As for her — and I suppose it must a missile — to the general surprise, for we and spontaneity. Later, when Lady 
be true because we got it out of a brief had supposed him invulnerable), he held Clarissa discovered traces of a heart, 
autobiography which she sketched for to his principle. Finally, we were in- Miss Tree’s natural sincerity and per- 
us later on — she was at first attracted formed that at great personal risk he sonal charm were given their oppor- 
by his blunt rudeness, a new ex- had attended a mass meeting of his in- tunity. But the most attractive per- 
penence for her; then hypnotised by dignant employees, moved' an amend- formance was that of Mr. Leon Quar- i 
his terrific strength, and finally flattered ment approving the dismissal of Ayn- tbrmaine as Dalman, a very difficult i 
by being selected by such a superman, cliffe and carried everybody away by his part played with a fine sensitiveness. 

I did not gather, whatever he may have eloquence, including Ayncliffe himself. The humours of Lord Sandhills (Mr. 
alleged, that love on either side had And what was the result for the in- Gilbert Hare) and Lady Jemiina 
much to do with a contract concluded at subordinate ? you ask. Exactly ; that ’s (Miss Compton) were as water in a 
the third time of meeting; certainly no- what we were all asking. Was he rein- thirsty land. Miss Compton indeed is 
body, except himself (and this stated? And the only answer we got a gift to any author. It is not what 

made me suspect that his intelligence was Ayncliffe was “all right,” you make her say that matters; it’s 
was not commensurate with his From^ which evasion we could only her irresistible way of saying it. Mr. 
strength), was astonished when the very surmise that the strong man had cried C. V, France as Timothy showed him- 
next day his irresistible force came up “ Kamerad ! " and might just as well self once more to be of the company 




of those true craftsmen who are more 
concerned for the success of the play 
than for their own prominence in it. 
In the minor part of Mrs, Gordways, 
Miss Katje Eorke was a very gracious 
figure. 

The “choice,” which gives its title to 
the piece, lay, I understand, for Cord- 
loays, between principle and the desire 
to retain what he took to be the affec- 
tions of Lady Clarissa. I have pro- 
tested already at too great length against 
the obscurity in which Mr. Sutbo leaves 
the hero's ultimate choice between sur- 
rendering his ideal and seeing his 
schemes ruined. Eor the rest, I think 
it beyond question that Mr, Sutro has 
done good work here. Particularly he 
has deserved well of us for his courage in 
saying hard truths, that wanted saying, 
about the rottenness of a certain set 
whose levity in the face of war was 
overlooked at the time for the sake of 
all those other women who recognised 
their obligations. And there were 
things said by Cordioays on the subject 
of discipline that were worth hearing 
and remembering. My advice to any- 
body who has read as far as this is to , 
go and do both. O. S. 


WHEN VACUUM MEETS VACUUM. 

[From a “ Household Hints “ column : ** It 
is time people got rid of the idea that house- 
work requires no brains . A small hand vacuum 
for daily use is a great boon.”] 

I WANTED to print a Household Hint, 
But I thought and thought in vain ; 
So I took a small Hand Vacuum 
And applied it to my brain. 

And on the spot I conceived a lot 
Of labour-saving tips. 

Such as keeping the dust in its proper 
place 

By the means of paper-clips ; 

Or shutting out moth from fur and cloth 
With a coat of enamel ; or 
Wearing carpet-sweepers on either foot 
And waltzing all over the floor ; 

Or cleaning your flues with your walk- 
ing-shoes. 

And shining them on the pup ; 

Or smashing the after-dinner plates 
To avoid the washing-up. 

If you want any more I have hints by 
the score, 

For I find that they come and come 
When you've thoroughly cleaned your 
jaded brain 

With a smairHand Vacuum. 


! Our Erudite Contemporaries. 

“Ashfobd Receives her Tank. 

An intrepid band of ladies and gentlemen 
mounted the monster’s scaly sides and de- 
livered speeches from the top. We offer our 

sincere congratulations to Mrs-. , Hiss 

and Miss , who so successfully scaled 

Avernus.”— Xfoca? Paper. 

It is more usual, of course, to do the 
descent of Avernus (which is the easy 
part) first. 

More Koad to Euin. 

“Though the Censor’s Department has been 
abolished, Mr. R. G. Saunders, the chief of 
the Department, will remain where he is.” 

** Weekly Times ” of Ceyloji. 

“ Notice. — A lovely bachelor who can get a 
car at his disposal would like to take some- 
body out (Dady preferred). Strictly confi- 
dential. ” — Indiaji Pa'per, 

We promise not to repeat this very 
crude statement. 

“I propose that this be referred back to the 
Painters* Society and let them have another 

meeting to consider it, at which Mr. will 

be;^resent. It is not right to hang a man 
behind his back .” — Irish Pajper, 

We agree. Bound the neck is the pro- 
per place. 
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THE DIARY OF A MONTESSORIAN. 

I, 

Sept&mherlO, — To-night, after reading 
the interview with Signora Montbssori 
in The Daily Graphic, decided with 
Edwin’s approval to carry out her sug- 
gestions for remodelling our home life 
in the interests of our children. Eva 
is eight and Jack nearly six; they are 
returning to-morrow from their aunt’s 
at Cromer, and something must be done 
at once to free them from the atmo- 
sphere of neglect and unreality in which 
they have moved hitherto. Eesolved to 
begin with the furniture, which, as the 
Signora points out, is made for adults, 
whereas it should all be adapted to the 
needs of children, not only in size but 
in weight. 

September 11. — No carpenter being 
procurable, Edwin spent a busy day in 
sawing oE the lower parts of the legs of 
tables and chairs in the dining-room 
and nursery to reduce them to the 
Montessorian level. Edwin is full of 
enthusiasm, but not being a handy man 
he wounded himself badly in the calf 
of his left leg. 

Eva and Jack arrived from Cromer 
in time for tea and were delighted with 
the furniture. Instructed Nurse that 
none of the children must be watched. 
Nurse very sulky and seems quite un- 
able to understand the value of the 
ethical safeguard in allowing children 
perfect liberty of self-expression. “ If . 
I don’t keep an eye on them/’ she 
said, ^*we may all be burned in our 
beds.” I pointed out that .there were 
no fires except in the kitchen, but she 
remained unconvinced. After dinner 
Jane, the new parlourmaid, gave notice, 
on the ground that it made her back 
ache having to stoop to the level of a 
table only a foot and a half from the 
i floor. Induced her to stay by raising 
. her wages one pound a week. 

I September 1% — Edwin’s leg being 
still painful, I undertook to expound the 
doctrine of self-determination to Jack 
and Eva after breakfast. Explained to 
th^ that the hooks in my wardrobe 
had been placed within their reach, and 
; gave them the keys of the china cup- 
' board, the cellar and the pantry, Hav- 
[ ing repeated my injunctions to Nurse 
, not to watch the children, I went ofi’ 
to Gaxton Hall to attend tlie monthly 
meeting of the Parents’ Neo-Psedolo- 
gieal Association. A most interesting 
I Ascussion on the best means of esta- 
[ blishing a healthy metabolism by the 
I cultivation of the sensory energies 
I thmvtgh rapid prehensile movements, 

I with due regard to an external norm* 
Summonedbomeby anurgentmessage 
B from Edwin at 12.S0 and found a crowd 
f outside the door. I,t appears that, all 


the servants having gone out, Eva had 
locked herself into the china cupboard 
and Jack into the cellar. Edwin, though 
disabled by his wound, had dressed and 
fetched a locksmith. Pointed out to 
him that to break open the doors would 
be a fatal error. Force was no remedy 
and it would deprive the children of 
fully profiting by this opportunity of 
learning the results of self-indulgence 
and so acquiring a sense of dignity and 
order. Edwin rather brutally replied, 
“What about my old brandy?” and 
I ordered the locksmitli to burst open the 
; cellar door. 

4 The doctor has been and pro- 
nounces Jack out of danger. It %vas 
nob old brandy, but port. Eva, on 
I being extricated from the ruins of the 
china cupboard, said that she had been 
playing “bull in the china shop,” thus 
enjoying, as one of the speakers said 
at our discussion, “the fall aesthetic 
delight of a spontaneous game,” which 
is an invaluable means of realising the 
will as a genetic factor in the growth 
of personality. Edwin selfishly said 
it was not worth the price; that his 
Leeds set could not be replaced for 
fifty pounds. Expostulated with Nurse 
for leaving the bouse in my absence. 
She retorted that if she was not to 
watch the children she might just as 
well go out, Jane, Gladys and Cook 
have not returned. Ordered dinner 
in from Garrods. Edwin still fretful, 
but was partially reassured by my 
pointing out that training by enforced 
assent degenerates into discipline by 
order. 

EVERY MAN HIS OWM WIT; 

Or, First Aid to Dinbrs-otjt. 

It lias been noticed by social ob- 
servers that* whereas only a eom- 
I paratively few men strive to be virtuous, 

; all would like to be funny, ox at any rate 
capable at any desired monrent of re- 
moving gravity* It is to meet this very 
natural ambition that Mr. Punch offers 
a few hints for diners-out during the 
next few days, keeping to such topics as 
are likely not to be obsolete. 

We^ turn to the paper to make our 
selections. Here, for example, is Lord 
Fisher. To be funny about Lord Fisher 
is not difficult. It would be sufficient 
to memorise a few of his sentences, or 
one might adopt bis method'with regard 
to the day’s experiences. Thus one’s 
partner at dinner often says genially, 
“And what have you been doing all 
day? ” How simple to reply in pure 
Fishereael “Wiping to get to the 
; City, and noting that all other men were 
either in a bus, taxi or train* I brought 
my wonderful brain to work and took 
a ' scooter, and I tell you that in five 
years’ time there- wpJu’t be a train, bus 


or taxi left. We shall be on scooters; 

and when the d d fools ask you 

who prophesied this, say, ‘ Jacky did. 
England’s saviour, Jaeky.”’ 

As a second example let us take the 
case of the Oily Rectory. Here is excel- 
lent material for the humourist, especi- 
: ally at dinner, where, food being now 
■ and then on the rich side, openings will 
; be frequent. If you wish to bethought 
• merely facetious you can wonder how 
soon We shall hear of a Vinegary Vicar- 
' age, and then by a natural transition, 

' keeping to alliteration (which is always 
‘an ally of easy humour), pass on to 
Ithe Fatted Farmhouse, the Superfatted 
: Shanty, the Oleaginous Oasthouse, the 
‘ Messy Manor and the Greasy Grange. 

If yon desire a reputation for caus- 
ticity or cynicism ^mu can express the 
belief that the Rector’s sermons never 
attracted so much attention as his walls 
and ceilings have done. You can even 
suggest that a certain imctuousness has 
before now led to preferment, and specu- 
late on the Rector’s chances of some 
day occupying a Bishop’s Perspiring 
Palace and pouring oil on the troubled 
see. 

Or you might combine the two sub- 
jects. Now that the servant-girl has 
withdrawn her alleged confession the 
mystery of the Oily Rectory is still open. 
Lord Fishkk is, we know from his own 
testimony, capable de totit, and only in 
last Friday’s Times he calls himself an 
“ oil maniac.” Can there be a clue here? 

With the foregoing assistance, no 
diner-out need be utterly without hon- 
ours at whatever table he graces, pro- 
vided that no other guest has also seen 
this number of PimcK But, as that is - 
an incredible hypothesis, perhaps all our 
toil has been in vain. 


The New Geometry. 

“ The two sides of the Ptlg^^Ms Progress : 
the ohviaush^ moral and theological side which 
was in the author's conscious intentaon, aud 
the story of strange adventure which he un- 
consciously acliieved, will not he found to be 
divergent, hut rather parallel ; and, like all 
.parallel straight lines, they will meet at last.'’’ 

Mr, Anmun Mac hex, in 

^^John o’ Lo7hclon's iVeehly,” 


“ Kow that Mesopotamia and Palestine have ! 
been released from Turkish misgovemmentv 
the exploration of ancient sites can be greatly 
extended, and, remembering the precious yield 
of the dust-heaps of Ornithorhynchns-, vremay 
hope for many new and amasing revelations 
of buried history, art, and literature.” 

Morning Paper. 

For our part we are confidently expect- 
! ing a heavy crop of duck-billed papyrus* 


“ The Local Pool Control CommitLce in the 
Potteries agreed . . — Daily Paper. 

Why can’t we have these committ^ 
everywhere? ' . , 




THE PROFESSIOIStAL TOUCH. m 

LoaosHip has sbkt he ^afomb Youi Sib toBREw/Td Biisipw ’if hb.may fIat g®ap<es.’* 

Sir Andrew ispecmlist'ftmw JSaile^ '^f^t, about to caich kis train — after much' deep thoughf drid perambulation of the platform) i 
‘YeB— BLACK — TE 1:K4 LOiO) BlAZI3^S!3?OKB:, BLACK — WSITM €m NO ACCOVNT^*' << > 1 i ‘ ' ii': 


BOOKIMG-OFFICE. 


{fiif Mr. Ptmch's Staff of ' Learned Glerksn) 

I waNoaR, how marny holiday-mialiersi confronted in this- 
present saason 'with, a brown-sailed barge or a .group of 
pipe-smoking longshoremen, have been moved to eselaim* 
delightedly, “ Just Mke Jacobs/’ The number -of thdm 
would be a measure of the welcome that will- cea:tainly 
attend a new volume of Mr. W* W.. Jacob>s’ short -stories, s 
cciLlected under tiie allurinig title .of Peep Wat&t's '^Houbjee 
AND Stodck^ton). JMLostof them have for protagonist that 
deservedly popular dharaoter, Xhe Height Watehman^yhovo: 
indeed you may observe in person on the wrapper.: - jersey^ 
generous trousers, conical hat and the whole familiar 
outfit. I fancy there are few readers to whom the appeal 
of this figure is likely to be made in vain, Perha-ps, how- 
eveiv it is only fair to warn you that you may find the y^n, 
within slighter in s texture Qian', of old, lacking that rich, 
complexity, score weaving with counter-score that you. | 
recall from — ^how long ago ? But if the intrigue is thinner 
the colour is as fresh as ever, StiH in this waterside 
Utqpia blows that sea- wind of laughter before which the 
minor morals cease from troubling and half-pints “become 
the sufficient crown of suceessfurl intrigue. Still do sktppeirs 
pretend to be their own gliost^, and harassed bachelors 
assume the protection of fictitious families* And stiUj at. 
closing time, do the^good and foad ehar^brs go 
I in-arm, none the worse for their orgies of >pre|wta:ons. 


make-believe. Still, in short, -are they just like J:ai,caBs/’‘ 
Higher praise you ’wiir scarcely? want. « . ■ • 


. MHlss Mary Johnsspon’S' latest hovel, The Laihl of Grleai - - 
ifwni^ (Constable);: nqtfght almo^ he said to have -noheroinei ; 
‘There does . indeed exist a lady Who at -me Mme sden;tsl likely 1 
ito qualify for tlie post, but in.aicomparativelyeaiiychaptert | 
ishe comes by het end, and is fehenceforwajd. only a memory*' : 
iseparating . the two* heroes. -It is the relations of these,’ • 
Itheir Jove, hatred and loye again, thatloim theiniierest of thc’. i 
ifcliile. , Its scene is the Highlands at the time of the march tot * 
!Derby;iOr,'rather/this is. the- central incident of a story thatf * 
istretches'betee sand hCter.it for the friendship, of Im Buh'^ j 
\loch Qdid AUxancIm% \ 2 i%eTwsA^s Laird of (rfea/erhzh,, began! i 
iwhen they were lads, .and lasted (with an mterruptkbn) the* I 
length of theirlives- n}hem%Brruption,ofcoib:se,'was*JS2^|?e^7j,' | 
(Whom batb^ after their respective fashions; caudted, ' It was ’ 
;,herdeath,.ais.the victdmtof Itfi;b,.asnd:.(inade^sidiegr6e)tbefaet‘ • 
•that the latter .took Stuart ser^ice^while^^rZetz/cmfe remained. 
staxmebly Whig, which turned love to hate. Thence- 
forward, almost to the end, the story treats of the vengeful 
-pursuit of Ian by bis former friend. Into so many and 
various scenes does this chase conduct the pair that X feat 
it 'remkided me of nothing -so much as the curate’s version 
of Vahntine and 'Orson, Mted k) lantern slide® of a Yoyage- 
[Bound the Woridl ' Miss Johnston has giyen^ m a; 
jdtoi^ botdt origInaL Mid grksefuL^ Her'- gift of.pHrasa has- 
iseldom shotmto'di^pier advtantaga “'So beautiM raaafgl 
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the Spring that it was like a bell in the heart ” is an 
example at random. The gift is however one to exercise 
with caution ; to write, as she does on another page, of 
“deep windows tying the interior to the yet rosy West,*' is 
to approach perilously near affectation. 

Why the publisher of Deadham Hard (Methuen) omits 
from the list of Lucas Malet's novels that particular one 
— Damaris its title, if my memory serves — of which this is 
a sequel, is beyond my comprehension, if not beyond my 
powers of guessing. Damaris Verity^ then a child of six, 
now eighteen, Ouno-eyed, steadfast mistress of her soul, the 
“ dear witch ” of her lithe middle-aged Colonel Sahib Gar- 
teret, the darling of that distinguished pro-consul and his- 
torian, Sir Charles Verity y her adored father, is the heroine- 
goddess of this charming romance. Henriettay the much- 
married, again moves restless, and motivelessly intriguing, 
through its ' pages. A noble-hearted bastard brother of 
DamariSy knit with her in a bond of tenderly romantic 
affection, is a new and entirely satisfactory creation. 
Lucas Malet’s hand has not lost much of its cunning, 
though it be not the cunning of the modernist. Nor do her 
folk belong to this tempestuous 
era, but are restful paulo-post- 
Mutiny Victorians, confident 
Sahibs with no misgivings about 
their status or their future. . . . 

Let me tell you, Damaris is a 
darling, though no doubt our 
emancipated maidens will laugh 
at her appalling innocence. In 
some ways, my dears, she can 
give you points, believe me. 

In Belgium wider the German 
Occupation (Heinemann), Mr. 

Bband Whitlock, the American 
Ambassador in Brussels, de- 
scribes the actual running of 
that Prussian military machine 
which so many critics have — Enjoying the aeoma op 

formerly — ^professed to admire. 1 

Mr. Whitlock does not admire it at all, but reserves 
all his appreciation for the unconquerable people who 
furnished the raw material for that machine's industries. 
His book details a persecution utterly beyond credence if 
the thing had not actually happened. That the Germans 
should daily shoot, with or without a travesty of trial, 
numbers of peasants accused of “counting trains'* or 
similar feats of espial, may now seem natural enough, but 
it is still hard to believe that they could, for example, in 
pei'fect seriousness imprison all the scholars at a girls’^ 
school for refusing to learn music from a Teuton professor, 
or a Brussels pastor for reading from the Book of Psalms 
passages in which King David had said pointed things 
about his enemies. Other instances of the workings of 
“German mentality," from which one dare not quote here, 
are so terrible in themselves and so poignantly set forth 
that if you want to believe that all tlie past can be forgiven 
and forgotten you had better not take up Mr. Whitlock's 
work at all. The only relief from tlie gloom of these pages, 
except indeed the altogether admirable English in which 
they are written, is the account of the feeding by America 
of those of our brave allies who would otherwise have been 
left to starve. These two bulky volumes take us only as 
far as the period of the deportations — quite bluntly called 
slavery. By that time America, as the writer, had long 
foreseen, had been drawn inlo the War, and so the rest of 
the tragedy is not written here. But though his work 



remains in a sense incomplete its capable craftsmanship 
and intensity of restrained feeling give it a place amongst 
the most notable books in the library of the War. 

I suppose Mr. Stephen McKenna, when, in an epistle 
dedicatory to Sonia Married (Hutchinson), he calls it a 
footnote rather than a sequel, felt that be hadn't quite 
succeeded in touching the level of Sonia and so essayed to 
take the critic bull by the horns. I am rather inclined to 
agree with him, but that doesn’t mean that I didn’t read 
every word of his footnote with interest. O' Bane back from 
the wars, blinded, teaching at his old school, keeping open- 
house for the blind and halt and the down and out, is as 
lovable, as unexpected, as ever. It is Sonia who goes to 
pieces. I can see our author now at work oxiSonia Beturns 
(and I wish him the best of luck), to rehabilitate that dear 
girl in our good opinions. I don’t believe she would have 
betrayed her man, though I admit the provocation. O'Bane 
wasn’t easy to live with. Saints and heroes seldom are, I 
am told by the wise. Sonia Married is Sonia marred, 
perversely, painfully. I am sure Mr. McKenna has been 
let down by liis three-decker plan. He must make speedy 

amends with Sonia repentant. 
Meanwhilelcoinmend the sequel 
masquerading as a footnote. 

A fairly extensive study of 
contemporary American fiction 
has convinced me that fashion- 
able America contains a type 
of woman that we do not fre- 
quently meet in English society. 
She is ambitious and yet au fond 
perilously sentimental ; she is as 
dry (and expensive) as Pommery 
and at the same time sweet as 
saccharine ; she is cold and cal- 
culating and yet impulsive and 
romantic. Mrs. FarroUy the prin- 
cipal study in Mrs. Alice Dueli 
THE oHAUFFEUB’s CIGAR. Milleb's uovel, The Happiest 

Time of their Lives (Hodder and 

Stoughton), considerably fortifies me in this conviction. 
Place her in an English atmosphere and she would have been 
as Ueaiiy impossible as does not matter; but in her New 
York environment she seems just right. She divorced her 
first husband to marry a man whom she could really consider 
a tower of strength, and I am left with, the belief that a 
man who is married on such grounds has a difficult rdle to 
play. The characters are clearly drawn, in particular that 
of Mrs. Farron's daughter, who had a little love affair of 
her own; and the dialogue is clever without being un- 
naturally brilliant. But 1 think that the book will be more 
widely appreciated in “ God’s own Country ” than in mine. 

Eeproduced literatim from a review : — 

“Even regarding the cruel treatment of the Roman Catholics before 
1778 and the odious penal laws, he exclaims : ‘ Mon Dieu I Tlrelande 
n’avait pas le monople de ces griefs et de ces persecutions. II faut 
juger les faits et les gens d’aprds Tage et le milieu ou on les trouve, 
et au siecle de la guerre deTrenteAns, des Dragonnades de FEdit de 
Nantes, il ne faut damner Anglais tout seul pour avoir riposte dure- 
ment a tant de provocations.* But let us translate in order that no 
reader may miss the point: < My Godl ITrelande n’avait pas the 
monople of CCS griefs and of ces persecutions. II faut juger the faits 
and the gens d’apres I’age and the milieu ou on the trouvex, and au 
siecle do^ the guerre of Trente Ans, des Dragonnades of I’Edit of 
Nantes il ne^ faut damned Etoglish tout seul pour avoir riposte 
durement a tant of provocations.’ It is sometimes difficult to preserve 
nuances of expression in a translation.” — Gmiadian Paper. 

So we observe. 
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FIRST STEPS TO THE PERFECT LIFE. 

[ My friend, your friend, Mr. Lloyd 
Geobge — a brotherhood man, the helper of 
the bottom dog.” — Dr, Clifford, introducincj 
the Prime MimsTER to the atidieiice at the 
City Temple.'] 

OviiR that blessed age to come 
When war is dead and strife is dumb 
And rivers flow with milk and rum, 

The fancy fondly lingers — 

A brotherhood of beasts and men, 
Where lambs and lions kiss again, 
z\nd down the cockatrice’s den 
A babe may shove his fingers. 

' Ah, if to that ideal state 
Some Prospero, brought up to date, 
Might with his magic wand translate 
Packed galleries and a full pit ! 

Or could a Lloyd George get us there, 
Lifting us lightly by the hair, 

Wafted on streams of red-hot air 
Blown from a City pulpit ! 

Not so the steeps of heaven are won 
(He says himself it can’t be done); 
Many delights we first must shun 
And buy the others cheaper ; 

The bottom dog must have fair play, 
And no one be allowed to say, , 

As Cain did in his casual way, 

“ Am I my Jorother’s keeper ? ’’ 

Thus only, brethren, may we sing 
Millennium’s reign with Love as King, 
And toast the Day wh^n we shall ring 
The brotherhood of men in ; 

And, for a start, to show how true 
Our pledge to pull the weakest through, i 
We Ti leave our Eussian comrades to i 
The bloody wolves of Lenin. O. S. j 

A RURAL TRAIMSFORWIATION. 

The river, having apparently nothing 
else to flowed smoothly and calmly 
in its accustomed direction, oblivious 
to the patient attention bestowed on it 
by the two fishermen. At length fish-, 
erman Number One laid his rod on a 
twig fork, wiped his brow and strolled 
along the bank to the other man’s pitch. 
“ What luck, George ? he asked. 

“ Same as yours, Bill, judging by 
your looks,” replied George. ^ 1 ’ve 

tried ’em wi’ maggots, wi’ paste an’ wi’’ 
worms, an’ they wain’t do more ’n play 
swingboats wi’ ’em. Ye might josfas 
well try fishin’ for battleships in ^apuf 
Plow w*i’ a boathook.” i 

“ Ay, there wain’t be nowt doing till 
we gets some rain an* a foot rise in th’ 
watter,” said Bill. ** What d’ye say to 
a snac.k o’- summat to eat? ” 

That 11 do me,” replied George,, lay- 
ing down Ms rod. Let ’s go up to the 
‘Oheval Blong’ for an omelette an’ a 
verve de biire,'' 

^lere *s sOme fowks,” said -Bill Sen-* 
tentiously, ' as alius wants someone 


standing by to tell ’em what ’s ’appened 
to them. Th’ War’s over, lad, an’ we 
ain’t in France now. If you like we ’ll 
go to the * White Horse ' an’ hev some 
bread* an’-cheese an’ pickles.” 

“Jest as you like,” replied George, 
smiling tolerantly. “Carry on, corp’ril.” 

They took the old path, “ ’crost Cos- 
nop’s medder, down past Thorpe’s spin- 
ney, an’ round be th’ Pickerill ” to the 
spot where the ‘ White Horse ’ used to 
stand. The old steed was still there, 
but groomed and caparisoned out of 
knowledge. Little chairs and tables 
were placed outside the doors, a coffee- 
pot was steaming on a stove, fragile 
glasses had replaced tlie pewter mugs, 
and, instead of the buxom country 
wench who used to serve the foaming 
nut-brown, a gaily coiflured damsel in 
high-heeled shoes and filmy stockings 
came tripping out to take the order. 

Bong jour, Suzanne,” said George, 
seating himself. “ Deii:v hieres an’ some 
(Bufs an’ pommes-de-terre freei, an’ allarj 
vite about it, ’cos we’re Ms faimP 

“ Bien, M'sieur,^' said Suzanne, dis- 
appearing into the interior. 

Bill dropped ponderously into a chair 
and gasped. “ ’Old my ’and an’ fan me 
a minute, George,” he said. “ I don’t 
seem to ’ave got it rightly* ’Ave I bin 
called up agen ? ” 

“There’s some fowks,” retorted 
George, “as don’t know Avhat’s ’ap- 
pened them till they’re told. This is 
the * White Hors© ’ what was.” 

“But where’s Joe Boggles, as used 
to be landlord ’ere ? ” 

“I reckon ’e’s to market to-day,” 
said George. “ This is one of ’is ideas. 
Joe, as you know,. ain’t so young as ’e, 
might be, but ’e jined up like the rest 
on us and did ’is packet wi’ the B.B.F. 
Course, when 'e got back ’e expected to 
find -the boys coming up for a day’s 
fishing an’ dropping in like they used 
to. An’ so they did; but somehows they 
was alius grumbling. It was " Joe, th’ 
beer ain’t what it used to be ; ye can’t 
get no forratder on it,’ or ^ Joe, ’ave you 
bin robbing the mousetrap for the 
cheese? ’ So at last ’e got rale vexed, 
•and ’e says, are all a lot o’ pam- 
pered grousers an’ ye don’t deserve to 
be quit o’ the gentle chidings of a ser- 
major. Th’ beer’s ten times as power- 
ful as any you’ve scoffed, this fower 
years' past, an’ your quarter - bloke 
niyer giv’ you cheese a patch on my 
Oheddax". But I’ll fix ye,’ ’e says. So! 
’e put up a stove wi* a coffee- pot on it 
an’ served eggs an* chips d UFlandm, 
instead o’ cheese an’ pickles, an’ watered, 
down the beer to half strength, an’ now! 
aU the boys jest flock in an’ lap it up 
like 'milk, same as they used to when 
they ’Was out at rest.” ' « . 

/‘I’ll bet that hussy Suzanne, 


calls her, ’as something to do wi’ the 
boys’ sudden liking for Pussyfoot beer. 

I dunno wheer Joe found ’er, but I 
wonder ’is missus stands ’aving ’er 
about the place.” 

“You niver ’ad an eye for beauty, 
Bill,” replied George. Now, I like 
the French style— lots oi joy<ie<'ee an’ 
sparkle an’ chatter. Not that Suzanne 
iver has much to say.” 

“I mind the time,” said Bill reflec- 
tively, “afore ye’d iver seen a furrin’ 
lass, ’cepting a Circassian beauty as 
came round wakes week, when you said 
there warn’t no lasses in th’ wide wide 
world as ’ud compare wi’ onr rosy- 
cheeked English ’uns,” 

“Travel’s enlarged my mind, lad, as 
it would ’ave enlarged yours if it ’ad 
anything to work on at all. Jest look 
at tliat girl now, tripping along like a 
black-eyed gazelle. Th’ wench as Joe 
’ad afore th’ War used to waddle in 
like a tank.” 

Suzanne had brought in a tray with 
plates and glasses. She must have 
heard and understood the remark, for 
a faint flush glowed on her cheek. 

“Stuff to give ’em ! ” continued 
George, smacking his lips. “ Vom ites 
some peach, Suzanne.” 

“ Out it out,” said the girl shortly. 

George’s jaw dropped in amazement. 
Bill peered up into the girl’s face and 
then leaned back and roared with 
laughter. 

“ Dang me 1 ” be said, choking with 
mirth, “ I ’ve been ^ere ibis ’alf-hour an’ 
niver rumbled it. You ’re Susie Mar- 
son, as used to be waitress here five 
years ago ! ” 

“Course I am!” said Susie. “I 
remember you both when you used to 
come in with hay in your hair and 
make noises like turnips.” 

“ It was the French lingo misled me, 
Susie,” chuckled Bill. “ Where did ye 
larn it ? ” 

“ Picked it up at Eouen when I was 
out there with the W.A.A.C.’s,” said 
Susie. “You aren’t the only people 
who went to France. And when I 
came back and found that Mr. Boggles 
had turned the ‘White Horse’ into an 
estaminei we thought it w’ould be in 
keeping if I pretended to be French 
too. But when an overfed base-wallah ' 
says English girls waddle like tanks I ^ 
have to speak out 1 ” 

George, with his head down in his 
plate, finished his eggs and chips with 
a tremendous gulp. 

Beckon I ’ll be going to see ’o w the 
flsh is biting,” he said, and departed 
hurriedly. 

‘ * One gold cow, ftiH of > 

“ The I^eighley Mews^ ” . ' » 

Where’s PtmsYEO^o?? ■ 


THE CHILD WHO WANTED TO PLAY HY HIMSELE. 

Pbesident Wk-soe.: . “tNOW COME ALONG AN© ’ ENJOY YOUBSELF WITH THE OTHEE 
NIOE CHILBEBN. . I EIWmSBD -OKAT YOU ’D BE' TJEB LXEE AND SOUL OF THE PABTY." 
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Station-master, “Was he TBYiNG to catch the train?” 


Boy, “ He i>xd catch it, but it got away again.” 


THE BATE OE EXCHANGE, 

The world is a small place after all, 
and I am not straining the limits of 
truth when I say that the prosperity 
of Erance has a direct and almost im- 
mediate bearing on my own private 
affairs. It is, of course, a matter of 
finance, and finance implies a Scotsman. 
Lieutenant McMustard is featured as 
the villain of the piece, and the denoue-’ 
mentis timed to occur six months after 
the signing of peace. 

I was once P.M.O. of the Battalion 
Mess. I speak of the times of the 
Great War, which you may remember 
took place between 1914 and 1918 a.d. 
Among the many hardships of its try- 
ing campaigns were the circumstances 
attending the arrival one day at our 
dugout in Dickebusch of a case of 
whisky from England. There was little 
need, as far as we were affected, for the 
label, “ Glass with care,'* On opening 
the crate eleven-twelfths was found to 
come strictly under this heading ; only 
one bottle had survived its journey. 
As this is a financial narrative I will 
pass over the literary efforts this cata- 
strophe produced in the Mess. My 
chief concern was to debit each member 
with eight shillings, his share of the- 
loss, McMustard now appears as the 
chief dramatis persona, i 


His reasons for not paying the eight 
shillings were tabulated under four 
heads; {a) The loss was not due to 
any act or negligence of his; (b) no 
efibrt had apparently been made to 
trace the person or persons responsible 
for the damage ; (c) no court of inquiry 
had been held, vide K.E.; {d) he had 
not consumed any of the liquor for 
which he had been asked to pay. The 
consensus of opinion being against his 
attitude, the sum of eight shillings was 
officially demanded from him. Six 
months later, on the Arras front, he 
sent me eight francs by orderly, with 
a request for receipt. 

I returned the eight francs and 
pointed out in a polite note that, as 
the franc 'Was only worth eightpence- 
halfpenny, I should be pleased to re- 
ceive 11.30 francs in settlement of the 
debt of eight shillings. This provoked 
a statement from McMustard to the 
effect that at the time the alleged debt 
(note the caution of the Scot) was in- 
curred the franc was worth ninepence 
three-farthings, therefore, on hearing 
from me, he would forward 9.85 francs 
in settlemenjt. Argument as to who 
should bear the loss due to fluctuation 
in the rate of exchange was cut short 
by McMustard's going to England for 
a course of instruction. 

Having rejoined us at Dixmude he 


seemed willing, when approached on 
the matter, to wipe off the debt, his 
idea being apparently that 9.85 francs 
(Belgian) was worth at that time only 
about five shillings and tenpence. How- 
ever he did not function in the matter, 
for the War was just then brighten- 
ing up and attracting quite a lot of 
attention. 

We met again at Cologne, in the 
Occupation, and with true 
British doggedness I again prepared to 
attack. McMustard received my de- 
mand for thirteen marks seventy pfen- 
nigs for one bottle of whisky, value 
eight shillings, the mark being cal- 
culated at sevenpence according to 
G.B.O. displayed in the sanctum of the 
Field Cashier. The War having fizzled 
out, I followed up my request by going 
to see McMustard. He produced a 
Whitaker three years old to prove that 
at the time the debt was incurred the 
mark was worth nearly tenpence. He 
therefore offered ten marks in payment 
of the sum demanded, produced a 
twenty-mark note and waited for the 
change. 

As I searched my pockets I remem- 
bered that the rate of exchange was 
by amended G.B.O. now quoted at ten 
marks (the change that he wanted) for 
two shillings and tenpence. The only 
money I could produce was a five-franc 
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Lift Attendant [to rural vartu ivlio has been up and down again), “ What dei^artment 

DO YOU WANT?” 

Bural Party. “I don’t want no department. I just be teb’ble pond op lifts,” 


note I had treasured since leaving 
Poperinghe a couple of years ago. Pive 
francs at sevenpence each (present 
worth) being the equivalent of ten 
marks at threepence-half -penny each, 
I explained that the live-franc note 
would be adequate change from his 
twenty-mark note. Half-an-hour’s de- 
monstration on the backs of various 
envelopes seemed to convince McMus- 
tard that he was not being cheated. 
Thus after many weary years -the debt 
was liquidated to the satisfaction of all 
parties concerned, and McMustard and 
I went off to live happy ever after. 

I do not suppose that he was any 
quicker than I in discovering a little 
postscript in obscure Prench on the 
back of the five-franc note, to the effect 
that it was only “payable at the Bank 
of Boubaix six months after the conclu- 
sion of hostilities.” Therefore during 
the last days of December I shall watch 
the French money market with a sneak- 
ing hope that, as a temporary develop- 
ment only, the financial credit of our 
gallant Ally will fall still further, to 
the confusion of a certain calculating 
Scot. ... 

THE MAN TEAP. 

I WAS mowing my lawn when Dobson 
appeared at the garden gate. Dobson 
is my ex-speoial-police partner — a most 
active officer. It was always his ambi- 
tion to catch a burly armed burglar at 
work. Now it was my ambition that 
the terror of our reputation should keep 
all dangerous criminals from our beat. 
I really think that Dobson hoped the 
burglar would shoot me and that he 
would be complimented at the inquest 
on the magnificent way in which he 
avenged his trusty comrade. Happily 
Dobson never had the chance to get an 
Albert Medal at my expense. 

“Hello,” I said. “Bring your bike 
in. There 's been quite a number stolen 
lately.” 

“i’m leaving it outside,” returned 
Dobson. “ That bike is a trap. Any- 
one trying to ride that will be thrown 
violently from it directly the machine 
gets any .speed on. I have fitted an 
ingenious attachment. I am going to 
leave it here and wait. Pity .the regular 
police don’t think out more artful ways 
of dealing with criminals.” 

He strolled into my garden. “ Dear 
me, cutting your grass. You haven’t 
what I call a 'straight eye. Let me 
show you how to mow a lawn properly.” 

I am a philosophic gardener. If any 
one wants to show, me how to garden 
he is welcome, I don’t know how 
many times my brother-in-law, who is 
one of those fussy instructive, people, 
has clipped my hedges for me. . 

So I let 'Dobson grip the mower and 


run it up and' down whilst I sank into 
a deck-chair and said, “Beautiful!” 
“ What a straight eye you have 1 ” and 
other encouraging remarks. 

I was prepared to sit complimenting 
all tha evening whilst Dobson kept' on 
mowing. All at once I heard a shout 
in the road and looked round just in 
time to see a large policeman jump on 
Dobson’s bike and ride off. . 

“ Stop at once 1 ” I shouted. - ^ >.. 

“ After cycle thief 1 ” shouted the 
policeman as he pedalled away. ■ ^ ' 

The next moment there came a tre- 
mendous thud as fourteen stone of 
policeman hit the macadam. 

We rushed out and raised the pros- 
trs^te officer. , : . 


When he regained his breath he 3 
gasped, “ Saw a man jump on a lady’s S 
bike that was standing at the gate of 1 
Sunnyside and ride off. He couldn’t 1 
go fast on it. I should have caught | 

him in a minute if this blessed bike I 

Imdn’t jammed. He ’ll be half a mile | 
off* now, I suppose. Well, I ’d best be I 
going back to tell them at Sunnyside.” ' 
“ This gentleman lives at Sunnyside,” 

I said. “It will be his daughter’s 
bicycle.” ___ 

“LITE STOCK AND PETS. 

Wanted, experienced General; good wages,” 
Livetyool Echo, 

“ Live stock” perhaps, but not a “pet,” 
we fear. 






l^oUceimn, ‘‘You must take tour i^lage at the end of the queue, Mauam, and wait youe TUEin. 
Traveller, “But, good ghacioub, man! I've got to catch a train.” 


ANOTHER REOTORY MYSTERY. 


Much Botham, Essex, 
Deab Sir, — I am encouraged to hope 
that a brief account, taken, from my 
diary, of the amazing phenomena that 
have lately focussed upon my quiet 
rectory the regard of the civilized world, 
may not be without interests I should 
premise that my household consists of 
myself, a bachelor of sixty-five, and 
two domestics, cook and parlourmaid, 
of whom the precise ages have proved 
unascertainable, though both are palp- 
ably advanced in years. I had also at | 
the time a young nephew, Tom (four- 
teen), spending a part of his summer 
holidays as my guest. The entries will 
now, I trust, explain themselves. 

August SXst, — Tom arrived safely, 
looking cheerful. Trust he will not 
find our quiet routine too dull. Later, 
An amazing incident has occurred which 
I must put down while still fresh in my 
memory. Sent Tom to bed at 9.30 p.m. 
Servants retired at 10. I myself went 
upstairs precisely at 10.14:. Finding 


bedroom door slightly ajar, gave it a 
brisk push, when, without warning, 
received on my head bath sponge satur- 
ated with cold water, causing me to 
overbalance myself. How it can have 
been discharged remains inexplicable, 
as the room was entirely empty. The 
only intimation of any supernatural 
agency was that afterwards I seemed 
to remember sounds as of suppressed 
laughter, coinciding with my fall. I 
may add that, when sufficiently re-* 
covered to summon assistance, I found 
that neither of the maids (both slightly 
deaf) bad heard anything unusual; 
while my young visitor had fallen into | 
so. profound a slumber that he was 
only with much difficulty awakened. 
Whole afiair a disquieting mysteiy. 

September' Ist-Srd. — Nothing unusual 
observed, despite the incessant watch- 
fulness of Tom, whose untiring activity 
is beyond praise, He^suggests removal 
of study floor with a "view to possible 
skeletons. Proposal declined. Wrote 
letter to The Great Slocombe Gazette, 
giving full details of the manifestation,. 


September 4th, — Cook, washing 
lettuces for supper, terrified by de- 
moniac howls proceeding from outside 
garden. Found her in violent hysterics. 
Tom, returning from bicycle-ride in 
state of considerable emotion, reports 
encounter with unearthly presence in 
Rectory Lane. Parlourmaid faints 
twice. Addressed supplementary letter 
to Slocombe Gazette, 

September 6th, — All quiet. Letters 
published. Effect, despite misprints, 
pleasing. 

September 7th. — Unexpected but 
gratifying visit from representative of 
The Daily Smudge, who very courte- 
ously asked permission to photograph 
house and inmates. Accorded willingly. 

September 8th. — Place obviously 
haunted. When about to seat myself 
at study desk, chair suddenly and vio- 
lently jerked towards adjacent French 
window, which was partially open. 
Sustained further contusions and re- 
newed shock. Becoming seriously 
alarmed. What is it / 

September 9th, — Somewhat consoled 






Skptkmbeb 24, 1919.] 


PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. 


267 



Mr, Bullion-Bigg& (trying to mispress H;pon his S07i the dignity of labour), “My boy, when I was your ag-e I had to^ wash bottles 

AT A BREWERY.” 

Mis 8 o 7 i. “Fine^ Dad—I'm real proud op you. Why, ip* it hadn't been for your pluck and perseverance I might have 
TTAD TO do the same myself.” 


by appearance of photos, covering entire 
front page of Daily Smudge, An un- 
looked-for distinction, though results 
hardly flattering to personal vanity. 
Accompanying article suggests the 
theory that the house is built in direct 
course of earth-electricity — whatever 
that is. Interesting. Tom inclined to 
discredit theory in favour of corpse 
under cellar. Both maids give notice. 

Se;ptemher lOtJi, — ^Visit from Professor 
Langham-Flace, the celebrated illusion- 
ist, who most kindly offers to subject 
rectory and grounds to expert examina- 
tion. Accepted with thanks. Also 
called upon by polite gentleman repre- 
senting Essex N atural Earth-Electricity 
Supply Company, now in course of 
flotation. Promised to take shares. 
Gentleman convinced of electric outlet 
on property. 

September 11th, — More wailings. 
Bath taps turned on during night and 1 
drawing-room ceiling practically ruined. 
Professor L.-P, declares himself baffled 
and advises immediate evacuation of 
house as unsafe. Eeceived circulars 
from five press-cutting agencies, en- 
closing articles from Times, News, Post, 
Chronicle and Star. Sent subscription 
to first. 


September 12th, — Bemoval begun in 
heavy rain. Tom most helpful in con- 
veying furniture on to lawn to await 
vans. Special excursion from town 
brought large crowd, who survey pro- 
ceedings over garden hedge, with inter- 
ested comments. Penalty of publicity. 
Further cuttings; also congratulatory 
wire from Sir Watson Sherlock. In 
afternoon depressed. Furniture greatly 
damaged. Hear question asked at 
Labour Congress, denouncing me for 
inadequate compensation to Cook. 
Started album of press-extracts. 

SejJtember 18th. — Slept (?) at village 
inn. Severe cold, Tom, who heroically 
elected to spend night in deserted 
rectory, reports further alarming ex- 
periences, culminating in apparition of 
spectre with chains and shroud. Nerves 
seriously shaken. Two more special 
trains and quantity of motors, most of 
whose occupants put up for lunch -at 
inn. Landlord exceedingly kind and 
sympathetic. Later, Unexpected ar- 
rival of my brother George, who, on 
being informed of position, declares his 
intention of visiting rectory with Tom 
and making thorough investigation. 
Declines further weapon than stout 
ash cane. Tom, for first time, displays 


reluctance, but is persuaded. In their 
absence continued album. Articles in 
Outlook, Spectator, Atlienaumi (humor- 
ous) and Bee-keeper, 

September IMh, — Brother George 
and Tom both left by train last evening, 
latter somewhat flushed and taciturn. 
George assures me that ghost has been 
“ well laid.” Sincerely trust so ; but 
I explanation as far oft* as ever. Secured 
temporary charwoman and shall move 
back to-morrow. A marvellous, if try- 
ing, experience (query, privilege ?). 
Determine to send this account to my 
favourite journal. Truly, as Shak- 
SPEARE so finely says, “ there are more 
things in Heaven and Earth than 
dreams are made of.” In which belief, 
I remain, dear Sir, 

Very sincerely yours, 

Egbert Spalding, M.A. 


From a Calendar : — 

“ SEPTEIMBER 

16 

TUESI^AY 

A. Bonar Law born, 1858. 

‘ What 's done cannot be undone.* 

Macbeth, v. r.” 

We commend this to Lord Bother- 
mere, 
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THE SOLAR RAY COURSE. 

[Bemg important correspondence hetiueeiz 
Horatio Hyacinth Mitt of the one 
part and the Solar Hay Coiicentratioiz 
and Electric Gompamj of the other ^ 
{Found in a dustbin 

“ The Dovecote,"' Balham, 
17th Angust, 1919. 

Gentlemen, — Having completed your 
£3 35. Od. Solar Eay course, I can 
faithfully say that, whereas before be- 
ginning the same, I was only worth 
£300 a year I am now worth £700. 
My employer is, however, only paying 
me £150. What would you advise me 
to do in the matter? 

Yours very truly, H. H. Mitt. 

George Was]iingto7z House, 

Boom 11, 

29th A2cgust,1919. 
Dear Sib, — We are exceedingly 
pleased to learn that our course has 
done you so much good. We would 
suggest that you firmly but respectfully 
demand an interview with your em- 
ployer. In order to give you the neces- 
sary confidence may we suggest the 
purchase of one of our vibro-electric 
breastplates ? Tens of thousands of 
our students have found benefit from 
these breastplates when undergoing in- 
terviews with their employers. With 
one of them concealed beneath your 
vest fear will flee from you and courage 
take its place. That marvellous fluid 
electricity, which is the basis of all life, 
will flow from the breastplate into all 
parts of the body, giving hope, strength 
and determination. Experience has 
shown that only five per cent, of em- 
ployers are able to resist its subtle 
force. The breastplate, battery and elec- 
trodes, securely packed and delivered 
post free, £4 IO5. Od. 

We are, Yours obediently, etc, 

“ The Dovecote,” Balhavz, 
26th August,1919. 
Gentlemen, — I have interviewed my 
employer ; and with what result ? That 
delicate sympathy heretofore existing 
between us, fragile thing that it was, 
is broken for ever ; in other words I am 
sacked. I knocked at the door of his 
room yesterday immediately after he 
had returned from lunch. The time 
chosen shows, I think, that I am versed 
in human nature. Nevertheless his re- 
ception of me lacked cordiality. For 
assistance during this momentous crisis 
I relied chiefly upon Eules 78-92 of the 
advanced course, viz., those which lay 
it down that by an effort of will and 
imagination a person may fancy that 
he is the sun— “the great orb of day’’ 
(Shakspeare)— and that, like the sun, 

! he is shooting out beams of light and 
heat and force in all directions. 


I had brought myself into the correct 
ionaginative state before entering the 
- room, and I immediately shot twenty 
; or thirty beams at my employer’s head, 

■ neck and shoulders. I am not aware 
that I concentrated unduly on a large 
mole which adorns the side of his nose, 
though I noticed that this corrugated 
excrescence became alternatively red 
and blue with great rapidity. It was 
inapolite in him therefore to demand 
brusquely what the Hades I was star- 
ing at. 

I may as well confess that this unex- 
pected remark somewhat unsettled me, 
and I closed one eye for a few seconds 
(see Eule 138) in order to reassemble 
my subconscious and esoteric forces, 
with a view to his complete subjugation. 
It was at the end of this brief period, 
daring which my employer wore a sin- 
ister expression, that misfortune over- 
whelmed me. As you are aware I had 
assumed your B 11 electric breastplate. 
Now I have, in the course of several 
rehearsals, endeavoured by means of 
this breastplate to bathe my being in 
tho great life-giving fluid, but liad never 
felt the smallest sensation therefrom. 
Yet at this moment, standing as I was 
before my employer, with closed eyes 
and surging soul, the breastplate began 
suddenly to subject me to a series of 
the most alarming shocks. Spasmodic 
pains of an intensive character shot 
downwards through rhy legs and up- 
wards into my head, causing my hair 
to stiiBfen and the ends of my mous- 
tache (which is of a sandy colour) to 
move backwards and forwards and even 
gyrate convulsively. 

My employer, with a startled look, 
sprang from his seat, seized a heavy 
coal -shovel from the fireplace and 
pressed an electric-bell. Before I could 
open my mouth the commissionaire en-’ 
tered the room and at a word I was 
hustled back into the general office. 

^ This morning I have received a letter 
I dispensing with my services and sug- 
gesting that I should become a Pussy- 
foot (whatever they may be). 

I have set out the facts fully, Gentle- 
men, ^ in order that you may be in a 
position to advise me. Yours, etc. 

George Washington Eotise, 

1st September, 1919. 

Dear Sir, — We have read your letter 
with great interest. It is clear to us 
that your employer was incensed about 
something, and we have come to the 
coo elusion that it was the convulsive 
movements of your moustachios. (N.B. 

A sandy rnoustache moving in the way ^ 
you describe might easily irritate the ] 
nerves.) May we suggest that you c 
should purchase a bottle of our elixir ' 
for the removal of superfluous hair, g 


and, after treatment, again seek an 
interview with your employer ? Being 
an old customer, we could let you have 
a large-size bottle for 175. 

Awaiting the favour of your order, 
We are, etc. 


THE HEIRLOOM. 

Lines to a Daughter. 

When we have finished all the buns 
And nearly all the tea, 

When silence falls and everyone’s 
As bored as they can be, 

The visitors in sheer despair 
Eegard you with a knowing air 
And then in unison declare 
How like you are to me ! 

“It is the mouth,” the liars say, 

“ Or something in the pose,” 

“The eyebrows, or that funny way 
Of turning in her toes ; ” 

All over your unhappy frame i 

Eesem blances themselves proclaim, 
But none suggest, for very shame, 
That you have got my nose. 

This is the nose that, age by age, 
Adorns our ancient line ; 

Pull many a Prelate, Prince and Sage 
In carven stone recline — 

All, all distinguished more or less 
Ey this peculiar nosiness, 

Though few of theirs, I must confess, 
Were quite as large as mine. 

Men gaze at it when one goes by 
As at a monstrous freak, 

Which — one can see it in their eye — 
They simply long to tweak ; 

Nor is it nothing that one has 
At many a rude unmannered Jazz 
Been mentioned generally as 
“ The fellow with the beak.” 

But, though with filial pride I wear 
This relic of the past. 

Your nose, I trust, is not the heir 
Of the ancestral cast ; 

Por men ai'e foolishly inclined 
To noses of a diflerent kind, 

Less angular, if less refined, 

And just a shade less vast. 

Your mother’s, now, is straight and 
small, 

The sort young men prefer. 

Though she is not what I should call 
A perfect character ; 

So, if you hope to be a bride, 

I offer you this simple guide — 

Bust he a bit like me {inside), 

Bnt look a lot like her. A. P. H. 

Prom “ Motor Notes ” : — 

** Maintaining a high, speed on a narrow road 
when passing over vehicles may establish one’s 
efficiency, nerve, and self-esteem, but it is 
disconcerting to the others.”— Paper. 

We respect the writer’s reserve of 
strength. 
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Mistress, “But have you any particular reason for wanting to go home to-morrow night, Lily?” 

Maid, “The thing is, my brother’s coming, Mum, and ’e ’s bringing ’is young lady, and I ’m wanted to be the missing link.” 


THE LINE OF SUCCESSION. 

[According to a weekly paper, the first known medical prescription 
is for an antidote to baldness, made up for an Egyptian queen.] 

I MAKE no moan, although beneath the bay leaves 
My locks are not so flowing as of yore ; 

Wholly unmoved, I note how every day leaves 
The parting .broader than it was before ; | 

Tears, idle tears by me are nob expended, ; 

Still can I face my mirror undismayed 
To find my daily hair-drilb is attended 
By such a^ small parade. 

Each time I shake the bottle (large dimension, | 

Three times as big as those at one-and-one), | 

I tell myself I do with like intention | 

What haply many; a famous name has done, | 

Since first 'that luckless better-half of Piolemy 
B egged her physician for a’ dope to stop 
The rot that won her spouse’s comment, “ Golly, my 
Dear, you are thin on top.” , 

So suffered, maybe, CissAR, et tu, Bbxjte, 

Possibly Nero bad not'much to cut, 

And, Senlac won, some page did extra duty 
Applying massage to the Conqueror’s nut ; 

Some frugal-minded Borgia, too, diurnally 
May have employed'for simple toilet ends 
Such poison as he ’d not applied internally 
To inconvenient friends. 

On such as these my frequent fancy lingers, 

^ Snatching a solace from the thought that they 
Kneaded their naked scalps with anxious fingers 
Or ever I ’d begun my little day ; 


Yes, when my skull in turn tells how fugaces 
Labxintur mini (how the years do bolt), 

’Tis nice to feel that what is taking place is 
An immemorial moult. 

Quartermasters as Mascots. 

Order recently received by a corps in Elanders : — 

“ With reference to your No. dated , 1919, will you 

please note that no Quartermaster should be demobilized without 
the sanction of these Headquarters being obtained, in accordance with 

G R.O, 6476. (sd.) , Gapt. S C., 

for Major, D.A.M.S.” 

G.E.O. 6475, on being looked up, was found to be: — 

“ Regimental Mascots and Pets , — Licences to land these animals 
may be granted if application is made to the Board of Agriculture 
three weeks before it is desired to ship the animals, and provided the 
Mascots are to remain under military care. There is no bar to the 
importation of animals of the monkey tribe. 

. (Authority: W.O.L. No. 9/9/2200, dated 6-3-19.) ” 

I The Quartermaster thereupon claimed on official authority 
that he was popular enough to be a regimental pet, bub the 
Junior Sub. explafiied that his case was covered by the last 
sentence of G.E.Q. 6475. 

At the British Association. 

“Sir Charies Parsons’ advice may be summed up in the one word 
‘ Bore.’ X)a^^2/ Ex^^ess, 

In the interests of Society hostesses we trust the President’s 
advice will not be taken too literally. 

Our Centenarians. 

secretary of the Royal Toxophilite Society, 

“ •»• a*?* «' ^ 















Soldier (having received S,0,S. from the married quarters). Might— might I fall out, Sir? I’ve dust ’eard me bees is 

SWARMIN 


THE DIARY OF A MONTESSORIAN. 

ii. 

September 12, — A somewhat troubled 
night, Nurse having refused to accept 
any responsibility for Jack, on the 
ground that 1 had told her the children 
must not be watched. Slept in the 
nursery in an armchair. Jack very 
feverish. Edwin recommended milk 
and soda-water, but, as Jack did not 
ask for it, I could not force it upon him. 
As I reminded Edwin, Nietzsche has 
rightly said that life is an experience, 
not a duty. Abistotle tells us that 
children live by instinct, and Dr. Albx- 
ANDEE Moegan, the distinguished Scot- 
tish educationist, writes that “ children 
must be allowed to examine and experi- 
ment for themselves. Only thus will 
they grow up to be active and self- 
reliant citizens.*’ 

At 8 A.M., hearing a loud knocking, 
I went down and let in Cook, Gladys 
and Jane. They explained their ab- 
sence on the ground of terror at the 
behaviour of the children. Pointed 
out to them that, while State morality 
must be based on free choice, tke free 
individual must disdain intimidation as 
well as coercion. Cook and Gladys im- 
mediately demanded the same rise in 
wages which I had promised to Jane. 


Breakfast rather sketchy, and Edwin 
peevish about the limpness of the 
sausages. Said he was going to write 
an article on the limits of self-expres- 
sion in cooks. I replied, in the words 
of Harold Begbie, that “ to gain the 
affections of democracy for a crusade 
having a Moral State as its end, we 
must prove to it that this Moral State 
would be worth living in. We must 
prove that a Moral State would provide 
men with the opportunity of living 
richly and deeply, not niggardly and 
fearfully.” Edwin retorted that our 
e:^eriment was a double failure, since 
he was not living richly and the servants 
were in a blue funk. I replied again, 
in the noble words of Mr. Begbie, that 
“morality should never stand in the 
shadow of the policeman,” on which 
Edwin, I regret to say, promptly ob- 
served, with a sad lack of taste and 
uplift; “Quite true; but what would 
Cook say to that ? ” 

Jack being still rather p^a?^o, further 
experiments with him seem out of the 
question to-day. Edwin insisted that 
no more keys should be entrusted to 
the children ; that experiment must be 
regarded as complete. By way of com- 
promise I obtained his consent to 
allowing Eva the right of free election 
of amusements until the return of her 


governess, Miss Grindle. I made a 
further concession by agreeing that 
Eva should be under supervision, not 
vexatious but helpful. The true teacher, 
as Dr. Alexander Morgan puts it, “ will 
watch the children in order to study 
their capacities and needs,” but not 
to interfere with their legitimate self- 
activity. 

As Edwin’s leg still prevented his 
going to the Ministry of Supererogation 
I arranged that he should remain at 
home and invigilate on non-interven- 
tional lines, as I was obliged to attend 
my bi-weekly lesson in Eurhythmies at 
Madame Swetchine’s studio at Bron- 
desbury before lunching at the Smiles 
Self-Help Eestaurant with the Neo- 
Hellenic Hygienic Coterie, Madame 
Swetchine very illuminative, especially 
in her insistence on non-injunctional | 
instructiem as a means of developing 
the artistic consciousness. A charming 
lunch — curried peaches and maU — and 
a most stimulating discussion on growth 
as a mathematical function of feeding. 
Home to tea. Jack much better but 
inclined to sleep. Edwin still tiresome. 
He had taken Eva in a taxi to Ken- 
sington Gardens, where she had elected 
to paddle in the Hound Pond and, get- 
ting out of her depth, had been roughly 
pulled out by the park-keeper, whom 






'274 



she bad bitten in the hand. Edwin 
had offered the man ten shillings, but 
he refused and bad taken Edwin’s name 
and address. Persuaded Eva, who had 
not changed her clothes and showed 
signs of catching cold, to go to bed with 
a supply of chocolates, while I wrote to 
TJie Times to protest against the bru- 
tality of State Mamelukes. 


AHOTHER IMPENDINC STRIKE. 

The feeling of unrest so prevalent in 
the commercial world has at length 
spread to literary circles, and threatens 
- to result in a strike of poets, as a pro- 
tect against the refusal of the Editors’ 
Defence Association to concede the 
demands formulated by the Minor Poets’ 
Mutual Protection Society. The grav- 
ity of the situation cannot be exag- 
gerated, and, unless immediate steps 
are taken by the Government to settle 
the dispute, the nation may at any 
moment be compelled to suffer the 
incalculable loss and inconvenience 
entailed by the complete sto25page of 
its poetical supplies. 

The origin of the dispute is well- 
known. An industrious but undis- 
tinguished member of the Minor Poets’ 
Mutual Protection Society submitted 
to the editor of The Bookmaker a poem 
entitled Loves of the Lepidoptera.”! 


So impressed was the editor in question 
by the merit of this tour de force that 
by return of post an offer of three shil- 
lings and ninepence was received by 
the author and, on the advice of a 
rapacious landlady, accepted. 

The editor of The Bookmaher then 
sold the colonial, dramatic, serial, mus- 
ical, cinematograph, and all other 
rights for a sum of eighteen shillings 
and sixpence — thus realising a profit 
of nearly four hundred per cent. — and 
published the poem anonymously. The 
incensed author reported this shame- 
less piece of profiteering to the Minor 
Poets’ Mutual Protection Society, The 
Committee of the Society immediately 
seized the opportunity to demand sub- 
stantial increases in the rate of payment 
for poets ; a peace bonus to compensate 
for the inflated rents of attics ; double 
rates of pay for night- work, the neces- 
sary midnight oil to be provided; 
prompt payment on acceptance — re- 
tention of MSS. longer than six hours 
to be equivalent to acceptance ; with- 
drawal of the demand for stamped and 
addressed envelopes ; and special terms 
for Odes, Epics, Patriotic Poems and 
Obituary Notices. 

In presenting these terms to the 
Editors’ Defence Association the So- 
ciety intimated that, unless they were 
accepted within forty-eight hours, strike 


notices would be posted and minor 
poets throughout the country would 
down ” pens. 

This uncompromising attitude was 
endorsed by a mass meeting held on 
Monday evening at the Poets’ Corner, 
and attended by thousands of poets 
past, present and futurist. The serious- 
ness of the situation is accentuated by 
the fact that all living poets of British 
nationality are, or should be, members 
of the Minor Poets’ Mutual Protection 
Society. 

A few characteristic comments on the 
crisis are recorded below : — 

Dr. Egbert Bridges, Poet-Laureate, 
expressed intense distaste for any kind 
of public utterance, but was overheard 
to murmur sotto voce : — 

** Whether I’m paid in cash or sack 
Or plnm-and-apple jam, 

The outlook is efxtremely' black. 

Blit I don’t care a button,” 

Mrs. Elea Wheeler Wilcox, a copy 
of whose works is in all completely fur- 
nished British homes, expressed inter- 
national sympathy and asserted her 
willingness to die in the last distich for 
the cause. She concluded as follows : — 

Though ever since I did begin 
To write I *ve raked the dollars in, 

I shall hot chafe at changes made 
So long as I am better paid.” 

A Volcanic Yoa’tieist, pointing out 
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that as he never accepted payment for 
his work, but paid for its publication, 
the matter in dispute did not concern 
him, said : — 

“ I have no ssympatliy with this 
Misguided person ; 

He is addicted to rhymes, 

A particularly cloying and noxious 
Form of dope. 

Rhymes ! I never use them ; 

I write prose. Then I cut it into 
Uneven lengths. 

Comme <;a 1 

And the critics, the people who really 
Know that they know, 

Say: 

‘How extraordinarily clever! How 
Ecstatically spasmodic I 
What a deep, even abysmal thinker 
Is here !!’,.. Pouf I ” 

The Ungallant U’orth. 

“‘Karsavina’ is recognised as one of the 
greatest exponents of the art of the day. Her 
many appearances at Oovent Garden with 
Mjinsky, Holm, and other famous dancers . . . 
are ancient history.” 

, Rarrogate Kursaal Prograviine. 

“QUEEN ANNE RESIHENGE. 

MENTIONED IN DOOMSDAY BOOK.” 

From an Auctioneer’s Advt. in “ Times.''* 
Of course we knew that Queen A^J'ne 
, was dead, but we had no idea she had 
lived as long as that. 


THE SMILLIENNIUM. 
{Suggested by a phrase overheard in 
St, James's Park,) 

The Upper Ten will have to go — 

It ’s painful, but it must be so — 
x^nd earn their living down below ; 

And Dukes, unless they dig or hoe 
Or clean the streets of mud and 
snow. 

Be jolted off to Jericho, 

“When good old Smiedib runs the 
show.” 

Free beer will in profusion flow 
From parish pumps in sweet Soho 
To John O’Groats and Swinning Voe, 
And' never will the State bestow 
Less than a daily q%i/id pro quo 
On Jack and Fritz and Ikey Mo — 
“When good old Smedeib runs the 
show.” 

Only the self-respecting “ pro ” 

Will bat and bowl and run and row ; 
Only the proletarian toe 
In football wiU be conmie il faiit ; 

Only the coster to and fro 
Will canter over Eotten Eow, 

“When good old Smillib runs the 
show.” 


Drake will be banned at Plymouth Hoe, 
And Nelson’s Column undergo 
A catastrophic overthrow ; 

All palaces will be laid low, 

And only gallant “ Captain Coe ” 

Be free to wear the D.S.O., 

“ When good old Smillib runs the 
show.” 

Will England be downhearted ? No ! 
Bob’s generous heart is all aglow 
With admiration for the foe 
Who proffered peace at Prinkipo, ' 
Lenin and Beda Kun and Co. ; 

And all will blossom, bloom and grow 
“ When good old Smillie runs the I 
show.” - 

“fcjir William went very exbaustedZy into 
the rates -of pay now given to the men.” 

Sheffield Daily Telegraph. 
We are not surprised. 

“ Required, Bedroom and sitting-room, or 
use of sitting room; permanent; marred 
coTXffie.’^— -Llandudno Advertiser. 

This goes beyond Mr. Kipling’s coup- 
let : — 

“ You may shout it from the house tops, you 
may print it on his card, 

That a young man married is a young man 
marred,” 
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AT THE PLAY. 

“The Great Day.’" , - 

Drury Lanc Autumn melodramas 
should be very entertaining to write, or 
rather to construct ; and the Big Three 
of what might be called Barker’s Piece 
Conference— I refer respectfully to Mr. 
Louis Naporeon Parker, Mr. George 
E. Sims and Mr. Arthur CoLLiNS-must 
have enjoyed their work on this new 
one, Tha Great Daijy almost as much as 
the audience enjoys the results. For so 
many stimulating things have to' be 
done : virtue has to be rewarded, and 
in the process of bringing this about 
the moralist cannot but glow : villainy 
has to be frustrated and punished .(I'e- 
newed glow) ; recent history, social and 
political, has- to be searched and se- 
lected from (surely a piquant task) ; 
jokes have to be made ; crises of emo- 
tional excitement have to be arranged ; 
and sensational settings decided upon 
for which every likely and unlikely re- 
source of scene-painting, carpentry and 
lighting is at their disposal. All* this 
must be very stimulating employment 
— to say nothing of monetary reward 
to follow. 

But of the three I personally most 
envy Mr. Collins, for,' whatever the 
anxieties incidental to such labours, it 
'must be enormpus fun t’o set out ‘to 
achieve the Impossible, as he has done, 
and to win; to bring, for example, the 
river Seine in full flood to the boards 
of Drury Lane. This is by far the most 
remarkable stage spectacle I have ever 
seen, and its impressiveness is increased 
rather than impaired by the forewarn- 
ing of the authors, who in their stern 
logic provide, in the previous scene, the 
real thunderstorm (so real as to splash 
Mr. Glover and his merry fiddlers) 
which causes the river to burst its 
banks. Nor do we think less of this 
cataclysm because the sole purpose of 
unloodng it' was to drown Mr. Geralb 
Lawrence. Nobody else. That so vast 
an inundation should be brought about 
to satisfy poetical justice in the matter 
of one malefactor is surely magnificent ; 
particularly as there is (to all appear- 
ances— such is Mr. Collins’s skill) a 
sufficient torrent to purge London of 
half its detrimental population. ^ ‘ 

What fun, again, to bring a slice of 
Sheffield to Drury Lane, so that Mr, 
Stanley Logan, whom playgoers have 
been thinking of for a long while purely 
as a debonair Lothario with a leaning 
towards manicure, may evolve into an 
inventor, in overalls with so perilous a 
secret that only his own hands can 
wield the hammer that releases a molten 
stream of the specially toughened metal 
wliich alone can win the war! 

But scenery is not all, and it would 


be unfair to Mr. Parker, and Mr. Sims 
to lay too much stress upon it, for their 
story has its own momentum and is 
told vvith admirable spirit, and now 
and then with finer shades of character- 
isation than these vast productions 



PEAOTIOyS ALIENS AT THE 
FOIJNDBY. 

Wenceslds Kolar * Mr, Gerald Lawrence. 
jyilian Leeson . ' Miss Rhoda Symons. 

demand, but for the presence of which 
they are the better. 

And the play has been cast with con- 
spicuous discretion. Miss Sybil Thorn- 
dike’s Shakspearean training [Humpty- 
Dum^ty would call it her “ Shaksperi- 



GON JUGAL “COIklEADES.” 

JFranh Beresford . Mr. Stanley Logan. 
Clara Bor stwick . Miss Sybil Thorndike, 


ence”) is discernible in a voice of 
beautiful mellowness and clarity, and in 
the unhurried grace of her movements, 
which, with her unaffected sincerity, 
endear her to the house; and the 
authors, recognising this classic quality, 
have provided a little Shakspearean 
echo, in her analysis of the perfect 
husband in Act I., which for a moment 
agreeably emphasises it. 

Mr. Stanley Logan, drawn from light 
comedy to play a Bayard in adversity 
whom a Samaritanese impulse has in- 
volved in bigamy, acts so well that 
he compels sympathy. The part is 
both long and difficult, but he carries 
it through with distinction, not unas- 
sisted by an excellent ally in the person 
of a good and versatile tailor. Mr. 
Frederick Boss as the steel-manu- 
facturer is finely vigorous and resonant, 
and, though some days have passed, 
his defiant tones still ring in my head. 
Mr. Gerald Lawrence as a Euthenian 
violinist (and, we all suspected, certainly 
a cousin, if not a nearer relation, of 
Svengali)y discourses sweet music and 
insidious subtle wickedness with equal 
skill and earns his meed of hate (with 
groans and hisses). The part is -the 
most theatrical of all, but also the most 
picturesque, and Mr. Lawrence serves 
the authors well. Mr. Aubrey Fitz- 
gerald does all that is possible as a 
lovesick boy in shackles of devofcion to 
a Kitty (Miss Dorothy Tetley) wdio is 
winsome enough to make every man 
wish his place ; but he has not been too 
generously supplied with opportuni- 
ties. Lastly, among the principals, we 
come to Mr. Hugh C. Buckler, whose 
impersonation of a soldier broken by a 
German prison is painfully convincing. 

As an illustration of the richness of 
the cast, 1 may say that, although 
that unctuous comedian. Miss Mary 
Brough, is among its forty and odd 
names, she certainly has not more than 
six sentences to speak. Another minor 
part that stands forth is that of the 
manager of the works, whom Mr. Clif- 
ford Spurr makes a very real figure. 

There are also a score or so of anony- 
mous performers — they are grouped 
under “etc.” — that I fancy I have seen 
before on the same historic boards. 
Everything else is lavishly new ; but 
the rats that scamper across the stage 
in the Paris scene — did I or did I not 
recognise them as survivors from Dick 
Whittington's cat? It was too dark for 
certainty. V. 

“The Oamberley Triangle.” 

Perhaps the Bacchanalc, executed 
with almost ferocious energy by a cou- 
ple of half-naked Eussian acrobats (oh, 
memories of Pavlova and MoriJKin), 
was not the best preparation for the 
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Reseller {t'eturning from private celebration dinner), Must have brought away 

THE WRONG UMBEELLA.” 


quiet humour of Mr. A. A. Milne's 
little sketch. But the adaptability. of 
a Coliseum, audience is very catholic, and 
the typically unassertive qualities of The 
Ga^nherley Triangle (which, it is right 
to warn you, had nothing to do with 
the Staff College) were not wasted upon 
them. It offered a new, and very fresh 
variation on the return of a husband 
(hasty war-wedding, followed by four 
years on an Eastern front without leave) 
to find his wife in train to elope with 
Another: Dispensing with all the more 
vulgar developments he proposes a com- 
petition with his rival, each to have five 
minutes by himself with the lady/for the 
exercise of his conversational charms. 
The tertium quid, being allowed first 
turn, urges her, with a peevish wiolence 
that has no persuasion in it, to get on 
her hat and cloak and be off with him 
before his time is up. He is clearly no 
gentleman and thoroughly deserves to 
lose. The husband (an obvious con- 
queror from the moment of his appear- 
ance) refuses to press his claims, dis- 
misses the vision that he has cherished 
in solitude all these years, and starts 
on a virgin quest to win his wife’s affec- 
tions all over again. He attains with 
a minute or so in hand. 

Mr. Godfrey Tearle played the win- 
ning part with a most comfortable 
assurance, but was not very w^ell sup- 
ported (if that is the right word) by his 
rival, who made it rather hard for us 
to visualise the fascination which he 
seems to have exerted over the wife 
before the curtain went up. . This in 
turn threw a painful doubt upon her 
sense' of values and made us wonder 
whether the victor’s prize w’as quite as 
good a thing as he thought it. 

A very attractive sketch, if not quite 
Mr. Milne at his best. But then The 
Boy Gomes Home is a difficult best to 
equal. . — 0 . S. 

SIDE-SHOWS. 

{By our oum Secret Historian,) 

Now that Mr. Lovat Eraser has 
been allowed to reveal in a contem- 
porary that the British Expedition to 
Bussia is merely a continuation of 
Mr. Winston 6hurchill’^ vendetta 
against Peters and his Sydney Street | 
colleagues, I may be permitted to throw 
some interesting side-lights on- a few 
of the many side-shows in which the 
Allies participated. 

' ~ >i« i{i 

It has been my good fortune to see 
an advance proof of the papers dealing 
with, the operations in Palestine and 
Arabia, from which it is clear that 
Lord AllenbY' accepted that command 
solely for the purpose of playing the 
lead-in a popular film, hoping thereby 
to triumph over his rival, Mr. Chaplin, 


of whom the gallant Eield-Marshal has 
for some time been secretly jealous. 

An “ Arabian Night Entertainment ” 
is directly responsible for yet another 
theatre of the War, inasmuch as the 
Bagdad Expedition was arranged and 
equipped by Mr. Oscar Asche mainly 
to supply a topical interest for his elab- 
orate plagiarism, Chzir Chin Choxo, • 

" I may add that the Stage also played 
an important part in the despatch of 
troops to the Garden of Eden, this 
being in reality the outcome of a recruit- 


ing campaign designed to enlist the 
services of young men who were flock- 
ing nightly to revues, to the success of 
which the “ back to the Creation” fash- 
ions contributed in no small measure. 

!{« 5lS >1? 

Lack of space would not prevent 
my discussing the true genesis of the 
Egyptian Expeditionary Force and the 
exodus from the Dardanelles, but my 
tongue is tied (in my cheek) for the 
moment, the copyright of those de- 
servedly incredible stoiies having been 
already secured by a contemporary. 
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‘'GOLD/’ 

A District Horse; South India. 

Not where the frenzied punters gamble 
On or against, for win or place ; 

Not where the proud and pedigreed 
amble 

The shaded paddock before the race ; 
Nob in the cbarge*s rush and thunder, 
The bugles splitting the air asunder 
(And God defend us from slip or blunder 
With the troop behind and the foe to 
face) ; 

Nor yet on Nottingham’s meads or 
• Leicester's, 

Or wheresoever the fox is run 
Where fields are fast and fences testers 
And the best may fall ere the day be 
done ; 

Nor yet on Eanelagh’s shaven levels, 
The sun ablaze on the June-tide revels, 
Where men and ponies are turned to 
devils 

Till the goal be scored and the game 
be won ; 

But East away by the Bengal breakers 
In a corner of earth too small to see, 
Where the ricefields carpet the lowland 
acres 

And the coconut palm and the tama- 
rind tree ; 

Where the sky is a dome of blue-gold 
arches, 

And the noonday sunshine blinds and 
parches 

And you must have a horse to do your 
marches, 

That is the country for Gold and 
me. 

I no Donoghue, he no flier 
To canter home with the Stakes or 
Cup; 

Backer or tipster, bookie or buyer, 
Following us would have bought a 
pup; 

But when it comes to getting the dis- 
tance 

C^mp-to-camp with the map’s assist- 
ance 

And taking the line of least resistance, 
*^Gold ’s niy money-^and ** owner 
up.” 

When pi-dogs chivvy and oowfli^ 
pester 

(A million cowflies go ta the mile), 
When aloe and cactus prickleand fester, ' 

! When mud is viscous and majqi is 
vile, 

When bunds aie slippery, steep or 
noltaa, 

When the path is lost and the track 
lorgotten. 

Or the going sand the soil black, 
cotton^ 

Bring on your racei^g and See us: 
smfiie. , 


Duty calls to appointed stations, 

Those appropriate, we ’ve been told. 
And humble worth and a perfect 
patience 

Score to-day as they did of old ; 

This tribute then to a friend true- 
hearted, 

Gallant and game as ever started, 
Perish the day from him I ’m parted. 
Gold” by name, and by nature 
gold. ========= 

SEEING A FLAT. 

I HAD saved the House Agent’s life 
at a critical moment in Flanders by 
recommending him to the Colonel for 
a Lewis Gun Course at Army Head- 
quarters. We were therefore firm 
friends and had arranged a private code. 
As soon as I saw in the Agony Column 
of The Times “ Leonidas. It is not too 
late, darling Tibs,” I knew that he had 
a furnished flat to let, so I rushed to 
the nearest telephone office and tried 
to get through to him. After running 
through most of the combinations. 
Exchange hit the key number and the 
Agent spoke. “Come at once,” he 
said, “ and come in disguise, or you will 
probably be mobbed. Dress up, if you 
can, as a plumber.” 

I bought a basket of plums, put on 
my oldest suit and boarded a motor-bus 
that appeared from its- placard to have 
its hearty set on the hills. After an 
hour’s. climb I got off and continued 
the ascent on foot. A large and fero- 
cious-looking crowd of men and women 
were beleaguering the door of the 
Agent’s office. I beckoned to a small 
boy, offered him sixpence and told him 
to climb over the back garden wall and 
deliver a message. “Tell Mr. Wil- 
liams,’’ I said, ** that one waits without 
who wishes to have a word with him. 
Can you repeat that ? ” 

I was glad that! had put him to this 
test, as it appeared that he pronounced 
all his w’s as v’s, and I therefore en- 
gaged another. 

He reappeared ' in twenty minutes 
with an order to view No. 369, Senna- 
cherib Mansions. - 

I sealed some more peaks and found 
at last a peculiar-shaped cromlech on 
the left-hand side of the mountain- 
top. By an extraordinary coin^dence 
a precisely similar excrescence entitled 
Nebuchadnezmr Mansions had r^red 
itself on khe right-hand side. I did not 
honestly admire the -architectural style 
of the buildings. It was doubtful indeed 
whether it could be called a style at all. i 
In front of each block there ran a long s 
row of part- worn evergreen Shrubs, I ; 
ran.af ter them until I reached the thirty- 1 
sixth wtrance and climbed five flighl^ ^ 
of stairs* I rang Mie.bell, and vrheh^ 
the door« opened jmt my foot in it. j 


“I have come to see your flat,” I 
shouted, working my way in and waving 
the order to view in the tenant’s face.” 

“ Certainly,” he said as we crouched 
together in the entrance-shaft. “ I ex- 
pect you would like to see tlie reception 
cupboards first.” 

I want to see the one you dine in,” 
I said. “ I have rather a long swing 
with my spoon.” He showed me a 
small alcove, in which one had to adopt 
a sitting attitude in order to get one’s 
knees under the edge of the table and 
so dodge the door, which opened in- 
wards. The drawing recess had two 
of those large circular tuffet-shaped 
cushions in it, and seemed over-fur- 
nished when we had both got inside. 

“ I expect you don’t have very large 
house parties, do you? ” I asked. 

He confessed that he did not, and 
took me on to see the bedrooms. He 
explained rather apologetically that the 
flat had not been designed for a very 
long man, but that, by knocking a 
square hole in the plaster and fitting 
a wooden box in it, he was enabled to 
lie down. This was really an advan- 
tage, since the box could be reversed 
during the daytime, thus adding con- 
siderably to the size, of the drawing- 
room next door. 

“I will now let you see the bath- 
room,” he went on. “ It has a geyser.” 

“I. have an order to geyse,” I re- 
minded him proudly, and we peeped in 
together. The bath had been built for 
depth rather than for length, and when 
you used it, he explained, you took up 
the “ knees bend ” position and dodged 
the spout' of the geyser. The whole 
flat indeed was admirably adapted for 
the practice of P.T. exercises, with the 
exception of the “ arms upward stretch” 
movement, which gave one a nasty rap 
across the knuckles when one hit the 
ceilingi I examined a few cracks in 
the walls and some damp patches where 
the rain was coming through, left my 
basket of plums to refreshthe tenant and 
went back to the House Agent’s office. 

“ Are there really many people who 
want that flat?” I asked him, when 
I had worked my vr^^^y through the 
scrimmage. 

“ Most certainly,” he replied, waving 
his hand towards the heated throng. 

“ In spite of the price ? ” 

“ A mere nothing.” 

“ And the size of-the thing ? ” 

“Oh, you’ll soon get used to that,” 
he said cheerfully. “Are you going to- 
take it or not ? ” 

“ No* I won’t take it, Williams,” I 
answered^ backing towards the door. 
“ Have it Sent round to my rooms for ' 
me, willyou— with acoupleof lettuces?” ' 

-And I scrambled, down the slope and 
returned to London. Evoe. 




OUR BOOKIlMG-OFFtCE. 

{By Bunch's Staff of Learned ClerTcsJ) 

WfiEK the pleasant parts of a novel are so attractively 
pictured that you find yourself iiidulgiug an active and 
. personal regret for the glooms that must overshadow it, 

- I conceive the author already to have scored a notable suc- 
cess. This certainly was my own feeling at the end of 
chapter seven of A Man and his Lesson (Hutchinson), when, 
Mr. W. B. MAXWEiiL had been telling, in his best manner,, 
about the jolly Sunday parties given by Brya?i Vaile, 
successful dramatist and husband, at his happy home, in 
Eegent’s Park. I- almost detested the uninvited arrival of 
•the dazzling Duchess of Middlesborouighf between whom and 
Bryan there had once been a romancse, which, from selfish 
^ caprice, she had determined to revive. Of coqtse the result of 
her excursion to Eegent's Park was simj^e rxilm, first for the 
pleasant Sunday afternoon, disorganised by sof con^icuous, 
a guest ; second, for the whole fabric of Bryan's domestic life. 
Perhaps from here' you fitJd him too easy a victim- But 
, the* skill of Mr.. Maxwex^’s art is to suggest so vividly the 
compelling charm of the lady that while disapproving yot 
! comprehend. Also, of course, the ' confifct between Eecti- 
tu(fe, even in Eegent^s Park (with Sunday suppers and a suf- 
ficieht income), and Eoamance, backed by the stately homes 
of England (about which, as ever, :Mr. MaxweIjI> lets 
himself go very cheerfully); vms h^tr^J a level one, I 
« wbn-t tell you whieli wdns, nor how; sufficient that the 
course of the conflict provides a story filled with brifiia^t 
. colour which will hold your attention to. tho last page. 


After that, perhaps, you may begin, a little ungratefully, to 
wonder Is A Man and llis Lesson a work of genius, or a 
seven-shilling shocker written by an artist? I give it up. 
But of it^ qualities as a well-told tale there can be no 
posable doubt v?batever. 

^ I take it that Mr. H. B. Maiukiott Watson has called 
his collection of short stories Afte-jinath (Chapman and 
HAliU), as an acknowledgment that this field has already 
been reaped once by the magazines. Which was both honest 
of him and (if I may say so without offence) superfluous. 
Never did any tales reflect more unmistakably that world 
of condensed violence of which w© may obtain glimpses at 
sixpence, mnepence or a shilling per month. Mr. Watson 
might have,, but hasn’t, divided: his crop into two conf^asting 
sheaves, the grave and gay- Personally speaking, I own to 
preferring the former. Melodrama, wi&i an infusion of 
bogey, is, I thinks the mixture that he handles best ; and 
nowhere arb these more cunhingly blended than in Over 
the Wir©,*’ an admirable example of mneh sensatiDn in a 
little room. The clairvoyant at one end of the teiephcme sees 
the mufder of his friend at the other. * Marley ! ’ he called, 
agitatedly ^ ‘ there is a man-^th© man bdasind you. Look 
out I My God/ ” That’s the si^uff to — I mean, few readers 
will remsun linmoved by the thrill of such a situation. Nab 
all the* stories ^re on this level; in two at least credibility is 
strained considetabdy beyond breaking point^ — so much so 
indeed that one is feeiepted to accuse the author of careless- 
ness. Also, thoaigh the eolleetion includes some mildly 
sunusirig -episodes, I fonmd that, te a rule, Mr. Wat^ 
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could lift my hair more surely tha^ he could ^ ^ indnqtrv bevond reproach, but if he had not possessed an 

shoulders. Mvidual taste w.ll determine this as a industry 
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I should call TAe Gods Decide (Methuen) a tale of which existing in a — -t critics of our 

the setting was worth considerably more than the sboiy. P“bl?c-schoo , and even the ^ spWWs 

Mr Eichabd Bagot, I am very willing to belie\^. knows public-schools admit leluctantly) 

S'ltJlTat foft hand. He has given L here some highly not without merit. Not only has Mr. Candler given 

haterestinnSos^^^^^^ of the extent to which, at the us an opportunity to realise what our Indian soldiers did 
t“me S the ItaHan declaration of war. the country was for the Empire in the War, but he also writes of them 

syrematically underminedby agentsof theCentralPowers with a sympathetic Wfch^“ sZ£ TnSed 

who sought to prevent the abandonment of neutrality and appreciation. Altogether a book which I should indeed 

afterwards to destroy national confidence and patriot- have been^sorry to missk 

ism. To read Mr. Bagot’s pages of fact is to understand • mi rr n £ tt j j. tit 

onlv too clearly the tragedies that followed. I only wish I Mr. J. S. Fletcher, m The Valley of Headstrong Men 

could caU his pages of fic- j ^ Stoughton). 


sadlv wasted. "More than once he compares the spirit 


native regiment with that 01 an English. 


tion equally absorbing, or 
anything like it. I fear, 
however, that the plot of 
The Gods Decide is neither 
specially inspired nor ori- 
ginal, At this date the 
countenance of our old 
enemy, the signaller to sub- 
marines, has become (how 
shall I put it ? ) perceptibly 
dusty. Nor was I ever in 
any aching doubt that the 
hero, married to a pro-Ger- 
man neurotic, would attain 
his freedom in time to em- 
brace the heroine legiti- 
mately on the* final page. 
Indeed my chief feeling was 
that, in considering this an 
affair for the decision of 
the gods, Mr. Bagot had 
underrated his own mfiu- 
ence. Still, it gave the 
characters something to 
talk about, an opportunity 
of which they certainly 
took the fullest possible 
advantage. One criticism 
more — could not Mr. Ba- 
got’s people, and 'for that 
matter their creator also, 
decide once for all between 
; the English and Italian 
I tongues, and act accord- 
I ingly? Their present babit 
of combining the two not 
I only destroys entirely the 
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Social drama ik adjacent advertisement columns. 


Mr. J. S. Fletcher, in The Valley of Headstrong Men 

(Hodder and Stoughton), 

' — offers us a tale of un- 
1| ISRiC i / likely and exciting incident, 
(Smart Keady-to-wear I a sort of epic of Yorkshire 
^SUIT FOR. \ obstinacy and love of brass. 

, I The hero, Oliver Garsdale, 
vvho began life as a gar- 
dener’s boy at Byvedale 
U Abbey, and had left the soil 

A mills, is obsessed by 

wVMuwtm ! m IWu^ ambition to. buy the 

m place and end his days its 

AUUiuA master. It was odd, then, 
/ illl i\\ ^ took no effective 

111 u \ llll 11 r steps to do so, but let it be 

mil [ lu^ 111 ' I snapped up under his nose 

/[lll l T , 7 / by a rival manufacturer, 

i/jlll 1 I “ who couldn’t put down as 

if I 1 lUulluvP^ many pence as he could put 

/I M lllW \u\u1&^ down pounds.” Our Oliver 

rfmlh m\ 11 nm ^ ^ nasty temper, and 

(n Hm r heard this news 

t ///////// " if If \ his “ hand that carried a 

il If \ neatly rolled umbrella con- 

if f \ '> round its handle so 

I ! ^ fiercely that the ivory and 

I \ silver cracked audibly,” and 

fIL V owner proceeded to the 

G there delivered 

himself of sentiments con- 
cerning his rival which in 
- any other environment 

/ would surely have led to 

H embittered libel actions if 

- ^ not personal violence. But 

the headstrong men who 
foregathered there seemed 

DVERTISEMENT COLUMNS. ^ 

IZ to take it as all in the day s 


effect that it is meant to create, but makes for the' reader work. Eventually the old manufacturer is lead into a better 
such rough going as . is-^ apt to result in some justified frame of mind, even to the point of refusing a peerage, the 
bewilderment and irritation. road to which he had patiently paved with a prodigious 

quantity of brass. Something like a conversion I 


bewilderment and irritation. 

It is all to the good that Mr, Edmund Candler ap- 
proached the task of writing The Sepoy (Murray) with a 
clear appreciation of its difficulties. One must,” he savs 


Tlie Perils of Peace-Time. 

“He eulistedin June, 1918, and sailed for France in February, 1919. 


in nis pretace, “ be a regimental officer to understand the He has had many experiences and risks, but in spite of all has come ! 
S^oy, and then as a rule one only knows the particular through unscathed.” — Provincial Paj^er. 

type one commands , . , and one must alw&ys bear in mind r. -i a FT — ~ — T 7 ': — TF ^ 1 i, a 

that every companv officer who is worth his salt is Der . Conseil supreme interalhd a d^signd sir George Clark, haut 

fonetionnaire du Forcing Office, pour aller A Bucarest presenter an 
sussed mat there are no men like his own. Mr. Candler gouvemement roumain I 0 point de vue des puissances alliAes et 
met in Mesopotamia the sixteen types of sepoy described associ^es.” — Le Suisse” (Geneva), 

here, and be has submitted what he has written to officers This is the first time we have heard this compliment paid 
Mioroughly qualified to pass judgment upon its accuracy, to our Foreign Office. We hope the young seedlings will 
The result is a book extraordinarily informing and human, come on nicely. 
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devote themselves 


raising 


Chichester is to have a pack of sub- 


Mr. Winston Churchill is reported private interests, 
to have appeared in Dov7ning Street 
driving a Ford car. It is felt that a For biting the 


babies are subordinating public to scription harriers. Other localities will 
private interests, have to rub along with their Pro- 


For biting the mayor of the town a 


fiteering Committees. 

* ijc 


poem from the Poet Laureate cannot Staly bridge dog has been ordered to be x\merica is said to be building two 

1 — 3! i 3 rrn Ai. t A .. 


long be delayed. ^ 

' * 

The Sunday Times says that Lord 
Eothermerb will in all likelihood re- 


destroyed. The owner of the dog still liners of over a thousand feet each for 


maintains that the mayor began it. 


the fish trade. Anglers will note that 
when complete they will take fish of 


“ What is a new-laid egg? ” asks the any length up to the full limit of 


turn to office as War Minister. A wire journalistic world. As a rule, it isn’t, smoke-room conversation 


to’ that effect is said to be on its way 
to Mr. Lloyd George. 

* ^ ' 

Four men ' have been 
arrested in Tipperary on 
the charge of murdering a *' 

policeman. The date ofi the ^ ^ 

acquittal by jury has not 
yet been fixed. • 


‘iThe purchaser of an egg which I 




** Squirrel is to be a 
popular fur in Paris this 
winter,” says a leading fur- 
rier. We also understand 
that, as soon as transport is 
available, Germany will be 
sending us a nice lot of 
skunks. ^ ^ 

. The new comet discover- 
ed by Professor Metcalf 
should be a great success. 
The Daily Mail is taking 
it up and a good reception 
is assured. 

* ' 

‘ ‘ Considerable disappoint- 
naent is being felt,” says a 
contemporary, “ over the 
fact that the Profiteering 
Act does not apply to 
laundries.” This tender- 
ness on the part of the 
Government is not confined, 
it appears, to those who 
wash our dirty linen in pub- 
lics. , 1 , * 















A duel h^s taken place between the 
Mayor of Bayonne and the 
President of the Chamber 
^ of Commerce. Shots were 

I i ; j exchanged and then tea was 

served, thus bringing to a 
I close a very enjoyable af ter- 

I noon. * * 


A dairyman advertising 
for a fiat offers to supply 
the landlord with milk each 
day. We presume, of course, 
that the landlord would 
have to pay the difference 
at the end of the week. 

A burglar told the West 
London magistrates that 
his downfall was due to in- 
creased railway fares affect- 
ing his trade. It not 
thought likely, however, 
that a reduction can be 
made to meet the special 
needs of travelling burglars. 

i'fi , >!: 

There is a deficiency of 
£4,256 on Bath Corporation 
Electricity Works. It is 
said that even the Govern- 
ment could not have done 
better. ^ 


wash our dirfcy linen in pub- “Surely,” a publisher is 

lie. SOVEREIG-N. reported to have said, “ no V- 

Horr%hU y%s^on of the Near liuture. 4.\ 

a F 1 English Lady, “They sat he's a millionaire.” , ,, ^ ^ thein- 

1 fatliei of a boy American Visitor, “Yes, but only pounds — ^not dollars. selves. This of course, if 

who has been m tliQ liabit true, explains a great deal, 

of giving false fire alarms told the turns out to be bad is legally entitled,” 

Liverpool police magistrates that his says the Food-Controller, “to a return An American farmer, arrested for 
son bad an over-active brain. The of the purchase money and damages.”, having murdered his daughter twenty- 
magistrates however took the view that This is in addition, of course, to the three years ago, declared that he had 
it was the seat of the child’s emotions usual proceedings “ in ouster ” against forgotten all about it. Pressed for his 


that wanted stimulating. 


I the egg, view of the case, a leading Irish mur- 

* derer states that after a short course of 

“ I told the British authorities,” says memory-training he has had no diffi- 
Mr. Trebitsch Lincoln, "that I would culty in recalling the most trifling 


“ There is little hope of wall-papers “ I told the British authorities,” says memory-training he has h 
coming down,” says a well-known sub- Mr. Trebitsch Lincoln, "that I would culty in recalling the m 
urban builder and decorator. This is devote the rest of my life to working murders committed by him 
only because people keep on lean- against England.” ItTooks as if Mr. 

ing against the wall. Smillie isn’t going to have a walk-over. A demobilised officer ac 


ing against the wall. 

JK 7l« 


The Ministry of Health has refused In reply to a question by the Clerl 
to pay five pounds towards the cost of well magistrate a defendant replied. 


iiLLiE isn’t going to have a walk-over. A demobilised officer advertises ‘ in 

a daily paper that he is prepared to 
In reply to a question by the Clerken- write "amusing letters” to anyone 
3 ll magistrate a defendant replied, " I for five guineas per three months* 


Brentford’s Baby Show. With the know nothing, and what is more I don’t This is considerably below the War 
future of the race trembling in, the intend to.” Why this man isn’t a Office scale of remuneration for similar 
balance it is felt . that 'parents who Government official is a mystery. services. 


VOL. CLVir, 
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THE PRESERVATION OF HUMOUR. 

[It is reported that at a meeting at St. Andrews the Rules of Golf 
; Committee stated that they had no intention of doing away with 
the fun which the stymie provided.”] 

Many the changes, hard and cruel, 

Arising fisom the recent War: 

Butter is tight and so is fuel, 

Post-bellum trousers cost us more ; 

But none may alter by a jot 

The games that made us you know what. 

Grocers have lost their grace of manner 
And flappers half their length of skirt; 

Under the red of Freedom's banner 
Your demagogues grow loud and pert , 

But through all change from good to ill 
Thank God we keep our stymie still. 

Lately , there ran an ugly rumour 
Thai left me for the time unmanned — 
j Hinting that this true source of humour 

I Might' very possibly be banned; 

Its^ jocund days, they -said, were done, 

Thia 'Eoyal and Ancient fount of fun. 

Bunkers are good to cure depression; 

So is a. slice that finds the whin; 

A lake that drowns a long procession 
Of new-laid globes will make you grin, 

But, oh; the other fellow’s ball 
Dead in your line is best of all. 

How often, being laid a stymie 
That fairly blocked my jyinnxng stroke,' 

I ’ve said to my opponent, “ Blimey, 

This is indeed a topping joke; - * - 

^ This** (as I wept, hot tears of Joy) ' 

“Is good enough 'for l^knoh, my' boy.** 

Happily Scotland now as ever 
Stands where she did in point of mirth ; 

Her sense of humour, failing never, 

Gan see the finest jest on earth; 

Though empires fall, she will not let 

Our stymie perish. “ Scotland yet I ” O. S. 

THE BALLYBUN SOVIET. 

Minutes oe the First General Meeting. 

Unanimously resolved that a branch of the Sinn Fein 
Soviet be solemnly inaugurated at Bally bun ; that all meet- 
ings of the Sinn Fein Ballybun Soviet be held at Finnerty’s 
closing time; that Mr. -Lucas Finnerty, Licensed 
Victualler and J.P., be elected Grand Perpetual President’ 
with power to eject unsuitable members. * 

Mr, Finn^^y,’L.Vi and J.P., then returned to the room' 
along with Dennis O'Eierdan through the broken window 
and after thanking the a^emWy for the honour done him’ 
said that the expression^** one-legged viper'* had no refer^ 
e^e to Mr. O Eiordan’^quaUties a man and agentfemaa, 
^ Bxordan had forsooth ^ttlefd his account at the bar 
he would be proud to walk arm-in-arm 
with Mr. 0 JRiordan, steering the same ship of Ireland’s 
Independence to the same goal. 

Mn^^Eiordan speaking with great emotion and a cut 
^,_said that as the last descendant of the Seven Kings of 
hoi^ept^ the olive-branch in the spirit in which 
it faadheen offered.* He admitted having used the expres- 
' u cattle-thief masquerading as publican *' 

but that when doing so he was not reflecting upon Mr. lin- 


nerty as a public man, though he still maintained that he 
was right in objecting to pay for nine glasses of ginger-ale 
■ a liquid with which lie was wholly unacquainted. ’ 

Unanimously resolved by a large majority that sympathv 
be expressed with our gallant allies, the Germans, Turks 
Bulgarians and Bolshevists, in their struggle against the 
hated English tyrant, and that Mr. Trotsky be elected ex- 
officio President of the Ballybun branch. 

Mr. Cathal Ua Chavasseagha protested against the use 
of purely Saxon expressions like '' ex-officio J' He moved 
that it be deleted from the minutes. He knew an Irish 
word which would meet the situation, but it had just 
slipped him. It was, anyhow, a tastier word, and he 
moved that it be substituted'. — Agreed. 

' Proposed by Seamus O’Brien (Peter) and seconded by 
Peter O’Brien (Seamus), that all other distinguished and 
representative Irishmen be elected honorary Presidents. 
(Mr. Ua Chavasseagha here explained that “ honorary “ was 
the word which had slipped him). — Agreed. 

Mr. Ulick Dermott MoMurteagh proposed that the 
World’s Peace Conferences be held in Ballybun, instead 
of Geneva. Geneva was a hard place to reach by boat, 
and most people mixed it up with Genoa. No place, he 
would venture to remark, was so full of amity and con- 
ciliation as Ballybun, and their genial host, he opined, 
would continue to lend them his sumptuous Assembly Hall! 

Mr. Murphy (Ballybriekeen) interposed. He said he 
was as full of amity as any other body, but he objected 
to this constant ramming of Ballybun down their throats* 
His cousin had a finer assembly liall than had Finnerty, 
and he forsooth would not sell tlio liberties of Bally- 
brickeen for Finnerty's messy porridge. 

Mr. Finnerty having suitably replied, they were separated 
with great difficulty. 

Mr. Flaherty McMorrow proposed that President Wilson 
be instructed to see that justice was done to the Irish farmer. 
A visitor from Ennis said that, although he was only a 
visitor, he could not help remarking, sotto voce as it were, 
that farmers were the greatest robbers in creation. If 
'justice were done to the Irish farmer the price of hemp 
would go up along with him. 

There was then an interval of three-quarters of an hour. 
The police having restored order and friendly relations, the 
visitor from Ennis was removed to the infirmary. 

The Chairman closed the proceedings by thanking the 
meeting for the general good feeling that had prevailed. 
He said that the eyes of the world would be fixed on the 
Sinn Fein Soviet of Ballybun. He proposed that a sub- 
scription should be taken for the broken tumblers, and that 
they should agree to let bygones be bygones and bury the 
pipe of peace harmoniously. — x^greed. 

The proceedings then terminated. 


“The reduced fee (.£2 2s.) for the cremation of the remains of 
Liverpool Citizens is to he prolonged experimentally for another year.” 

. Liverpool Post. , 

living the Parks and Cemeteries 
Town Council yesterday agreed to make the 
cost of burial a little more expensive.”— Dtmde <3 Advertiser. 

Many thrifty Dundonians, we understand, are preparing 
to migrate to Liverpool. 

of 16 Food Control Committees was held 
to consider the winter milk prices. The farmers^ repre- 
wihoii X prepared to accept lOd. per quart for the 

f The conference subsequently 

respective committees represented to 
the Divisional Commissioner fix the price at 10s, per 
quart for the whole seven months,”— DaneasJiire Paper. 

Some profiteers are bprn and some self-made, but the poor 
armer seems tb have had profiteering thrust upon him. 




VOIOB OB DAILY HERALD (without). “ ’NOTHBE LIGHTNING STEIKET’ 

John Bull {fed-^ with lightning sirikes). WWULt, I. DEBY. IT." {Yawm and resunies his work). 







A BYE DAY. 

The Last of the Season. 

Following custom immemorial, the 
last match of the Porfchollow season 
is played against the Visitors. It is 
always played during a full September 
gale and the visitors are always un- 
successful. 

This year Archibald was entrusted 
with the captaincy of the Visitors’ 
eleven. 

“ You ’ll play, of course ? ” he said to 
me on one bright morning in the Cove. 
It seemed a long way from cricket down 
there, with both hands full of pilchard 
bait, and the bay stiff with mackerel 
simply asking for it, but I said, “Yes,” 
and again, on the following morning, 
“No.” This vacillation was the out- 
come of an evening spent in watching 
the village fast bowler, intensely virile 
after four years of sea-warfare, exe- 
cuting his companions at the net. But 
Archibald promised to pub me in seventh 
wicket,, by which time the terror might 
be getting tired. 

I didn't know then that he had 
already made similar promises to all 
those who had witnessed, and con- 
sidered the results of, the village 
bowling. 

It should be explained that the date 
of this match* is 'fluid until the' very 
day. It does not really matter, as the 


combined teams are always on the spot 
and fishing amicably together until the 
sea becomes too rough to fish. When 
that occurs it is unanimously agreed 
that the day of civil strife has arrived. 
It will now be understood why the 
game is generally played in a full gale. 

Towards the middle of September 
the weather began to favour the match. 

“ Danged owd lobster jumped clean 
out- a pot. She be gwine to blow 
t’ morrow,” said Samuel Pender, who 
never errs in such matters. 

So on the morrow we hauled forth 
clean white trousers, scraped the bait 
from our sweaters and breathed de- 
fiance at the foe. 

“Two Bepton and one Winchester 
eleven, two old county men, ourselves 
and four unknown quantities,” Archi- 
bald chanted in my ear as he surveyed 
his company; “the wicket’s a trifle 
rocky and the outfield 's rather moun- 
tainous, but I think we ought to pull it 
off this time.” 

The Visitors won the toss and the 
two Bepton men opened the innings. 
The ex-naval rating, bowling from the 
life-boat end, was entrusted with the 
first over. His opening ball, well on 
the leg - side, came in and took the 
batsman over the liver ; the second ball 
got up over the wicket-keeper’s head, 
curvetted past long-stop, and was even- 
tually fielded by cover-iong-stop, who 


sat on it within a yard of the boundary. 
Th6 third ball pitched a yard outside 
the wicket, failed to rise at all and hit 
the base of the leg-stump. 

The batsman returned to tho pavilion 
with every appearance of relief. 

“This is like Tom Biohaedson and 
D. W. Caee rolled into one,” I mur- 
mured. 

“They do seem to get about a bit,” 
remarked Archibald. 

There is no pleasure in giving a de- 
tailed account of our innings, lb was, 
on the whole, a painful and demoralising 
spectacle. When I went in fifth wicket 
the Navy was not showing any sign of 
ennui and the long-stops were still per- 
forming prodigies. The first ball I 
received broke five different ways and 
yet was unable to elude thern. The 
second ball, being straigbter, did not 
reach the radius of their activity. 

Eventually we were all out for 41 
and if the smallness of the score is to 
be deplored it must be remembered 
that the agility of the long-stops was 
amazing. There were only 18 byes. 

Though our position could nob be 
described as a strong one, we took the 
field in no despondent frame of mind. 
After all, we had some bowling which 
was not altogether to be despised, 

Archibald placed his men in the most 
approved fashion and the wickeb 7 keeper 
— who in his day had' done good things 
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on many famous grounds — gave his 
gloves a final pull, patted his pads and 
stood ready to take the first ball. He 
knew his bowler of old — fast medium, 
pitching on the leg-stump, swinging 
with his arm and clipping the off bail. 
Everything, length, pace and pitch, was 
all that it should or could have been, 
but no one, except perhaps the batsman, 
was prepared to see the ball break two 
yards to leg. 

“ I can’t insult him with a long-stop,” 
Archibald whispered to me in the slips, 

“ but I think we^must have a very fine 
leg.” 

At the end of the second over third 
man was also very fine, shaking hands, 
in fact, with fine leg. At the end of 
the third over the score was 13 — all 
byes — for no wicket, so Archibald tried 
a double change with something very, 
very slow. 

This procedure, after an over from 
each end, augmented the score by 16 — 
all rims — and long- on, in the act of 
running for a skier, fell into a shell- 
crater and sprained his ankle; so the 
old order was reverted to, except that, 
brutally callous of the wicket-keeper’s 
feelings' Archibald ordered a long-stop 
to take up his position between fine 
Jeg and fine third man. They made an 
imposing trio, and the wicket-keeper 
was so fascinated by their presence that 
he found it almost impossible to keep 
his eyes off them. They certainly gave 
a memorable exhibition and between 
them caught out four (three off their 
gloves and one, whom the umpire de- 
cided against witfiout being appealed 
to, olf the nape of his neck) before the 
necessary number of byes was obtained. 

The final score read: Visitors, runs 23, 
'byes 18: Total 41. Porbhollow (for 
five wickets), runs 17, byes 26 : Total 43. 
This is, after all, a very just result, for 
as Archibald, sitting disconsolately on 
a crab-pot, remarked to me next morn- 
ing, “ Loolr at it how you will, there’s 
ho getting- away from it that their 
long-stops were better than ours.” 

THE DEW-POND. 

The flowers that grow upon the downs 

Are sharp and quaint, and hard to 
find; 

Thistles there be with flufl;y crowns 

And scabious, shivering in the wind. 
And red-stemmed bell-flowers white as 
snow 

Whose name I do not know. 

The grass^s&^sfcl^^-are hard to break, 

Tough, sun-brown grasses, ever sere,. 
Thick-hung with seeds that nod and 
I quake, 

Or pointed like a rusty spear ; 

And thickest grows the highest grass 
where the. dew-pond was. - 



The pond is deep wJhen^dews are deep, ^ 
Buffled and rippled by the bree'zb ; 
And all around the tinkling sheep . 

Can munch and nibble at their ease. 
And choric frogs come to the brim 
To sing their evening hymn. 

Though now, alack, all brown and bare 
The little pond lies in the sun, ' 

And cracks and crumbles here and there 
Among the grasses dry and dun, ‘ 
The frogs say it will come again 
After the first long fain. 

And then again the stars will see 
. Their broken brightness on its face. 
As in the hush of history 
-When first it shone in that high place, 
Like a grey crystal in the marge 
Of some great Celtic «targe; - 


The moon will lapgh upon it then. 
Although no more its ripples hold 
The irpages of wolf-clad men, r ^ - 
Her bedesmen on these hills of old, 
Who in the dew-pond cooled the blade 
That their own hands had made. - 
_D. M. S. 

The Daily Telegraph says that - *‘the 
Profiteering Act is duly furnished with 
the pole-star which showed the way. to 
Coke and Bacon.” But why single out 
these two commodities ? 


“A telegram from Eiume to Borne states ' 
that- when D’Anmiuzio arrived there the 
sailors of a British ship unfurled a large 
Italian as a sign of salutation .” — Daily Paper. 

The gods are always on the side of the 
big Italians. - ... 
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A EEVOLUTIONAET. 

Amongst the horde of English ad- 
venturers assembled in North Eussia, 
the most English of all is Cooper- 
thwaite, a Horse Gunner. The round 
buttons he wears are more to him than 
any medal, and the traditions of the 
galloping guns are maintained' in his 
every action. Moreover, he is young 
and impatient and full of ginger, full to 
overflowing, so that he is ever eager to 
; administer of his surplus to the laggard 
world around him; • . 

Judge then how he is'fr^ted by the 
’delay, deliberation and debate' which 
preface, accompany and ‘succeed all 
action in this vast inexplicable country. 
Do you tnow the vehicle which ^ we 
English call a droshky'?- It consists of 
a few planks mounted on four wheels, 
and is drawn by a pony, part of whose 
harness is a triumphal arch. Oooper- 
thwaite tells me that this structure is 
really the main essential of a system of 
draught so admirable that he puts it on 
a level with the Eussian method of tea- 
brewing ; but to the layman like you or 
me it is simply a triumphal arch worn 
perpetually by the pony to encourage 
hini vJilh iilfe beH^ that he is being 
welcomed at a journey’s end. 

This device fails, however, to raise 
droshky mobUity to the Horse Artillery 
standard. The Eussian pony is a day- 


dreamer, if not a somnambulist. As 
for his driver — to-morrow is in hand 
if to-day is gone, and in the presence 
of this great sky and the remote horizon 
how pitiful is human haste 1 

Cooperthwaite pits his single-hearted 
energy against the vast inertia of the 
country. Coming here with visions of 
galloping his battery into action along 
(or up and down) the Steppes, he is 
disappointed. Things are not what he 
expected. But being a lad of uncon- 
querable spirit, trained at “ The Shop,” 
he tries to master circumstance. Every- 
one here’ is doing some queer or queerish 
job.^ Sailors ride mules; soldiers handle 
barges ,*' E.E. drivers man telephone 
exchanges ; fire-eaters consume rations 
at the base. Cooperthwaite, E.H.A,, 
finds himself frequently conducting 
strings of ammunition droshkies. So 
engaged he‘ might content himself with 
being a, picturesque figure, erect upon 
his long-maned pony at the head of a 
procession of little carts winding across 
the damp green flats by the Dvina or 
through the grey quaint wooden vil- 
lages, each cart with pony and tri-l 
umphal arch complete, driven’ by a 
bearded peasant in a blouse, his wife 
in wild-flower colours, or a young ^on 
or daughter. 

But what cares he to be a figure in a 
picture if march discipline be set at 
naught ? So his present pre- occupation 


is the endeavour to teach droshky- 
drivers to manoeuvre. The patriarchal 
peasant and his broad-faced wife gaze 
upon him with bewildered eyes as he 
gallops up and down the column, elo- 
quent concerning pace and the keeping 
of distance. Why, think the peasant 
and his lady, should they not doze at 
ease upon their freight of shells while 
the pony trudges at his chosen p8i.ce ? 
Why should they not leave the column 
a while to cut forage by the way, or 
pause to chatter to a crony in the village ? 
Why, when the restless Angliski upon 
the pony wants them to stop, should 
they nob stop where and as they are, 
in bunches of friends ? 

Yesterday I saw him trying to form 
Battery Column with a hundred drosh- 
kies. One Eussian artillery soldier was 
with him, heartily entering into the 
spirit of the thing,- and able to enjoy 
the situation supremely, thanks to his 
knowledge of Battery Gun-drill and of 
his country’s peasantry. The old men 
looked worried beyond speech, the old 
women were .scared into ceaseless 
volubility, 'and the young ones prostrate 
with laughter ; but they formed Battery 
Column in the end, 

-Who knows? Perhaps Oooper- 
thwaite’s heart - breaking endeavours 
will not be in vain ; perhaps hereafter 
tl:^,droshky-drivers upon Dvina banks 
will be a.raoe apart, and their ponies 





educated like veteran gun-horses, niov- difficulty and insure yourself against ' 
ing by Droshky Column, or Column of hunger : — 

Sections, instead of in straggles, and, ^ tipper >s in tee pan 

true to an inherited tradition, forming There *s a meal for any man ; 

line when they halt, instead of lumps. When its tail begins to burn 

Then it ’s finished to a turn. 


and they are easy to remember in a 
form such as the following. There is 
no need for your leaving the feast like 
poor tongue-tied Caedmon and sleeping 
with the cows in the stable : — 


MNEMONICS. 


You know the rhyme which begins 
thus : Thirty days hath September, 

April, June and November/’ and have 
probably found it to be very useful. I 
have written several others, for which 
you will be grateful. Occasionally, per- 
haps, you have been at a loss to know 
whether a particular day was a week- 
day or not. Nothing is more annoying 
than to arrive at your place of business 
on a day that is not a week-day and find 
the place closed. The following rhyme 
will prevent your making this mistake 
if you memorise it : — 

Tuesday, "Wednesday, Thursday, Friday, 
Saturday and Monday — 

Note that all of these are week-days, 
Leaving only Sunday. 

There are many reliable cookery 
books on sale, but, as a rule, they ,are 
not portable. You can carry the 
following recipe in your head without 


It is very disconcerting when some- 1 
one in your neighbourhood has taken | 
poison and you cannot think of the! 
proper antidota Perhaps the most 
useful rhyme I have written for you is 
the next, and it may be the means of 
saving many valuable lives : — 


POISONS AND ANTIDOTES. 

Nitric acid down the throat 
Always needs an antidote ; 

Take some soap-suds or some lime 
If you have sufficient time. 


Mercury and all its salts 
Help to fill the family vaults ; 
Mucilages, whites of egg, 

Help to pull the sexton’s leg. 


USEFUL FACTS (a Fragment). 

Water weighs ten pounds a gallon. 
Crocodiles are found in rivers. 

There ace six feet in a fathom. 
Every soldier has a bullet. 

Every bullet has a billet, 

Which does not apply to soldiers 
When away on active service. 
Camels are not often thirsty. 

Eve^ hogshead has six firkins, 
Which does not apply to hedgehogs. 
Sawdust comes from sawing timber. 
Firearms are bad for children. 

If the babies throughout China 
All were flattened like a carpet 
They would cover the Pacific, 
Leaving many baskets over. 

Eobins build 

[I should stop here. — E d.] 


Ammonia is very bad 
Taken by a growing lad ; 
Lemon-juice in water ’s best, 
That will stop his going West. 


• When you are in company it is very 
pleasant to be able to introduce a few 
interesting facts into the conversation, 


A Larg^e Owner. 

“Count von Dembinski, a British -born | 
subject of Polish origin, advises intending 
purchasers of all kinds of landed property 
situate in any part of pre-war Germany and 
Austria that, in order to avoid disappointment, 
a guarantee should be obtained first of all that 
they do not rightfully belong to him.** — Tinted, 
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A FORERUNNER OF D’ANNUNZIO. 

D’Annunzio is not the only libei'ator 
who has entered Diume. I was there 
myself in 1889 in the same rdle^ but 
with less ambition. Nor did I arrive 
in a motor car — it was not done in 
those distant days — but in a tramp 
steamer. ^ 

Diume is a white and yellow town, 
built along the narrow strip of flat 
shore or clinging to the sides of the 
mountains. It is divided in interest 
between the sea and the soil, half the 
place being concerned with shipping 
and the harbour, and the other half 
with vineyards. There is,' however, a 
little interchange, for the peasants must 
descend the slopes in order to get their 
wine on board, while sailors who wish 
to return thanks for defence from tem- 
pests or to ensure a prosperous voyage 
have to climb (a very distasteful thing 
to a seafaring man) to a ledge high 
above the town on which the mariners’ 
chapel is perched. Here, if they are 
thinking only of the future, they merely 
light a candle, but if they have had a 
narrow escape they deposit a votive 
offering, which chiefly takes the form 
of a rude but dashing oil painting of a 
vessel under the direst difficulties, amid 
boiling indigo waves, with her name 
intensely visible, while in one of the top 
corners, set in an oval effulgence, is the 
Yirgin calmly surveying the storm and 
seeing that, in spite of the elements, all 
is well, or not too ill, with Her faithful 
follower. Several artists in the town 
make a living by depicting these scenes. 

Outside the church sat (when I was 
there) an.old woman who carried on the 
somewhat subversive business of selljng 
charms against the perils of the deep. 
Since I bought some, for myself, for. the 
captain of our ship, for the mates and 
the engineers, and we came safely back 
to England, I know that they were all 
that the old woman said of them. 

Our ship was taking on raw Hun- 
garian or Dalmatian wine (which, by- 
and-by, such is the iniquity of vintners, 
was to be unloaded at Bordeaux and 
transformed into claret), and during 
this process, with the mates in charge, 
the captain and I made little expedi- 
tions. J ust outside Eiume, to the north, 
is the Whitehead torpedo factory ; and 
we went there. Then the road runs on 
up the coast to Abbazia, a fashionable 
watering-place, where the bathing is 
done within a space wired against the 
incursion of sharks, and we went there 
in a carriage and pair, and sat among 
Austrians eating immoderately of veal. 
But it was^ too hot for more enterprise, 
and for the most part we sat in the 
shade and sipped, and smoked long 
cigars with straws in them, or played a 


variety of billiarjls with no pockets and 
little ninepins in the middle of the table. 

And what of the liberation ? Ah, yes, 
but it was so small a deed (compared 
with Gabriele’s) that I was hoping 
you had forgotten about it. However, 
since it happened, and at Mume, let me 
tell about it. 

One afternoon, after walking a little 
way out of the town, we came to a 
retired cottage, with tables outside 
under a tree, and decided that to 
repose there would be a more delect- 
able proceeding than to adventure 
further. We therefore sank into chairs 
and ordered something to drink from a 
woman whose very forbidding appear- 
ance was the only discordant note. So 
haggish indeed was she that but for 
our lassitude and the pleasantness of 
the situation we should have hurried 
on. The wine, however, was refreshing, 
and the captain, who was a great per- 
former on the monologue, resumed his 
narrative, either of a triumph of navi- 
gation or of love (his two themes), I 
forget which. But while he talked on, 
and the Adriatic, spreading itself as a 
mirror to the sun, increased the heat, 
my attention strayed, and I became 
aware of a fluttering beating noise near 
by and little distressful chirps, and I 
saw that, nailed to the cottage yyall, by 
the door, in the full sunlight, was a 
tiny wooden cage, such as is made for 
birds to be carried in, not to dwell in, 
and there was a rebellious and very 
unhappy goldfinch. The poor thing 
flung itself from side to side of its 
narrow prison in a disorder which was 
rapidly becoming a frenzy. 

The woman emerging at this moment, 
I left my seat and made her look at the 
wretched captive ; but she only laughed, 
and when I would have unhooked the 
cage to place it out of the sun she 
stopped me with a malignant gesture. 

"Very well, there was nothing to be 
done but what D’Annunzio would have 
done. I had to employ craft and ad- 
dress,' "Waiting til! the haryidan was 
well within the house again, I advanced 
to the cage, undid it and watched 
the goldfinch dart out and. *fly thank- 
fully away; and then we also took to 
our wings, the captain not with less 
fear than I, but unsustained by any of 
the moral enthusiasm which seemed to 
be my due. He had, however, to retire 
equally fast, the heat being forgotten 
in the necessity for escape from that 
terrifying monster. 

When it seemed safe we sat by the 
roadside to rest, and there exchanged 
felicitations on the fortunate circum- 
stance that we sailed the next day. 
“ Let me see,” said the captain, “ where 
was I* when you interrupted me to in- 
terfere with that bird ? ” . 


ME. PUNCH EXPOSED. 

Dear Me. Punch, — I beg to cull the 
following from the correspondence jn 
The YoT^cshire Post : — 

“Sir, — Surely ‘Punch’ is caught 
napping in this week’s issue. On 
page 258, col. 3, quoting from a morn- 
ing paper, which says, ‘ Eemembering 
the precious yield of the dust-heaps of 
Ornithorhynchus, we may hope for 
many new and amazing revelations of 
buried history,’ etc.. Punch comments : 
‘Eor our part we are confidently ex- 
pecting a heavy crop of duck-billed 
papyrus.* Should it not be platypus — 
the ornithorhynchus ? — Yours, etc., 

Sept. 17, 1919. S. M.” 

In common with my friend “ S. M,” 

I also should like to point out one or 
two little mistakes which occurred in 
the same issue to which “ S. M.” refers, 
and which I feel certain must be due 
to oversight rather than want of 
knowledge. 

In the first place, on page 253, col. 3, 

I note the phrase, “ turning the pages 
of the patent log.” Surely this is a 
mistake. I have a second cousin in 
the Navy and he informs me — and up 
to now I have always found him ex- 
tremely truthful — that only the shi'p's \ 
log is in book -form, the 'patent log 
being more in the nature of a scientific 
instrument, such as the sexton or 
barnacle. 

Again, on page 241, col. 2, I note, 
“such difficult Polish phrases as * You- 
shutupyerjaw. ’ ” I am , afraid, Mr. 
Punch, you have been caught napping 
again ; for if you read the word slowly 
you will see that it is really English — 
clearly a humorous attempt at a leg- 
pull on the part of your informant. 

Yours, etc., Yoeks, 

“ The proposed Clmcliow-Ohinchow Eailway 
will run . . — Board of Trade Journal. 

And for a jolly long time, if there is 
anything in a name. 

“Never were there larger stays in Govern- 
ment offices than there are to-day.” 

. Provincial Pajper, 

They are no doubt more noticeable, now 
that the flappers have been got rid of. 

From an American book catalogue 
“OYRir, Maude’s Life of Tolstoy. 

The greatest biography of the famous Eussian 
novelist. Sale price $2.60.” 

But, with all respect to the popular 
actor, wo still think Mr. Aylmeb 
Maude’s biography the best. 

“The Melita sailed from Liverpool for 
Quebec Friday, carrying 362 other ranks from 
Buxton with their dependents, 610 wives and 
165 children,” — Canadian Paper, 

Buxton is so embracing ! 






THE LIVING WAGE; 

[In continuation of the theme of Mr. Punoh.’s Another Impending 
Strike,” Mr. Swinburne Billie, the President of the Poets’ Union, 
has, for the sake of brevity, kindly condensed into metrical form his 
well-known speech on the Nationalisation of Verse ] 

How strange that poesy with all its glories - 
Should still be so penurious -a‘ trade, 

While vulgar writers of detective stories 

Go rolling round in trousers rich with braid ! 
Ilhhbused, ill-fed and sadly short of shoes, 

The Lord knows why one cultivates the Muse, 
When novelists have motor-cars in queues' ' 

And even journalists look less" decayed.'^ , . 

The hours of other men may tend to dwjndle, 

The poets keep the [Sixty-Eight-Hour.Wedk ; 

Yet this remains the one industrial swindle 

On which the'WEBBs have so far failed to speak ; 
Arid so we die, -"neglected misanthropes, 

Still stamping and. addressing -envelopes, 

Still studying pur cheques with microscopes 
To make them look si, little bit less bleak. 

We breathe no threats of throwing down the 
c* tabor, - ' 

Yet not for ever will we bite the dust ; 

The time is past when we would sell our labour 
For private profit to a songless Trust ; 

We are but bards ; for wealth we do not itch, 

Only at last some small cathedral niche — 

But why should all our publisliers get rich, 

Who couldn’t write a ballade if they bust ? ' 


WOT 'ad ’er ’e called 'er a blinkin’ ole derelick. But, 


Why should these middlemen continue, blow it ? j 
Is hot the bard the servant of the State ? 

Is not the Laureate the King’s own poet, 

Proving that once (in 1398) 

All poetry was vested in the Crown, 

Proving that poets should be paid, cash down, 
Nine hundred yearly and a house in town, 

With ink allowance at the union rate ? 

Then look what waste — with poets all competers, 
And'badly overlapping all the time, 

All writitig' anyhow, in different metres — 

No wonder none of them can raise a dime ! 

Would not our minstrelsy be much more terse 
If we compelled our poets to rehearse 
Under a well-staffed Ministry of Yerse 
-Only the one grand Governmental rhyme ? 

N'ovv oyer Helicon they speed the rumour 
That profiteering in the Muse must cease; 

Even the poor unfortunate consumer 
May hope at last to have a little peace ; 

For we are not so mad as we appear ; 

We only sing because we must have beer; 

And when we get good wages, by the year. 

Be very sure our output will decrease. A. P. H. 

** While Mr. ‘ Pussyfoot * Johnson, invigorated with the waters of 
Northern Europe, directs the strategy, the vairious associations seeking 
to make Britain dry will employ more or less picturesque tactics in an 
endeavour to exercise the ‘ terrible demon of drink.* ” 

Punning round after his tail is one of the best exercises; 
for a' demon. , i 
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“Come you out at once, Albert Edwabd. Do you want to get tbench feet?" 


GAMMON. 

Angela is not a lover of good litera- 
ture ; in fact, the only reading matter 
she cares much about is the feuilleton 
in the daily paper and, alternatively, 
the Encyclopaedia. She will pick up a 
volume of the latter at random and 
read steadily on from wherever it may 
chance to open, her mind leaping easily 
from Asteroids to Asthma, or from 
Wart-Hog to Warwick. 

Looking up suddenly last night she 
remarked, “Billy, you and I simply 
must play backgammon this winter,” 

“ Why?” I asked. 

“ Listen. It says here, ‘ Backgam- 
mon, as a fireside amusement of a de- 
corous nature, is a favourite among 
clergyrnen, squires, farmers and retired 
professional persons.’” 

^ My dear Angela,” I replied, “ while 
yielding to no one in my admiration of 
amusement combined with decorum, it 
appears obvious that I am ineligible for 
this — er-~pastime. First, there will 
be no fireside to speak of this winter, 
and your book states distinctly that 
backgammon is a fireside amusement. 
We could hardly play round the gas- 
stove in the scullery, which is likely to 
be our rallying place during the long 
winter evenings. W^e should simply; 


have to ask Jane to join in. Secondly 
—as to my qualification — though it is 
well known that in my youth I once 
won a prize for Scripture, that hardly 
makes me eligible under the heading 
of clergyman. My tenancy of The 
Acacias, nestling in upwards of a 
quarter of an acre of old-world gardens, 
does not, I fear^ entitle me to the 
gallant title of squire. In spite of hours 
of labour spent on my allotment I am 
still liable to fail in distinguishing 
between broccoli and curly kale, a point 
over which a farmer would experience 
no difficulty. -The 'necessity of main- 
taining you in the style to which you 
were accustomed before we married 
precludes me from retiring from my 
profession. And, last but not least,” I 
wound up, “ I don’t know how to play 
the game.” 

“ Oh, but they explain all that here,” 
replied Angela, tappingthe book. “Just 
listen to this: ‘No point* can be moved 
to if covered by two men belonging to 
t the adversary ; if covered only by one 
man it is called a buot.’ ” 

“ The squire,” I intervened, “ might 
employ this offensive term, or even the 
retired professional person, but I can 
hardly' imagine a clergyman using such 
an expression.' Frankly, Angela, this 
game seems to me to be not quite nice.” 


“There are two kinds of victory,” 
Angela went on~“ winning the hit and 
winning the gammon.” 

“ That settles it, Angela. I utterly 
refuse to play a game in which I might 
be tempted to win a gammon. It 
sounds to me akin to gaining the leg 
of mutton from the end of the greasy 
pole at a riverside regatta. Suppose I 
happened to let slip one day at lunch 
that I had won the gammon the night 
before. It would do me no good in the 
City.” 

I should have continued my argu- 
ment further had I not realised that 
Angela was not attending to me. Back- 
gammon was no longer of any interest 
to her; she was wrapped in the study 
of Back-stays. 

IVTarital Anomalies. 

A propos of a recent wedding an- 
nouncement in The Times, the bride 
being a Miss Husband, a reader recalls 
from Punch Maek Lemon’s couplet on 
a Mr. Husband’s marriage : — 

“This case is the strangest we’ve known in 
our life, 

The husband ’s a husband and so is the wife ; ** 
and then adds a new commentary of 
his own on Miss Husband’s marriage : 

here is a lady who teUs us with pride 
She first was a husband and now is a bride.” 
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ON TOUR. 

I USED to be an actor ; not, you un- 
derstandj a professional, but a very 
enthusiastic amateur. Now (though I 
say it who shouldn’t), I am still an 
actor, but not the enthusiast I was. 

The ringleader of our troupe was 
Peter. He is a great man. He was 
horn acting. At the age of two months 
he got into the limelight, which has 
followed him about ever since. At the 
time of which I am writing he had 
apparently sucked the last drop of juice | 
from the histrionic lemon, and ought 
to have been sighing for fresh fruit. 

But not a bit of it. One day he came 
to see me and said — 

“ There has never yet been a show 
which adequately combined Tragedy, 
Comedy and Melodrama, Oratorio, 
Opera and Musical Comedy, as well as 
all that is best in Knock-about, Revue 
and Cinematograph.” 

“ And never will be,” I ventured. 

“ Bosh ! ” he replied in that brisk 
way of his. “ I Ve thought it all out. 
We must begin rehearsing at once. We 
are touring the Midland Counties. It 

is now the 2nd; we start for D on 

the 24th.” 

If you knew Peter as well as I do, 
you would not need to be told that we 
did start for D — ^ on the 24th. The 
troupe consisted of Peter, myself and 


another enthusiastic amateur, together 
with six enthusiastic amateuresses, 
the whole neatly packed in one coach 
(corridor, Midland Railway), complete 
with properties, curtains, dresses (by 
Mrs, P.) and wigs (by myself). The 
scenery followed along behind in four 
goods’ trucks. 

This may seem to be a deal of luggage. 
It was ; but we felt it to be unavoidable. 
Thus, in the course of . a single per- 
formance, I contrived to combine the 
rdles of Corsican Brigand, Lieutenant, 
R.N,, heroine (beautiful, jilted, temp, 
Richard I.), seaside landlord, Doge of 
Venice, successful Company Promoter, 
Siegfried, Private ’Erb, and Samson (to 
Mrs. P.‘s Delilah), You see one had to 
have a different make-up for each : one 
simply can’t be expected to await the 
arrival of one’s errant lord from the 
Holy Land with requisite verisimilitude 
if one is wearing a pillow under one’s 
white waistcoat and a heavy gold watch- 
chain over it. The same applies to 
wigs. If I had ventured to play' Pri- 
vate ’Erb in Samson's outfit, I ’m sure 
there ’d have been trouble with the 
military. 

But the scenery was worst of all. 
Peter is not one of your Elizabethan 
siniplicity specialists. Ear from it. He 
had a complete set for every turn. 
Hence the four goods' trucks that fol- 
lowed us to D . 


The first performance was to be at 
three o’clock next day. Arriving at 
the theatre very early on the following 
morning we were informed that, as it 
was Tuesday, the scene- shifters would 
naturally be on strike. The manager, 
however, showed us into the theatre. 

I can’t imagine what the last people 
had been doing. They had very kindly 
left us the stage and a two-foot dado of 
cobwebs all round it; but that was all. 

“Never mind,” quoth Peter; “we 
must do it ourselves. Off coats ! ” 

I spent a happy morning falling off 
mouldering ladders and hammering 
nails into my fingers, clinging with my 
teeth to crumbling cross-beams, break- 
ing the fall of drop-scenes on the back of 
my neck, screwing staples into plaster 
walls and watching them carry away 
when the first strain was applied, 
crawling like a fly along the ceiling 
held up by the clinging folds of dust 
and cobweb. The only rest I got was 
when I tripped over the footlights and 
alighted on my head in the orchestra, 
where I lay half stunned for five minutes. 
My only lungh was the mouthful of 
mortar that I swallowed when our main 
front curtain was carried away. 

But failure is a word unknown to my 
Boss, and it was only a few minutes 
after three that the curtain was rung 
up. Hungry and dirty though I was, 
when the call-fcaDy came to call the 
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“ Eich Uncle from Australia ” (myself), 
I was somehow in time ; the prompter 
was there, and, when I went off after 
my first turn, the senior scene-shifter 
wa.s all ready. It was a triumph of 
organisation, all the more remarkable 
when you realise that the rich uncle, 
the call-boy, the prompter and the 
scene-shifter were one and the same 
person. 

There was only one hitch in the after- 
noon performance, and that was when 
I mislaid the avalanche in the mountain 
scene. It was my duty, after admin- 
istering the dose from above, to rush 
on in my capacity of Tyrolean peasant 
and snatch the heroine from the jaws 
of death. As it was I found it barely 
in time, and in my hurry I missed my 
footing on the ladder and came down 
with the avalanche on to the heroine. 
After that we had to cut out the parts 
of the programme where she appeared, 
as she seemed seedy. 

After the final curtain a gratuitous 
feat of strength on the part of the other 
amateur brought the drop-scene de- 
I picting the' walls of Gaza about our 
defenceless ears, and it was decided 
that only Samson could be trusted to 
get them up again in time for the even- 
ing performance. 


This, together with a number of other 
odd jobs, occupied my energies while 
the rest of the cast refreshed itself. 
This time I got no nourishment what- 
soever. 

The evening performance went 
swimmingly, especially the Grand 
Naval scene, where the Lieutenant 
dives from the bridge. He fell safely 
into the net provided for him, but un- ; 
fortunately caught his heels in the basin 
which supplies the ‘^splash,’’ and 
emptied it oyer.himself. His return to 
the stage, with clear traces of the deep 
upon him, was most effective. 

I was the Lieutenant. 

It was in the last turn of all, however, 
that the spectators really got their 
money’s - worth. The drop - scene (re- 
presenting a stately Venetian palace, 
with the Lion in the foreground) was 
safely lowered. We were all in our 
places and the curtain was about to rise 
when the Boss noticed with horror that 
the drop-scene of the previous turn 
(pawnbroker’s? shop, interior) had not 
been raised . He rushed to the operating 
cord* and, heedless of my cries, hastily 
raised it; without, however, noticing 
that the skirts of my gorgeous train 
were tucked in the folds of the rapidly 
i shortening canvas. 


Judge then the surprise of the au- 
dience when the curtain rose on that 
sumptuous scene, that exotic company 
of cringing courtiers, with the stately 
Doge of Venice himself dangling head 
downwards from a sky of i*ieh Italian 
blue.- I remember thinking, as I kicked 
out in my despair, whether it would be 
better to hang up the whole show by 
not saying my opening lines, or to try 
to carry on as though I were meant to 
be there. Finally, however, the train de- 
cided the question for me by parting com- 
pany with my gown at the shoulders, 

I rebounded heavily from the sloping 
roof of my own throne; and was caught 
first bounce by the now falling curtain, 
which pinned me to the stage like a wasp 
in a window. As they carried me from 
the theatre I could hear the audience 
still applauding vociferously; and high 
above the sound rose the voice of the 
Boss congratulating his troupe, 

“ Splendid ! ” he shouted rapturously, 
“ splendid! There was only one thing 
wanted to make the show really repre- 
sentative and that we gave ’em. I had 
clean forgotten to have an acrobatic 

turn,” 

^‘Sack the lot!” 

Lobd Fisher’s New Command : Oom- 
mander-in- Chief of Scrapa Flow. 
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THE DIARY OF A MOMTESSORIAN. 

III. 

Sejptemher 26^/^.— Looking back over 
the events of the last week I confess 
that there have been moments when I 
hardly hoped to bear up against the con; 
centrated malignity of circumstance. 
S’or days I bad not the heart to keep 
my diary, but now, thank Heaven (and 
Mrs. Prant), I can breathe freely and 
deeply again. 

To recapitulate. On Friday Eva 
swallowed a cork ; or, to be more pre- 
cise, she declared that she had swal- 
lowed a cork, and it was just' as trying 
as if she had. It was not until Satur- 
day afternoon that she confessed to 
Dr. Gumbleton that she said so in order 
to see what we would 
do. Of course children 
must experiment, but 
experimenting with the 
emotions of parents is 
rather serious. Though 
I had to give up two 
lectures and a lesson on 
the Hawaiian guitar, I 
kept perfectly calm ; 
and by Sunday I had 
the situation well in 
hand. 

Edwin, I regret to 
say, completely lost his 
head. He declares him- 
self quite incapable of 
coping with Jack and 
Eva on a non-injunc- 
tional basis. He also 
states that it is impos- 
sible for him to com- 
bine attendance at the 
office with the domestic 
duties rendered 


Order, showing how with him the 
pendulum steadily swings from macro- 
cosmal vertiginosity to microcosm al 
immobility. But even more helpful 
was the advice of Mrs. Prant. We 
walked back together, and I told her of 
my troubles about the children. “ Send 
them to Gary,'* she said; “I’ve sent 
mine there.” And then she told me of 
this paradise of children in Indiana, 
where all the schools are conducted on 
the basis of self-determination, where 
the pupils make their own laws and 
rules, keep the shops and run the banks, 
and the fees are so moderate that even 
allowing for the journey I should find 
it cheaper in the long run. 

How; would Edwin take it? That 
was the only cause of misgiving, but it 


A.B. 






neces- 
sary by the fiat refusal of Nurse to adopt | 
Montessorian methods, the inefficiency 
of Miss Grindle as an invigilator, and 
the apathy of the servants. . 

Now, while I am anxious to .promote 
the education of the children on sound 
lines ‘of. self-determination, it is absor 
lutely impossible that I should sacrifice 
my own efforts at self-expression. * I 
am attending courses of instruction in 
Physical Culture (on the M?eso-Gothic 
system). Cosmic .Esthetics, Esoteric 
Inhalation, Siberian Voice-production. 
To abandon these studies before. they 
have begun to bear fruit would be 
nothing short of suicidal, and the worst 
sort of suicide, because it would inhibit 
a development of my highest faculties. 
I put this before Edwin, but he was 
cold and unsympathetic. 

. Things were at their worst when I 
went to the Cosmic j®sthetic class on 
Tuesday. Mrs. Oldmay was very won- 
derful and helpful in her remarks on 
Boboliusky’s synthesis of Chaos and 


Guest. “Br Jove I that’s a tine coliiECTion of souvehirs you’ve got. 
Hope they’re quite safe, ahd bo forth?” 

Eost. “Safe? Oh, yes, bather — ^most of ’em, at ael events.” 


was speedily removed. By a coinci- 
dence which was little short of provi- 
dential he met me with the news that 
his eccentric Australian uncle had died 
and left him ten thousand pounds — a 
wonderful windfall and so opportune ! 
For when I broached the Gary scheme 
he said that he wanted a holiday badly 
and would go oyer at once and inspect 
the schools. He woul^ then eable to 
me, and I could easily find an escort 
for the children ; he at once- saw that 
it, would be impossible for me to leave 
London. Edwin thinks of going on to 
San Francisco and Hawaii, and does 
not expect to be back for at least three 
or four .months. But it may be good 
for his self-expression, and, though I 
shall be considerably hampered for the 
next few weeks, until the children leave, 
I hope to tide over the interim, Vith 
the aid of Miss Grindle, old-fashioned 
though she is. As Mrs. Prant said to 
me, “Even Montessorians must some- 
times resort to compromise.” 


THE 

The publisher of the new Air Brad- 
shaw (which is bound to materialise) 
has not come out into the open. No 
doubt he has not yet got his courage to ; 
the sticking point. He is certain to be . 
heartily sworn at when his air time- 
table is published, for “if you see it in 
the A.B. it will not necessarily be so.” 
Let us take an example: — 

Supposing one day in the not far 
distant future Aunt Jane says, “ George” 
(or Ernest, or possibly your name is 
Albert Ypres, if you are young enough 
to be made a memento of the War), “I 
am going to Taunton. I promised to 
go down to see your cousin Emma 
one afternoon during the week. Just 
look me up an air-bus 
in the Guide, please, 
and tell me what time 
there is one back about 
six o’clock.” * 

You get out the A.B. 
(AirBradshaw)andlook 
up the routes from West 
Kensington (where you 
are living for the pur- 
poses of this -story). 
“Ah,” you say, “here 
we are : — 

“‘West Kens. (Wormwood 
Scrubbs Air Station) 
To Newcastle 
,, New Cross 
,, New York 
,, Potter’s Bar 
,, Rangoon 
,, St. Albans’ 

“Ah, this is more 
like it : — 

“‘West Kens. (Wormwood 
Scrubbs Air Station) 
.To Taunton ’ 

“ There ’s one at 2.7, Auntie, gets you 
there in nice- time for tea.; and then 
there *s one back at 5.57. What .’s this ? 
oh, Mons. ex. Let me see then, 6.12. 
Another star — I suppose it *s another 
Mons. ex. Oh, no, it.’s all right; it’s 
a non-stop nose-dive as far as Ealing ; 
that’s Al, gets you here. at 7.29.” 

“ Capital ! ” says Auntie. . “ But 
please don’„t wait dinner if I should be 
late. And how I ’ll just ’phone and tell 
Emma I ’m coming.” 

About 1.35 you bundle Auntie into a 
taxi (if and when found) with the usual 
form of endearment used on the em- 
barkation of aunts and trust that all 
will be well. 

But all is not well. Arrived at Worm 
wood Scrubbs (Hotel Northpole, dctly. 
opp. term. Bnlgd. and refshd. terms 
mod.) Auntie inquires of the dromaster 
which is the platform for the 2.7. 

“Very sorry, mum,” says that funcr 
tionary, “.the* 2.7. w;, ill be late starting; 
1 there *s a strong west-sou’-west. fifty- 
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Guide. “Here is the village of Neuville St. Yaast. Ih this street vas I born.” 
American Tourist, “Say, Bo, which house?” 


mile gale blowing overhead, according 
to our instruments, and we can’t start 
till it drops a bit.” 

“But I’ve ’phoned to my niece that 
I ’m coming for tea,” says Auntie. 

“ Can’t 'elp it if you ’ve ’phoned to the 
Queen, mum, to say you ’re cornin’ for 
dinner. We can’t control the winds — 
not yet, anyway.” 

“ What time will it start then ? ” says 
Auntie. 

“Can’t say yet, mum. Perhaps not 
before to-morrow morning.” 

“ Then I can’t go to-day? ” 

“ You can take the 2.23 to Birming- 
ham , mum , if you like and catch the 3.52 
from Birmingham on the loop-tke-loop 
line as it ’ll only be a cross-wind if you 
go that way, but you ’ll have to pay two 
pounds seventeen shillings excess on 
your ticket. Much longer journey, you 
see, mum.” 

Auntie leaves the airdrome muttering 
something about writing to Sir John 
Alcock, telephones again to Cousin 
Emrha and returns to you at West 
Kensington. 

Hoping that the gale has exhausted 
itself in the night, Auntie presents 
herself, again , at the air station next 
day and is informed that the 2.7 is 


“ Mons. only,” and if she didn’t see it 
in the Guide it was not the fault of 
the A.B. 

“There. is a 2.43 which will start at 
2.43, w. and w. p.,” says the dromaster. 

“ What does that mean ? ” asks 
Auntie. 

“ Wind and weather permitting, 
mum. Otherwise it starts when it 
can,” 

As the wind is still favourable at 
2,40, Auntie is assisted into the non- 
smoking compartment of the 2.43 and 
prepares herself for the usual bout of 
air-sickness. 

The next act in this air-drama con- 
sists of a ’phone message from Auntie 
at Devizes, which says in efiect : — 

“ They landed me here at a quarter- 
to-four, owing to engine trouble, so 
they say. I am staying the night at 
an hotel. I tried to catch the next 
three air-buses, but they were all full. 
It will be almost cheaper staying here 
than coming back and paying another 
fare, as no money is returned, they tell 
me.” 

The concluding act is more heart- 
rending still, as it shows Auntie (minus 
her bonnet) at Tauntoa,(which she only 
reaches — owing to continued engine 


I trouble and congestion of the other air 
conveyances — on Friday afternoon), 
where she discovers that Cousin Emma | 
has been unexpectedly called away, to 
Madrid or Cairo or some other foreign 
resort for the week-end on urgent family 
affairs. 

“ Oxfordshire.— Ckarming Freehold . . . i 
The whole about acres, surrounded by large j 
pines and furs.”— Telegraph. 

It sounds as if the rabbit- shooting I 
might be good, 

“ Lost.— July 26 , Black Manx cat (no tail).” ! 

Daily Express. 

This sounds a little precise, but the 
advertiser was naturally anxious to 
save people the trouble of looking for 
the cat’s tail after the rest of the cat 
had been found. ^ 

“Barrie has mads good to me on every pro- 
mise but one. Several years ago I expressed a 
desire to see Thrums. "With an impulsiveness 
rare in him he said, * Some day you shall go 
with me.’ To this event I look forward wirfih 
eager interest. . . I long to hear the purl of 
the brae that ^ ripples • through T'nowhead 
Farm.”— Jfr. Isaac MAncossonrin “ TheSatur- 
day E'o&uing Post ” (New York), 

Having finished with the purling brae 
Mr. Maeoosson can proceed to climb * 
the heathery burn. . 
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THE THREE SHIPS. 

I HAD firamped along through docMand till tho day wiis all 
but spent, 

But for all the ships I there did find I could not be content ; 

By the good pulhups for carmen and the Chinese dives 
I passed, 

And the streets of grimy houses each one grimier than the 
last, 

And the shops whose shoddy oilskins many a sailorman 
lias cursed 

In the wintry Western ocean when it’sw’eather of the 
worst — 

All among the noisy graving docks and waterside saloons 

And the pubs with punk pianos grinding out their last 
year's tunes, 

And the rattle of the winches handling freights from near 
and far ; 

And the whifs of oil and engines, and the smells of bilge 
and tar ; 

And of all the craft I came across, the finest for to see . 

Was a dandy ocean liner — but she wasn't meant for me I 

She was smart as any lady, and the place w'as fair alive 

With the swarms of cooks and waiters, just like bees about 
a hive ; 

It was nigh her time for sailing, and a man could hardly stir 

For the piles of rich folks’ dunnage here and there and 
everywhere. 

But the stewards and the awnings and the white paint and 
the gold 

Take a deal o’ living up to for a chap that *s getting old ; 

And the mailboat life’s a fine one, but a shellback likes 
to he . ^ ^ 

Where he feels a kind o* homelike after half his life at sea. 

So I sighed and passed her by — “Fare you well, 'my 
dear,” said I, 

“ You ’re as smart and you ’re as dainty as can be ; 

You’re a lady through and through, but I know it 
wouldn’t do — j 

You ’re a bit too much a rich man’s gal for me 1” ! 

I 

So I rambled on through dockland, but I couldn’t seem to i 
find 

Out of all the craft I saw there just the one to please my i 
mind ; 

There were tramps and there were tankers, there were 
freighters large and small, 

There were concrete ships and standard ships and motor 
ships and all. 

And of all the blessed shooting-match the one I liked the 
best 

Was a saucy topsail schooner from some harbour in the West. 

She was neat and she was pretty as a country lass should be, 

And the girl’s name on her counter seemed to suit her to a T ; 

You could almost smell the roses, almost see the red and 
green 

Of the Devon plough and, pasture where her home port 
must have been, 

And I ’ll swear her blocks were creaking in a kind o’ Devon 
drawl — 

Ob, she took my fancy rarely, but I left her after all ! 

For it ’s well enough, is coasting, when the summer days 
are long, 

And the summer hours slip by you just as sweetly as 
a song. 

When you catch the scent of clover blowing to you ofi the 
shore. 

And there’s scarce a ripple breaking from the Land’s End 
to the Nore ; 


But I like a bit more sea-room when the short dark days 
come in, 

And the Channel gales and sea-fogs and the nights as black 
as sin, 

When you’re groping in a fairway that ’s as crowded as 
a town 

With the whole damned Channel traffic looking out to run 
you down, 

Ora bloody lee shore’s waiting with its fierce and foaming lips 
For the bones of poor drowned sailormen and broken ribs 
of ships. 

So I sighed and shook my head — “ Fare you well, my 
dear,” I said, 

You’re a bit too fond o’ soundings, lass, for me ; 

Oh, you ’re Devon’s own dear daughter — but my fancy ’s 
for deep water 

And I think I *11 set a course for open sea I ” 

So I tramped along through dockland, through the Isle of 
Dogs I went. 

But for all the ships I found there still I couldn’t be 
content. 

Till, not far from Miilwall Basin, in a dingy, dreary pond, 
Mouldy wliarf-sheds all around it and a breaker’s yard 

. beyond, ^ j 

With its piles of rusty anchors and chain-cables large and 
small, 

Broken bones of ships forgotten — there I found her after all 1 
She was foul from West Coast harbours, she was worn 
with wind and tide, 

There was paint on all the bright work that w^as once her 
captain’s pride, 

And her gear was like a junk-store, and her decks a shame 
to see, 

And her shrouds they wanted rattling down as badly as 
could be ; 

But she lay there on the water just as graceful as a gull, 
Keeping some old builder’s secret in her strong and slender 
hull; 

By her splendid sweep of sheer-line and her clean, keen 
clipper bow 

You might know she ’d been a beauty, and, by God, she was 
one now I 

And the river gulls were crying, and the sluggish river tide 
Made a kind of running whisper by her red and rusted 
side. 

And the river breeze came murmuring her tattered gear 
among, 

I Like some old shellback, known of old, that sings a sailor’s 
song. 

That whistles through his yellow teeth an old deepwater 
tune 

(The same did make the windows shake in the Boomerang 
Saloon ! ), 

Or by the steersman’s elb#w stays to tell a seaman’s tale 
About the skippers and the crews in great old days of saill 

And I said: “My dear, although you are growing old, 
I know. 

And as crazy and as cranky as* can be, 

If you ’ll take me for your lover, oh we ’ll sail the wide 
seas over, 

You *re the ship among them all that ’s meant for me!” 

- C. F. S. 

“ The Rev. Prebendary H. E. Wake and the Rev. A. H. Gullen 
have been appointed Suffragettes for granting marriages licences in 
the diocese of Bath and Wells.” — Provincial Fa^er, 

Is this, peculiar transformation a sample of what may be 
done under the Enabling Bill? 
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and elsewhere their behaviour was of the sort to appeal to quality of Felix is revealed. All this, if not stai^ling in 
those who would call animal turns “too sweet”; but the novelty, would have made a good enough story. But it is 
incident of the storm, watched from shelter by a group of just here that, as I see it, Mr. Gower s personal emotion 
hero, heroine and baby elephant in the latter’s arms, left) me got the better of his art. ^ Because the author had so strong 
frankly incredulous. I must not tell you more of what a wish to expose the misdoings of a certain organism in 
happens on the Beaolh but there is plenty of good adventure the poor Felix, once landed in France, declines 

there of the right Crusoe kind, including the discovery of a from a human hero to a peg upon which to hang denun- 
cache containing all sorts of the most opportune necessities, ciations of the inefficiencies of the “ Butterfly Corps, 
a device that I do not remember to have met before. I am The charges, certainly horrid enough, may be deserved ; 
only sorry that the story has appeared just too late to fulfil but the general result is that, while Mr. Gower s book 
its obvious destiny in providing romantic relief for a seaside is never without interest, the interest is not the same 
holiday, where The Beach of Dreams would certainly form throughout — which is a fault. 

an excellent antidote to the Beach of Eeality. ’ ~ ; ,i . , t 

Major A. Corbett-Smith is an enthusiast, and very 

Tarzan and the Jewels of Opar (Methuen) is the latest possibly the jovial style in which The Seafarers (Cassell) 
of the immortal— that is to say, unfinish able— is written is better than any other for his special purpose 
stories. I still think that Mr. Edgar Bice Burroughs here, which is to make us appreciate our Navy and to 
does not^quite play the game. “ Gould this creature,” thus clear away the cobwebs (if any) which veil our vision of it, 
soliloquises a villain of the piece, “ be the same dignified’ I am not convinced that we are as a nation quite so 
Englishman who had entertained me so graciously in his ignorant of the value of sea-power as he seems to think us, 
luxurious African home ? Could this wild beast with blazing and I imagine that readers of his book may occasionally be 

eyes and bloody coun- conscious of the irrita- 

tenance be at the same |i which we are apt 

steam-rollers, get away ^ fine an enthusiasm, 

with the jewels of 
Opar? ” No, he could 
not ; if it weren’t that 
the author has had 


^ '’4 






Visitor {readiiig). “^Thb pistol went off suddenly, the bullet em- 
bedding ITSELF IN THE DUMB WAITER.' ” 

Invalid [old student of feuilletons), “Yes, I know — ‘and immediately his 
SPEECH WAS restored.’ ” 


You're Only Young 
Once (Hobder and 
Stoughton) comes 


the presence of mind to make him of unsinkable bullet- from a young American hand, Margaret Widdener’s. It 
bite-and-biff-proof asbestos. But if you don’t mind all i tells of a charming aristocratic South Pennsylvanijiin family, 
this being “ a little too easy,” and don’t get tired of the five girls and three beys, and how they all fell in love at first 
noise and blood and fire and fangs on every page, you sight and in various ways achieved matrimony with a rash- 
won’t have reason to complain. ness which may account for the rising curve of divorce that 

is now causing so much heart-searching over there. I don’t 

My impression of The Trial Stone (Allen and Unwin) mind stretching a point and endorsing the publisher’s re- 
is of a story beginning with unusual promise, but subse- view : “ Youth — romance — humour — a story like a sunny 
quently weakened in effect, partly by the introduction of day in grey weather.” I will add “ highly improbable, 
a theme about which the writer’s feeling was too strong sentimental, over-facile." But, as you’re only young once, 
for him to subordinate it to. artistic purpose. I must explain why not write in this irresponsible way and represent 
this. ^ Mr. John Gower starts his tale quite admirably, matir^ as a much less hazardous and perplexing problem 
Nothing could be more entertaining than his introduction than it is in reality ? And why not also give your reviewer 
of Felix Neville, the spoilt, egotistical but good-hearted a chance for an ill-natured remark by a dedication, “ For 
product of parental mismanagement. All' the Nevilles are Auntie; with love and thanks for insisting that I could write 
well done, but Felix himself and his futile mother are, at prose ? ” If he is a sportsman (like me) he won’t take it. 

this stage, almost masterpieces of ironical portraiture. The ^ 

Rouble is that, having thus created a hero of real human From a description of the Prince’s visit to Canada : — 

interest, Mr. Gower has been constrained by his scheme •< Saturday evening ... the camp is .moved to Cameron Palls, 

to let him do nothing but drift; Felix drifting arrives another beauty spot, where strong water goes tossing and jostling over 
rather dangerously near to being a bore. Then, of course, the tough rocks of the river.”— Paper, 

War happens, providing (as the Stevensonian title explains) The strength of the water may account for the popularity 
a touchstone for the true and the false,, by which the realj pf this resort among sufferers from Prohibition. „ 
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requested Mexico to step in and restore cently reported in these columns, by 
CHARIVARlA. order. * .u which a Government armchair was 

It is not correct that when the rail- successfully removed from a sleeping 

way strike began the authorities at What promised to be a very nasty limpet, we are informed that the patient • 
Slough dep6t at once offered to see The scandal at the War Office has been has already grown another one. 

Daily Mail through the troubles of hushed up. It appears that, in response 

distribution, ... ^ to the Prime Minister’s urgent appeal According to the report of the Eegis- 

* for economy, two Major-Generals sim- trar-Genera.l eor ScoTiiAND the total 

We cannot help thinking that some ultaneously sacked each other. number of deaths for the year 1917 is 


distribution. 


We cannot help thinking that some ultaneously sacked each other 
of the volunteers who have been acting 

as railway porters had ^t studied the According to the Lettish Mi 
part very carefully. We | 


actually saw one of them 
hurrying. ^ 

* 

At Marylebone the ma- 
gistrate was told that a 
criminal * under arrest at 
Bournemouth could not be 
brought to London owing 
to the strike. A message of 
sympathy has been sent. 

One can but sympathise 
with the commercial tra- 
veller, who, not knowing 
that the railway men were 
on strike, spent two days 
on the platform, at the end 
of which time he became 
somewhat irritated and re-, 
marked to a friend, “She's 
a bit late, isn’t she, Her- 
bert?" ,, ,, 

Volunteers to feed rail- 
way horses were plentiful, 
says The Daily Express, 
One good fellow, also volun- 
teered to take the railway 
sandwiches out for a run 
to exercise them. 

♦ * 

“Who does not remem- 
ber the glorious Long Walk 
at Windsor Park?" asks 
“ Eambler ” in an evening 
paper. But who, for the 
matter of that, will ever for- 
get the glorious long walks 
everywhere during the 
strike ? * 


the lowest on record. No improvement 
According to the Lettish Minister of is expected while undertakers’ charges 

^ remain so high. 

sarne year thirty- 
seven centenarians died in 
Scotland. We feel that this 
is so alarming that an in- 
' quiry should be held into 

' recent high mortality 

(MiM i I among this class. 

I 11 1 1 1 “What," asks a weekly 

- F’M i/iliP ' correspondent, “is the 

I f t I if) 111 ' i^aeaning of the oft-quoted 

I I I ‘ II Iflp I’ tjilij reference to the Silent Ser- 

Crl I f I I n vice?" It is evident that 

1 ' I -iSilllr*’ . telephone. 
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A stuffed great auk, 
now extinct, has just been 
purchased for a museum. 
That’s what you get for 
being extinct. 

'fi 

Admiral Kato is visit- 
ing all the Allied countries 
to convey the greetings of 
Japan on the termination 
of the War. No country 
seems to trust the postal i 
service just now. 

Are Irishmen becoming 
too touchy? We ask be- 
cause, at a f^te held in Dub- 
lin where seven stalls were 
wrecked, eighteen people 
injured and a policeman had 
his uniform torn to rags, a 
local paper actually booms 
the incident as a “ scene." 


vY«^o STRIKE FEATURES. - 

everywhere during the ,, , ,, ' ^ ^he incident as a “scene, 

strike ? [“After a long walk the feet are most quickly rested by being raised. 

SBtiKe . ^ down, or sit with the legs outstretched and the feet on a high ^ , , , 

* viUo^.”— Evening News, Sept. 30.] sympathies go out to 

The PostmIster-Gene- I I the New York bridegroom 

RAL requests that only very important Finance the British Government has who, amongst his wedding presents, 
correspondence should be posted. It agreed to supply arms and ammunition found a diamond-studded corkscrew, 
is hoped that this will be borne in to the Letts. We can only hope that 

mind by tailors. ^ General von der Goetz will not take Unsound cheese, says a news mes- 

* umbrage at this action, about which he sage, has been surrendered to the 

It is reported that Mr. Smillie pro- was not consulted. Acton Food Committee. As the cheese 

poses, as an alternative to a levy on arrived in a state of collapse we can 

capital, that the Government should “ The Allies," says a contemporary, only suppose that it could hold out no 
sell the Duke of Northumberland. “cannot afford to treat D’Annunzio’s longer. 

performance as a fait accompliJ* On * 

Because he interfered with the lynch- the other hand there appear to be With reference to the inquiry as to 
ing of a negro, the people of Omaha difficulties in the way of treating it as a what is a new-laid egg, the best plan 
made a determined effort to lynch the mauvais ^uart d'heure, seems to be that known as the Break- 

Mayor. . We await confirmation of the fast Table test. If the egg answers 

report that the League of NatiTO« has In reference to the operation, re- you back on being opened, it isn’t. 


VOL. OLVII. 


<3 





302 P.UBCH, OK THl KOHDDIsr raHAKIVAKI. .[OoTOJSEE-a. igis. 

TO A RArLWAY PORTER ON STRIKE. 

Sir, as .a hmnble worm of that ;community 

On which you ’re pleased to set .your sudden Jheel, 
Permit me, of your grace, to ask impunity 

While to your sense of fitness ,I appeal ; 

-As you are '.great and strong 

Ee merciful if I am in the wrong. 

For years you’ve drawn an Armageddon bonus 

Of three-and-thfrty shillings by the week; 

While I in extra fares have borne the onus 

Without a murmur, being soft and meek; 

And, though there’s Peace to-day, 

Yet still you pouch that sum and -still I pay. 

No less, in spite of your superior manner, 

'Whicli threw a doubt upon my right to live, 

I used tp tip you every time a tanner 
.For any little help you deigned to give, 

Although your claim was nilt 
^ Being, in fact, included in the bill. 

And now you strike to keep your war-tim-e largess 
When prices to their normal state subside. 

And I must pay intolerable charges 

For licensed vehicles (last week I hied 

A few brief miles from town 

And ha^d to , plank a full-sized Bradbury down). 

This heavy cost of transport when I cab it 

By sound economy must be replaced, 

And so I thought of giving up some habit, 

Innocent, but involving needless waste; 

For choice I purposed to 

Forgo the luxury of tipping you. 

But. ere I cease from slipping tho^ gratuities 

Into the palm of ^ypur protesting hand, 

I want, a balanced juidgment, and to you it is 

I come whose word is law throughout tbedand; 
To you I look for light ; 

Kindly advise me whether I am right. 0. S. 

SOME MOOR. 

QtMUo threatens io'become the j)opular<play of the im- 
■mediaAe future — in fant, if all the bentati>j»apJaiiainow bein<f 
jyonsideredaBe .successfully launeheid, it is'jfcubtful whether 
■^ndon_camtajns.finQugh..fcheakes to honse.all the impe-nd- 
■iag veraons of-ithe.iwaiter^iece. 

'Messrs. Arthub Bouegbieb and MATHBSON Lang setdhe 
(hall rolling by. proposing 'to interehange thp parts of ,Jaoo 
and .Othello on- alternate hights. Ever in the forefront, of 
the drarnaflc battle. ^Ir. Osoab Asche, finding tbe tawny 
oonuplexion associated wiih .Chu -Ohm ■Chow exceedingly 
•becoming, anaouaees his intention to' Othellise in 1929or 
at the conclusion ’.of ’tbe. nuk .pf Chic j^hiji Chow^ whichever 
.-happens g»st. .Be|®rr)aia®d, to.be,in ttie’swim, Mr. Bobebcc 
Lobaine,«s soonias ig^fSJBO.hasoeompkted.his sWsst End- 
tour, will demobili^ his nose and give.his ireading of -the 
'.kag^y. Einaliy it hasiocssumad feo Mr. 'NETTEEjntD'that: 

‘.Owflo is just the thii^ to gOiSownjiat tljeBegla. • • 

The productions mentioned above appear to be praoti-’ 
(cally inevitable, but there are in addition a number of inter- 
■ ^ting .proposals of a slightly nwwa , nebulous cbameteir.’-; 
In the naost disinterested manner -those sespoasible ha-fie , 
aUowed toemselves to be interviewed rby the ,rMroe8enta-, 
Hive cf and in some . cases have 

iV(wnte©r0d<ia,r4s$i^ie of their proposals. . ^ 

ACr. fU^EW^ONjiS^atodLthat. he.had always cherishLed.* 

an ambi^ .to;pky Omi^Othello, and had made a close ' 
study of -^tbe book ” ^^fj^choQl. As a .Tesult of rhistsse-*u 

,SBarchjesJbe was inclined to think that the introduction of, 
.a few “addititmal” numbers by Mr. Hermann ‘Darewski, a 
carefully-chosen chorus of Moorish maidens in yashmaks or 
mashyaks — it was immaterial which — and -a final scene in 
a fashionableirestaiirant, would -result in the whole thing 
going with. a bang from start to finish. ;He had .commis- 
sioned Mr. Fored Thompson to prepare an adaptation on 
tliese lines, and,;though not yet actually in negotiation for 
a theatre, he was keeping his eyes open. 

^ i'fi ^ ❖ t]t 

Asked if he could confirm his rumoured intention -to 
produce Othello, Mr, Owen’Narbs stated that :he' was taking 
a referendum of the ladies in his matinee ^ audiences, to 
ascertain whether they would like to see him in. a .slightly 
saccharined version of that tragedy. “As long as sugar 
continues to be rationed,” Mr. :Narbs continued, “I feel 
that l owe it to. the play-going public to be as sweet as I, 
possibly can. As a preliminary measure ! have commis- 
sioned ‘Mr. Fred Thompson to look over tbe play in the 
original quarto.” 

^ Sl< ila Jl« t]i 

Mr. 0. B. Cochran, though immersed, in the final arrange- 
ments 'for tbe forthcoming contest for tbe Fleaweight 
Championship between Bill Hopper of Balham (holder of 
the Keating belt) -and the “Kid Killer” oi Chicago,. gave 
the following details of his next production atihe. Pavilion. 

“ To begin with,” said Mr. Cochran, “I should like to make 
it quite clearthat Othelletta is^entirely devoid of offence. It 
contains nothing to which exemption could be taken even 
by a dramatic critic. Peg o’ Ky^Beavt is not in the same 
class for pure innocuousness. ' This matter has had my 
personal attention, and a: final precautionary measure 
Mr. Fbisd Thompson’s ‘book’ has , undergone > rigorous 
-.scrutiny by Dr. F. B. Mever. Indeed, the adaptation is 
so intensely unsophisticated that a recent rehearsal had to 
be postponed* owing to the ieiithreak .of :an epidemic of 
‘yawning, which first attacked Mdlle. Delysia and gradually 
spread through the entire company. Mdlle. Dedysia, by 
tbe vvay, as. a more than Moorish sultana, has the part of 
her life; and representatives xxf'all the Sunday schools in 
the Metropolitan area are being: invited -to the first per-- 
formances. 

^ 'fi 5!« ■ i'fi >!«•,}< ,js 

Interviewed during one of -the intervals arranged to 
enable the Aihamdrome- audience* to -recover .from its con- 
valsions, Mr. 'George Bobey -'.confessed that .he regarded 
all his previous' work, includii|g ;his SpeoiarOonatabling, 
ineply as a stepping-stone to the realisation of his am- 
bition to play tbe part of Othello.in his own theatre without 
funny .clothes or comic eyebrows. “In the interludes » of 
intensive poultry-keeping jn myiflat,” confided .Mr, Eobby, 
‘*T have studied "the part inside and out, and when the 
.time comes. I fancy T shall be able to throw new limelight 
.on -the .psychology mf „th ,0 .gloomy dean-^Dane — that is, 
Moor. ’.Meanwhile I :am indosa consultation' with .Mr. Fred 
Thompson, .^and am.keepingvmy -eye^on a suitable .theatre. 
When.it'heoomes avait^leJC daall:he extremely* adjacent.” 

'?!< >I« sjs ^ jjj ,1. 

..Mr. Srbd Thompson, who is responsible for the “ adapt- 
ation ” of most of -the original a muMcal plays in being. and 
prospective, stated .that fie wais;so inundaied with commis- 
sions to prepare .musical ,and other versiojis :of Dihello 
.that^faeihad been ioompeaed:tD:open .a -spaeial department 
k) cope with .the demand. Several .of his regular lyric 
writers ihad collapsed under ihecstmin .and were .now- 

uidiergoing drrmtment fiy ,a specialiat, biit he had been able* 

»to ids tain a new consignment <of : recently jdemobilised 
poets, and hoped itolbe j^le 'Aojideiiver ithergxwds .wifehaut' 
further delay. 





THE BRAMBLEGOMBE VOLUNTEERS. 

Whii^e not aspiring to the rank of a 
first-class railway, the line which runs 
for thirteen miles between Wexmoor 
(on the G.S.W.E.B.) and the thriving 
port of Bramblecombe is (as the descrip- 
'-tive writers say) at once unrivalled and 
unique. ^ 

The service on the Wex Valley Eail- 
way, though restricted, cannot be called 
irregular. For several decades its one 
train per day has never failed to run 
each way, wet or fine. Punctually at 
10.45 A.M. every morning the engine 
draws its three carriages out of Bram- 
blecombe and trundles along to Wex- 
moor, arriving at or about noon. Bram- 
blecombians have frequently caught 
the midday train to London by it. The 
return journey is timed to begin at 3.40 
I and end at 4.55.* 

The railway strike came as a shock 
to the inhabitants of the Wex Valley. 
Many farmers who had relied for years 
on^ the passing of the down train to 
awaken them from their afternoon 
siesta overslept themselves for hours. 
Fowls and ducks stood about, yawning 


in amazement at the tedious delay of 
the rushing monster fihat had never 
before failed to send them scurrying 
home across the fields in time for tea. 

That Bramblecombe and Wexmoor 
should be deprived of their train ser- 
vice was unthinkable. The shock to 
the Oldest Inhabitant might have 
disastrous results. Moreover, the 
Prime Minister was appealing to the 
country to cope with this national 
calamity. Should the Wex Valley fail 
England in her hour of need ? Never ! 

A hastil;f convened meeting in the 
Parish Room on Sunday evening after 
church unanimously carried a resolu- 
tion that the Wex Valley service should 
be maintained at all costs. An execu- 
tive was formed and more than enough 
volunteers came forward as firemen, 
ticket-collectors, stationmasters, points- 
men and what not. 

Early on Monday morning the Col- 
onel stepped aboard the “ Sir Red vers 
Buller '' and took charge of the loco- 
motive department. Retired some years 
ago from the R. E., he still possesses a 
vigour and skill which many a younger 
man might envy. The Rector’s son 


from Cambridge was first stoker, and 
Blacksmitli Riddell from Whipple- 
combe Down acted as chief mechanic. 
For all the passengers from Bramble- 
combe there was at least one ticket-in- 
spector apiece. Several tons of luggage 
could easily have been handled by the 
two-score porters, while the lines were 
thick with signalmen, pointsmen and 
shunters. Punctually at 10.45 by the 
station clock the Colonel let off a blast 
from the engine, the Rector blew his 
dog -whistle in reply and waved his 
green handkerchief, the army of station- 
masters saw to it many times over that 
the handle of every door was secure, 
and a rousing cheer went up as the 
Wexmoor Flier steamed out of the 
station. One or two pointsmen nar- 
rowly escaped amputation of their limbs, 
but otherwise it was an extremely 
gratifying start. 

Owing to a slight misunderstanding 
between the Colonel and Farmer Hum- 
phrey, who had charge of the signal-box 
at Whipplecombe Halt, the gates of 
the level crossing presented a barrier 
against which the Wexmoor Flier 
scored an easy victory ; and the gallant 
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Colonel was in no way dismayed, a 
mile further on, by a little jar occa- 
sioned by a heifer being too preoccupied 
to distinguish, between the up and 
down lines. What signals there were 
the Colonel ignored as doubtful of 
meaning, the farm hands operating 
them having initiated a system of 
semaphore which was as yet only in 
the experimental stage. The train 
overran three stations before Black- 
smith Riddell had grown accustomed 
to the brakes. In the endeavour to 
pull up at Whipplehampton, which lies 
on a slight gradient, they over-shot 
the mark by about four hundred yards, 
slid back half-a-mile, and finally at the 
third attenipt came alongside the sta- 
tion platform. 

The Colonel and the Rector alighted 
to compare notes on the way things 
were going. The Rector as guard 
thought they ought to have made better 
going : the best part of two hours for a 
journey of eight miles — by his watch he 
made the time to be 12.35 — was a speed 
he suggested they might with safety 
exceed. The ColoneTs natural choler 
was appeased by the discovery that his 
friend had forgotten to put his watch 
back an hour the night before. Bidding 
good-bye to the cheering populace of 
Whipplehampton, the Wexmoor Rlier 
resumed its journey up the line to the 
tunnel that runs under the crest of 
Whipplecombe Down. Perhaps the 
heavy autumn dew still lay on the rails, 
for no small difficulty was experienced 
in surmounting the summit of the 
gradient. With a good deal of groaning 
and creaking the train slowly dis- 
appeared into the tunnel. Then for 
nearly half-an-hour strange shrieks of 
machinery in pain, accompanied by 
huge belches, of smoke, issued from the 
mouth of Whipple Tor Tunnel, The 
Colonel, like the Fied Peter of Hamelin, 
had apparently carried off his followers 
to the mountain recesses of the Tor, 
and these were the fumes of consuming 
fires and the agonised screams of his 
victims. However, on the very stroke 
of 1 P.M. the Wexmoor Plier arrived at 
its destination amid general rejoicing 
and the mutual congratulation of its 
voluntary officials. 

Thus during the early days of the 
strike the people of the Wex .Valley 
were the proud possessors of one of the 
few regular train services in Great 
Britain. All who wish may travel free 
and without distinction of class, though 
a general preference is shown fpr the 
firsts. Even the permanent railway 
officials at present on strike are per- 
mitted to travel to and fro like ordinary 
passengers. But Lawyer Quilpeu, who 
acts as Deputy District Inspector, has 
kept a list of their journeys, and, we| 
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Officer {engaged in drawing a will for Jock^ about to go overseas), “But, hano 

MAN, YOU SUBEIiY HAVEN’T GOT ALL THIS MONEY TO LEAVE TO YOUE RELATIONS?” 

JocTc. “Ah ken that a’ richt, Sorb; but ah just want tae impress them 
MA goodwill!” 


believe, intends at a later date to charge 
them with travelling, not on duty, when 
not in possession of a ticket. He says 
it is immaterial whether tickets were 
obtainable or not. This gives some 
indication of the gay and careless spirit 
which has gone so far towards making 
our voluntary effort the success that 
it is. . 

“ Once more the* country is threatened with 
a hig national stoppage of labour. This time 
the pistol is being held at the heads of the 
State by the railway Goliath.” — Daily Paper, 

But we are confident that our ^ David 
will not be disconcerted by Godiath^s 
new weapon. 


The liady-Killer. ^ 

“ Pershing Hailed by Cheering City. 

Along the Parkway, school children hurled 
roses in his path. Two school girls presented 
him with a large bouquet of roses. ‘ God bless 
you, my children,- and thank you,’ he said as 
he killed both girls.” — Philadelphia Bulletin. 

# 

“A Duke, who does not wish his name 
mentioned, is also driving a motor lorry, 
and masticating sandwiches with his grimy 
hands.” — Yorkshire Paper, 

Perhaps when the anonymous Duke 
has practised a little longer, and can 
masticate sandwiches like a member of 
the !Hade Unions, he may reveal his 
identity. 
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OUR INVINCIBLE NAVY. 

The Calii of the Wild. 

Anyone whose lawful occasions took 
him to the port of Lerwick in the days 
when Eritz was a sailor will support 
my statement that it was not a resort 
calculated to gladden the heart of your 
mere pleasure-seeker. It had its limit- 
ations in that direction. Nevertheless 
it possessed one great institution. 

When you went ashore at Lerwick 
after a ten days’ patrol you might find 
exercise in scaling the streets of the 
town, dodging hastily into doorwa^^s to 
avoid passing vehicles ; you might pur- 
chase picture post-cards of the Town 
Hail photographed at midnight, or, ifj 
you were really out to sow wild oats,’ 
you might squander 
your pay on a string of 
salted herrings ; you 
might even bite your ^ 

thumb at a Naval po- 
liceman. These were 
diversions to be fol- 
lowed- as the tastes of 
the individual or the / 

humour of the moment ^ — — 

might dictate. But ^ 

whether you were a 
Senior Skipper with /||™ 

gold on your sleeve, or 
only a. cook’s mate on 
a harbour dredger, in- 
evitably before the de- 
parture of the last lib- 
erty boat you. made 
yourwaytoMcCuddy’s. 

It was the only fitting 
climax to the night’s 
entertainment. 

At McOuddy’s they 

gave you a large and 

steaming hot cup of coffee, together! 
with a sterling plate of ham and eggs, ' 
redolent with glorious intoxicating 
frizzly odours that brought the colour 
to your cheeks, and all for the ridiculous 
sum of sevenpance. It was wonderful. 
I dream of the smell of that ham still. 

It was here that T first met OutH- 
bertson. We sat opposite to each otker 
at a little table in a corner, stirring our 
coffee and regarding our eggs* and ham 
with shining eyes. He was the fimt to 
speak. 

** This,” he said slowly and emphati- 
cally, “ is the goods.” . 

We were sworn, brothers from that 
hour. 

We were working on the- Norwegian 
convoy at the time, and- had both 
reached that stage in the career of every 
eitizen-sailoD when the glamour that 
overhangs naval warfare was beginning 
to dissipate a little. The gilt, as you 
might say, was off the^amp^s-biscuit. 
While fully sensible of the grandeur of 


our national tradition we could not the direct co-operation of Outhbertson ; 
quite smother a feeling of sneaking envy whereupon the Senior Service decided 
for the Swiss. We both felt that after to try and muddle along as best it 
all there was something to be said in could without my further assistance, 
favour of their geographical limitations. »!« • 'i' 

When once this war is over,” said Under the severe ' pressure of peace 
Outhbertson on one occasion, “ if ever routine I had almost forgotten the ex- 
it is over, I shall bid a fond but very istence of Outhbertson until one day I 
firm farewell to the rude imperious came across his address scribbled, on 
surge. The robins shall nest in my the back of an ancient weather-beaten 
sou’wester. I shall sink my sea-boots envelope; I^ looked him up at once, 
full fathom five, beat my oilskin into a He is a solicitor in civilian life, and I 
gardening apron and my jack-knife into found him at his office toiling painfully 
a rose-pruner and seek out some se- in the midst of formidable legal docu- 
cluded inland spot where my first care ments that reminded me uncomfortably 
will be to forget which end of a ship is of income-tax. It was hard to recog- 
for’ard and which is aft.” nise in the person of this imposing but 

“ And I shall be with you,” I said harassed professional man the old 
simply, rebellious filibustermg Outhbertson of 

— — ■ the Norwegian convoy. 

When the ^ first exuber- 

^ ^ u/^ ances of our reunion 

. "were over we retired' to 

** Different from Mc- 

~ “Yes/*’ assented 

^ Outhbertson, his eye on 

tariff. “ Somehow I 

ET- ^ seem to have lost the 

« Mamma!” “Yes, my child.” 

“WiLFBED HAS CRASHED IN A SHELL-HOLE.” Doyou remember 

the old Norwegian con- 

We met periodically at McCuddy’s voy, and that Commander at the Patrol 
to bewail the comfortless lot of them Office with the voice guaranteed to 
that go down to the sea in trawlers, shatter a plate at fifteen yards ? ” * 
particularly those of the Norwegian , We proceeded to exchange remin-* 
convoy. When we foregathered for the iscences greedily, 
last time before I was due to sail for a “ Do you know what I mean to do ? ” 
distant base we exchanged addresses .exclaimed Outhbertson at length, when 
and pledged ourselves in a cup of coffee we had so far worked ourselves up that 
to se6k..each. other out when the mantle be was waving his soup-plate gracefully/ 
of Nelson should have finally fallen: to and fro after the fashion of diners 
from us. endeavouring to counteract the motions 

“ If ever we do meet in less turbulent of a trawler in a rough sea, and I had 
days,” said Guthbertaoni “ we ’ll’ forget more than once hailed- the waiter with 
this unfortunate phase in our careers*, “Ahoy, cooky.” “I mean to charter a 
I have the very deepest respect for the bit of a yachtnext year and haveacruise 
Navy as a fighting force, and a weapon round the old haunts. I suppose you* 
of Imperial defence, but as a mode- of, wouldn’t care to ship with me? ” 


life I must confess I find it exceedingly 
trying. . To. speak plainly it bores, me. 
Do I carry you with me in this ? ” 

“ You do/’ I replied with, emotion.. 


“Nothing better,” I cried, 

“ I ’rfi afraid it won’t be as jolly as it 
used to be,”he said regretfully; “ there’ll 
be no-U-boats. for one thing. And we 


Next day- my trawler departed for shall miss the rich- naval flavour.” 
fresh fields of activity, where in due ** We -may run across a^ couple of* old 
time we succeeded in fon^ng the W^r drifting mines^to-bringa bit of the at- 
to a triumphant conclusion without' mosphere back,” I. suggested 'hopefully^ 




Cuthbertson shook his head sorrow- 
fully. “ I fear we shall never be able 
to recapture the first fine careless 
rapture of hearing a full-blown deep-sea 
fishing skipper gently chiding the 
trimmer for spilling paraffin in the tea- 
kettle. Bare pleasures of this sort 
lose their delicate charm the second 
time.” 

I tried to cheer him by talking of 
McOuddy’s and the prospect of ham 
and eggs and coffee for sevenpence, but 
it was not till we were leaving that I 
caught a glimpse of the real Outhbertson 
of old. By the door stood a magnificent 
commissionaire, portly and dignified, in 
a gorgeous uniform of blue and gold. 
As soon as he saw him Outhbertson’s 
face lit up with pleasm:e. 

“ By 3 ove, the very man l”he exclaimed 
joyfully. “ We 11 hire him for the trip ; 
it 11 be as good as sailing aboard an; 
Admiral’s fiiag-shipJ’’ 

In his delight at the prospect he 
squared his shoulders and with head 
and eyes turned smartly to the right 
marched out, favouring the startled 
door-keeper with a faultlessly executed 
Naval salute. 


HOW THE. STRIKE STRIKES ANNE. 


The Modee’n Yersio-n : Stdke while 
the iron ’s cold. 


Anne finished folding up with careful 
fingers the minute siUren flag which 
for so long had adorned the front of 
her doll’s house. 

“Now that peace is over I shall 
have to ask Nurse where she’s put 
the dark blinds for the doll’s house,” 
she reifiarked with a tiny sigh. 

“But the Lighting Order isn’t in 
force again. What do you want the 
dark blinds for ? ” I asked 

“ Won’t they make us shade our 
lights again, then?” she asked in sur- 
prise. “ What about air-raids ? ” 

“ But there won’t be any air-raids,” 
I assured her. “ There isn’t a war on 
here now, you know.” 

Anne pondered this statement for 'a 
moment. “What is it, then?” she 
asked. “We’ve got to have ration- 
books again, and I *d just frowed away 
Teddy’s and Dolly Dumps’s, so I shall 
have to make them some new ones, and 
Nurse says next week we shan’t have 
any .cakes with sugar on the top and no 
cjurrant buns. It ’s just like the War. 
What is it really ? ” 

“Well, you see,’" I explained, “it’e 

the str&e, and 

*^What is the -strike?” Anne inter- 


rupted me. “ I promised Teddy I ’d 
: find out and tell him ; you see he isn’t 
a very big boy and he doesn’^t quite 
understand ” (here she lowered Irer voice 
that she might not wound Teddy’s ten- 
der susceptibilities); “but he thinks 
it ’s just like the War, and he ’s been 
drilling all the morning ready to go and 
fight.” 

“You can tell him I hope there won’t 
be any fighting,” I said; “it ’s only that 
the railway trains aren’t running pro- 
perly, and it won’t be easy for people 
to get things; there won’t be much 
milk for the poor babies most likely ” 
(“ They can have mine,” put in Anne 
stoutly), “ and it will be difficult to get 
to places and that sort of thing,” I con- 
cluded rather vaguely. 

“ Oh,” said Anne in a rather un- 
convinced voice, then there won’t be 
any poor wounded either ? Sol needn’t 
practise nursing ? ” 

I seemed to catch just a hint of dis- 
appointment in her voice. 

“ No, they won’t want nursing cer- 
tainly,” 1 said; “and it really isn’t 
much like the War, though it seems 
rather like it just at fir^, I know.” 

“ ’ Tisn’t zactiy like Peace either, 
is it?” said Anne; T*.but I ’llespiaiii to 
Teddy as well as lean.” 
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NEW FIGHTS FOR OLD. 

No longer is it possible for the fiction- 
writer to enliven his flagging tale with 
a good round bout of fisticuffs, recorded 
in plain yea-and-nay English. No 
longer does it suffice for him to write 
that Brown struck Williams a right- 
hand blow.*' He must bear in mind 
that four out of five of his readers have 
an almost morbidly intimate knowledge 
of the technique and argot of pugilism, 
and specify whether the blow in point 
was a lead, hook, jab, jolt, swing or 
upper-cut. 

The following up-to-date version of a 
celebrated fiction -fight is offered by 
way of illustration : — 

In the Euoby Eino. 

At the sound of the gong both 
principals skipped to the centre of the 
arena and proceeded to mix it in no 
niggard fashion. Each man led savagely 
and repeatedly, without deigning to 
stop or to block, apparently expecting 
to hand out the K.O. without loss of 
time. Neither realised his ambition, it 
is true, but a number of straight lefts 
got home on either headpiece, and there 
were indications that the contest would 
not go the full course. On points it 
was the Slogger’s round. 

“For heaven’s sake. Tommy, keep 
out I ” implored East, as he towelled the 
School-house Hope during the interval, 
** Don’t try to counter him — come right 
back. Feint if you like, but let him 
lead.” 

The carillon for resumption found 
both men fresh and with an unchanged 
foreign policy. 

“There he goes, in-fighting again,” 
groaned East, as Brown once more took 
his merchandise for sale within the 
prohibited area. He dumped two dan- 
gerous left jabs and endeavoured to 
re-embark with dues unpaid, but the 
Slogger was too quick for him, shaking 
his man with a clever right hook as he 
retreated. A brisk rally ensued, in 
which Tom’s imports largely exceeded 
his exports, and he was at last put 
down for a count of eight by a nicely 
timed right swing to the occiput. 
Prices now favoured Thompson’s Slog- 
ger by 2 to 1 (t. and o.) 

During the recess Brown under- 
went some badly needed sponge-work 
at the hands of his chief second. 

“Tommy,” observed the latter, “this 
may be funny, but it ain’t fighting. 

I He’ll put you out in five minutes if 
you don’t slip him. Come back, I tell 
you. If there isn’t time, side-step, 
duck — anything but go in as you’re 
going. Make him lead to you, but 
don’t try to cross-counter yet — wait till 
he blows and then drop it in on the 


solar plexus. We’ll look after the 
point later on.” 

Third round. This was mainly a 
strategic retreat on the part of Brown, 
who seemed at last to realise the 
wisdom of his henchman’s advice and 
was taking full advantage of the twenty- 
four foot enclosure. Mr. Groove, a 
familiar ring-side figure, was heard 
to remark that he had not witnessed 
such masterly footwork since the days 
of Charlie Mitchell. Finally William s 
halted, pending repairs to bellows, 
whereupon a jubilant scream arose from 
the School-house Citadel. 

“ Now, Tom,” sang out East, “ what 
I said.” 

Brown was inside the fence in a 
twinkling, lying close to his man and 
jolting strongly with right and le^t over 
the heart. Williams covered up to 
avoid further unpleasantness, but no 
sooner was the embargo raised than 
Brown whistled home again with a 
couple of genuine rib-roasters. The 
Slogger seemed annoyed. He now 
rushed, but Brown side-stepped neatly, 
leaving his opponent to come harm- 
lessly to earth in a neutral corner. 
Betting: 2 to 1 against the Slogger. 
(Offered by Mr. Groove. Declined by 
Mr. Eattle.) 

The succeeding round was the least 
dramatic of the fight, the School-house 
Hope working round and round for an 
opening, while the Slogger propped him 
off’ with his long left. Brown was now 
displaying a marked facial puffiness 
and was bleeding at the tooth-box; 
while the Pride of Thompson’s showed 
several purple patches in the vicinity 
of the mark. 

During the next session Brown was 
cautioned for holding, but the objection 
was ruled out by young Mr. Brooke, 
the Eeferee, on the grounds that the 
contest was being decided under P.E. 
rules. Shortly afterwards, a vicious 
right upper-cut from the Slogger having 
failed to connect, the round ended in a 
clinch. . 

From this point forward the School- 
house Hope, finding that his fraternal 
embraces involved no risk of losing on 
a foul, presented the ring with a superb 
exhibition in the Graeco-Berkshire style, 
repeatedly throwing his man oxidi falling 
on him. And so the battle dragged on 
to the end, which came none too soon. 
Dr. T. Arnold (Headmaster) appeared, 
whereupon everybody except young 
Mr, Brooke left Big Side in a hurry. 

A poor inconclusive contest. In the 
absence of a stake and sidestakes — 
to say nothing of proper organisation 
beforehand — this is hardly to be won- 
dered^ at ; but if Tom Brown wishes 
to claim the welter-weight champion- 
ship of Eugby School I suggest that 


he must meet the Slogger again under 
the following conditions : — 

(1) Queensberry Eules. 

(2) Meeting to be held at Olympia, 
Holborn Stadium, the Albert Hall, or 
some other recognised temple of the 
fancy; and 

(3) Mr. Eugene Corri to replace 
young Mr. Brooke as Eeferee, 

For exclusive special interview with 
both principals, see appendix at end of 
chapter. 

THE SEA TROUT. 

{Western Highlands) * 

The stag to the hill 

And the bee to the clover, 

The kite to his kill 

And the maid to her lover, 

The bard to his dreams 

And the scribe to his cunning — 

But I to the streams * 

Where the sea-trout are running. 

The streams of the South 

Flow in green meadow places ; 

You open your mouth 

x\nd breathe in the soft graces ; 

Their brown trout are wise 
And take time to consider, 

And you stalk every rise 
Like a hart in Balquidder. 

In the North the streams flow 

With the peat running through them, 
And the gods long ago 
Have hurled granite into them ; 

The sea-trout ’s a flash 
Silver sudden as laughter, 

And he comes with a smash 
. And considers it after. 

At forty yards fair 

Off the reel he ’ll deliver 
A leap in the air 

And a roll on the river, 

And the issue ’s in doubt 

Till the net ’s underneath him, 

And he dies a sea-trout — 

Better bay could I wreathe him ? 

The loveliest — oh 

For a music that I lack 
To sing you his snow 
And his silver and lilac I 
The wildest, the best 
• And the bravest of fishes, 

And, however he ’s dressed. 

The most dainty of dishes. 

But the stag to* the hill 
And the bee to the clover. 

The hawk to his kill 
And, a hundred times over, 

My heart to the “ brew ” 

In brown pools and romantic, 

And the trout running through 
Off the tides of Atlantic. 

Eerdie, the Freak. 

OF Balkans has a Nest Egg.” 

' Headline in Canadian Paper, 









A FLEET STREET PRACTICE. 

I MET him last August at a restaurant 
in jB’leet Street, Ha was making an 
excellent lunch and looked opulent. 

In spite of this I took a fancy to the 
man ; somehow he looked Hke one who 
has taken his chances in the world. 
I sympathised, too, with his glance of 
amused contempt at a sallow youth at 
the same table, who in his zeal for the 
horse-breeding 'industry was scanning 
the early evening paper for possible 
winners. The sallow youth made ' a 
note^ of two “naps**, and departed, 
looking miserably optimistic. 

This fleeting vision of the gay world 
of ^port led to a disjointed ‘ conversa- 
tion between the stranger and myself. 
Finally we got on to cricket. , Here he 
became very interesting, and he evi- 
dently loved the game. He had a 
slight Northern accent and was, I 
think, undilly prejudiced in favour of 
Yorkshire. I ordered another cup of 
coffee and told him a few things about 
Kent. 

I was just beginning to impress him, 
I think, when a man passed us on his 
way out and said, “ Good morning, 
Doctor.’* 

The stranger nodded in reply and 
then began about Hiest. As he was 
speaking my second cup of coffee 
arrived. 


“ I suppose this is bad for one in the 
middle of the-day ?*’ I said as I tooklt. 

A look of intense pain — almost a 
spasm — came over his face at once, 

“ For heaven’s sake don’t talk about 
that,” he said abruptly, and then began 
to ask me about- Woolley. 

“But,” I said, “I thought, as a doc- 
tor, you would be interested in questions 
of diet.” 

“I hate them,” he replied fiercely. 
He took a gulp of coffee and then leant 
across the table and said, “Do you know 
who lam?” 

' I hate riddles and I thought of saying 
“Yes” and leaving' him, but he gave 
me no time. 

. “I am the well-known West-end 
physician who grants interviews to 
correspondents of the evening papers. 
Now you know,” and he sat back in 
his chair as though the worst was over, 

“Great Heavens,” I said, “so you 
are actually the man who advises peo- 
ple to wear lighter clothes during a heat 
wave ? ” 

“ I am that man,*’ he replied; “ I may 
also mention that during a cold snap 
I strongly advise them to wear warmer 
clothes. I also point out that it is not 
wise for a man of ninety to try to walk 
as far and fast as his grandsons. As 
for diet, hardly a week passes but I 
warn a special correspondent against 
lobster mayonnaise.” 


“ Do you find it hard work ? ” I asked 
after a pause. . . . 

“Bather wearing,” he replied; “with 
Fleet Street as a sort of consulting- 
room and my thousands of anxious 
patients waiting for advice, I am kept 
pretty constantly at it. Of course I 
play the game. An unscrupulous man 
might make* a fortune out of it.” 

“How"?” I inquired with natural 
curiosity. 

“ Well,” he said in a reflective tons, 
“ suppose that I, with my huge prac- 
tice, were to write strongly urging 
people of all ages to live on suet pud- 
dings during foggy weather; I could 
then go up to the City and buy suet 
pudding shares for all I am worth. 
When the fog. came I should sell out 
at the top of the market.” 

At that moment a boy came in — it 
was just after two o’clock — and handed 
him a 6*30 edition. We looked it over 
together ; but there was no interesting 
news. Then with a groan he pointed 
to .the “Stop-press” column. The 
heading ran; “Old lady collapses 
while bathing — gallant rescue by a 
boatman.” 

“ I am sorry to leave you,” said the 
West-end physician, “but I must go 
at once and warn my elderly patients 
that they must be careful about bathing. 
I shall probably add a little advice for 
young bathers too. Good-bye.” 



THE HOHENZOLLEEN TOUCH. 

Pebsident of the N.U.E. {recalling his own Plymozith speech). “WE WANT THE BAETH AND 
ALL THAT THBEBIN IS!” 

Mb. J. H. Thomas. “IS THAT ‘DEFINITIVE,’ GEAMP? THAT’S WHAT THE SAID 

IN 1914, I SHOULD LEAVE A LITTLE BIT FOE THE COMMUNITY.” 
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Perfect Stranger, “ I think the Navx 's absolutely peiceless. They fought, they pumped out the coal-mines, and now 

M SEE THEY RE CARRYING LETTERS AND PARCELS. WhAT ’LL YOU DO NEXT?” ^ 

Seaman Gunner, “The ’ousing problem. ’Ayen’t you *eard? In three weeks we're bringing a cargo of ready-made 
mud UTS from Zululand.” 


LIFE’S LITTLE COMPENSATIONS. 

Once life was a series of petty annoy- 
ances.^ I loathed the postman’s knock, 
heralding as it did the arrival of letters 
which had to be answered. I hated the 
dustman, who usually arrived about 
6 A.M. and by loud discussions of the 
day’s betting forecasts ruined my beauty 
sleep. The railways too — how I longed 
for the blood of the demons who began 
shunting at two in the morning on the 
line near my house. The yodel of the 
milkman was a torture to me. I re- 
monstrated with him once about his 
practice of “ Milk-ho-ing ” when all 
decent people were in bed, and he 
seemed to regard me as a poor being 
with no sense of melody. He continued 
and even aggravated his yodel. Then 
when I had settled to work in the morn- 
ing there were the constant ringings 
of the tradesmen. I could hear the loud 
laugh of the butcher as he flirted with 
one or other of the maidservants at the 
side-door — most distressing not only as 
a crude and objectionable noise, but 


j because it created an awful fear that he 
might go so far as to marry the girl and 
leave us face to face with the dreadful 
servant problem once more. 

And now ! 

We had a strike of the dustmen a few 
months back, and to-day I rejoice when 
I am awakened by a rolling of rubbish 
tins and a hoarse but genial voice say- 
ing, “ You may take my tip or leave it, 
but Little Yic’s a dead cert for the 
3.30.” They are working — bless the 
fine fellows ! 

The milkman’s yodel is an entrancing 
melody to-day. I do loathe and abomi- 
nate condensed milk. A delightful rat- 
tat from the postman cheers me, for it 
shows that a mail has got through. 
Happiness comes to me when I hear the 
butcher and the baker at the side-door. 
What matters a little friendly flirtation 
if we are provisioned for another day ? 
I remember the awful week when the 
bakers were on strike and our home- 
grown staff of life was apparently com- 
posed of putty. 

I only need one thing to be perfectly 


^®'PPy — ^0 be roused from my sleep by 
my old railway friends shunting. There 
was a peculiarly squeaky clank that 
ran along a line of shunted trucks which 
I miss sadly. If they knew how their 
music was appreciated I am sure they 
would return. 

“ What is it, Jane ? ” 

“ The curate, Sir. He does not want 
to interrupt you at your work, but he 
is just calling for your subscription to 
the Boys’ Brigade.” 

I feel that I should have more re- 
spect for the clergy — who have far 
better reason for striking than any 
other section of the community — if they 
only had the pluck to down cloth and 
intimidate the public with the threat ; 
“Not a subscription invited, not a col- 
lection made, till we get a living wage.” 

“ The taxicab and motor-car piled with lug- 
gage remain a familiar London sight. It is 
more surprising to encounter in the heart of 
London men and women carrying bags and 
parcels and obvious strangers." — Times, 

Very surprising for tbe strangers, we 
should think. 





A LETTER TO THE BACK>BLOGKS. 

Dear Ginger, — ^Very many thanks 
for your cheery epistle with the account 
of the Hornblower obsequies. It must 
have been a jolly affair — the mourners' 
hurdle race afterwards, I mean, 
j As for myself I continue with my 
discovery of England. I am at the sea- 
side, but as I do not care for shrimping 
in a top-hat I have shunned the fashion- 
able resorts and am at present camped 
in a tiny fishing village which clings to 
the flanks of the Cornish cliffs like a 
nest of limpets to, a rook. 

Here leaps ashore the full south- 
west, heavy- winged with the scents of 
brine, sea-weed and pilchards. Drifts 
of sea-pinks and sea-holly mist the 
cliffs and dunes with frail colour. 

Black seine-boats lie among the ^ 
houses, poking their curved snouts in 
at the windows to sniff your breakfast 
rasher and a non-stop orchestra of wind 
and wave renders Wagnerian selections 
throughout all meals. 

The native housewives dump their 
rubbish on their door-steps and punc- 
tually, twice a day, the Atlantic rolls 
ttp and carts it away. 

Punctually, twice a day, as the tide re- 
cedes, the local drake, Prancis, marches 
his harem of ducks across the wide 
stretch of sands to high-watef-mark, to 


see what edible flotsam that universal 
provider the sea has coughed up, ready 
to dispute d oiitrance with the gulls the 
possession of any particularly tooth- 
some morsel. To the beach also on hot 
afternoons come the local kine, flatten- 
ing out the children's trench systems 
and paddling with the best of us — 
which, now I come to think of it, may 
account for the salt in the butter. 

In thick weather the fog-horns of 
passing ships, and the village donkeys 
(tethered on the cliff-side), blare dis- 
consolately at one another all night 
long. 

The men-folk of the place arise at 
four o'clock in the morning and row 
out to see whether any crabs or lobsters 
have been foolish enough to tumble 
into their booby-traps. The rest of the 
day they spend either propping up the 
Lifeboat House or paddling visitors out | 
to the pollack grounds. This is en- 
thralling sport. 

The visitor reclines on the bottom of 
the boat among a jumble of rusty 
ballast, sea-weed, bait and fish-hooks, 
praying earnestly for death, while the 
mariner (who is paid by the hour) dis- 
courses pleasantly on the perils of the 
deep and dangles the strings. 

I have not done this myself ; I have 
seen too many robust , visitors suffer 
dreadful sea-change ; moreover I have 


scanty faith in the string-dangling sys- 
tem of fishing. It seems to me to 
depend far too much on the gullibility 
of the quarry. Eor me the Mills bomb. 
You grasp the grenade in your right 
hand, extract the pin with your left, 
and heave. If there is a fish (or fishes) 
anywhere in the neighbourhood you Ve 
got it (or them). 

The whole affair is settled one way 
or another in ten seconds. The method 
is simple, .quick, clean and' effective, 
and to my mind infinitely preferable to 
jockeying a bucking dinghy over a 
ground-swell, your lunch butting at the 
“barrier of the lips," the joie de vivre 
gone from you, waiting till the village 
idiot of the deep chances along and 
gets his silly self firmly entangled in 
your bit of barbed wire. 

However, the fish-blasting season is 
over, they tell me. It is not being done 
any more in these days of Peace. It is 
string-dangling or nothing now. 

Yesterday morning as I lay in my 
warm bed listening to the teeth of the 
early bathers chattering on the beach 
(a favourite diversion of mine) T heard | 
the voice of the Philosopher uplifted 
towards my window. Wrapping my- 
self in the eider-down I leaned out and 
inquired what his trouble was. He 
waved a large bundle of twine at me 
and said his f §.niily had sent him out to 




YQtrttOT^i^f^’ ®°”“ FimsHBD ruTl Oh, daddy ! doj^’t say 


fish. He would like me to come and 
watch him do it. When I was ready 
I would find him at the far end of the 
beach. 

I bombed Albert Edward out of bed 
with wet-sponges, breakfasted and set 
out for the refidez-votis. We found the 
Philosopher sitting with his back to a 
rock, a pocket chess-board. on his knees, 
working out a problem. He welcomed 
us warmly, told us where we would 
find the gear and. advised us to get a 
move on before-the tide turned. 

Albert Ed'ward inspected the col- 
lection of oddities that the Philosopher 
had assembled and scratched his head. 
** I say, what about bait?** he inquired. 

^ The Philosopher looked at him over 
his spectacles and tut-tutted.. “Dear 
me ! Isn*t there any bait ? Then I *m 
afraid we shall have to get some.’* 

Albert Edward agreed ; he was afraid 
! We should. He picked up a couple of 
j lance-hooks, toss^ one to me and we 
I started work. ' 

i Por the- benefit* of the uninitiated I 
: will explain that lances are small eel- 
; like critters which inhabit the’’ wet sand. 


You scratch for them with an iron hook 
about eighteen inches long. Any in- 
shore dweller can experience all the 
sensations of this sport by walking up 
and down a ploughed field, bent donble, 
feeling for worms with a crochet-needle. 
At the end of an hour we had scratched 
an acre or so of sand and had secured a 
lance and a half between us. 

The Philosopher not having provided ! 
us with anything to carry them in, 
Albert Edward dropped the catch into 
his trouser pocket and we returned to 
headquarters. It took us some time tp 
draw the Philosopher*^ attention away 
from the affairs of a queen, and a 
bishop. 

“How many have you got?** he 
inquired. 

Albert Edward felt in his trouser 
pocket and his face went blank ; all too 
late he remembered the hole in it. 

“ Well, not any, as yet.** 

The Philosopher shook his head. 
“T *m afraid that *s hardly enough,** he 
sighed, 

' Alb^t' lMward agreed ; be was afraid 
it hardly wasn’t. 


“ I fear we shall have to try again,*’ 
said the Philosopher. “ Most annoying 
after all our labour — still, there are 
thirty hooks to be baited.** His nose 
drooped over his problem again, like a 
tufter’s on a cold scent, and Albert 
Edward and I took up our scratchers 
and went at it once more. * * - 

At the end of an hour and a half we 
had ploughed another acre of sands, with 
the net result of four lances, which 
were ^ assigned to my trouser pocket 
this time. Albert Edward paused in his 
labours ^ straighten out the kinks in 
his spine. “ Good'* fun, isn’t it?**' he 
remarked. “ I can hear my vertebrae 
click every time I move.** 

We sank down on the sands and lit 
cigarettes. 

The Demon -Twins (aged twelve 
years and twelve years and fifteen 
minutes) padded up and regarded us 
euriously. 

“What are you doing?** they de- 
mandJed together. 

“Biackberrying,** said Albert Ed 
rfiortly. 

“ Don’t you believe him, my sons ; be 
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?opetriS>’ °L^e$aSt?rthetts Tealfng somSng Sm us behind a 


lies to you,” said I; “we’re birds’- 
nesting.*’ 

“Eunny,aten’tyoTi? ** sneered Twelve. 
“ I know what it is,” shrilled Twelve- 


I nodded. “ They *re out after blood, 


••jLJsnow wiiauiuAD, ^ . TTa would be and I *ve got an idea it’s ours they 

fifteen; “you’re lancing, and you re a mistake so remove a want. They won’t like losing their 

can’t catch any.” much obliged it we wouia remove a vva . _ j 


stuffy because you can’t catch any, 
» B’at-heads 1 ” said Twelve. 


hook from*his pectoral tissues. There lanc^. 


Twelve - fifteen, were numerous 


others embedded in 


don’t care; I’m not 


-Chumpsl” said Twelve -meen. Areyou?” 

They padded off. giggling derisively. various por ous of his anatomy ^ b 

Albert Edward sniffed. “I adore ^ doubt, he At about seven o’clock we returned 

children, don’t you? •(.>,’ to draw the spiller. We found most of 

sunshine. HeUo, here ^ the mermaid. ^ out’ our pocket-knives and the visitor population, summoned by 

The Sea-ladv paddled towards us. We drew out our pocaes im a.„flncT 7 nn f.ViA hftfl.A.h 


The Sea-lady paddled^ 


and looking very rosy and cheerfu . ot„i t iFad ant, thesevered The Philosopher was still behin< 


find" trather" damp Ilb^JEdWd and I h>d got the severed 
sitting therlT” she called. . line tied together again and the hooks 


» Not half so damp as standing up = 
sorting through tons of sand with a 
tooth'pick,” said I. 

“ ‘ If fifty fools with fifty hooks should scratch 
from two till eight, 

Do you believe/ the Walrus said, ‘ they d 
scratch up auy bait ? ’ 

‘ I don’t think/ sobbed the Carpenter, barely 
articulate.” 

** How sweet I ” cooed the Mermaid. 
“Do you Write the mottoes in crackers?” 

Albert Edward grunted. “ He does 
— also the directions on mouse-traps. 
By the way your charming little 
brothers have just passed along.” 

The Mermaid nodded, “ I know. 
They ’ve been lancing all the morning. 
Look.” She displayed a tomato tin 
brimming with the nasty little brutes. 

“Good Lord, how do you do it?” 
Albert Edward exclaimed, and there- 
upon dilated on our heroic labours, the 
unsporting behaviour of the quarry, 
and the trouble the Philosopher would 
get into with his family if he arrived 
home fishless. The cruel girl was not 
in the least moved by our intense 
sufferings, but at the mention of the 
Philosopher she softened all over. 

“ Poor darling,” she crooned, “what 
a shame ! Here, take these,” Impul- 
sively she thrust the tomato tin upon 


AlbertEdw/rd ^ndl hadgot theseVed The Philosopher was still behind his 
line tied together again Ind the hooks rock, still absorbed in “ The Synchronous 
5 & Vibrations of the Soul,” completely ob- 


All Tme winners 


JlWj 

m 


THE BULING PASSION, 


knotted on once more. 


livious to the babbling crowd about 
him. A whale might have come along 
and taken him and the spiller into its 
belly without his being aware that any- 
thing untoward had occurred. 

We pulled on the line. Several will- 
ing hands sprang to our assistance. The 
first hook came ashore. It was bare — 
j bare even of bait. The second was 

stripped also. Likewise the third and 
fourth, the fifth and the sixth, and so 
^ on even to the twenty-ninth. 

Jj r , Not a single fish dangled on a single 

If. ' ! t hook ; not a single lance remained. 

/'if n L Albert Edward looked at me. I looked 

\ n Albert Edward and nodded. 

People began to titter, “One more 
pull,” shouted a helper. “ There must 
be something on the last hook, it ’s so 
\/ / ^ heavy.” 

^ We brought the last hook ashore 

with a run, and the helper was right — 
there was something on it. People 
laughed outright this time. 

“ Dear me,” purred the voice of the 
Philosopher in my ear. “ A dead cat 1 
I wonder how it got there ? ” 

\ “ Do you ? ” said Albert Edward | 

dryly, his gaze resting on two small 
5SION. figures sitting near by on a sand-dune 

staring out to' sea with the wide inno- 
By 4.10 they cent eyes of childhood. “Do you? I 


* But— but won’t the Twins object ? ” were baited. By 4.30 we had the spiller think I have an idea.” 


I demurred. laid out along the sands ready for the 

“ And what if they do ? You don’t fast in-coming surf to cover it, , and 
think I ’m frightened of those little reported as much to the Philosopher, 


brats, do you ? 


who was masticating the paper wrapper 


“I don’t know about you,”* said I, in mistake- for the cheese sandwich it 
‘but not a few strong men on this contained and perusing a racy little 


beach — myself included — ^turn pale at 
the mere sight of them.” 

“ You ought to be ashamed of your- 


“ Treatise on the Synchronous Vibra- 
tions of the Soul.” He promised to 
keep a watchful eye on the line and 


selves then,” she scorned. “ Two big advised us to trot home, as it must be 
brawny brutes like you ! Anyhow, give getting on for lunch-time, he thought, 
these to the Philosopher with my love.” As. we sped up the boat-slip we 
She waved her hand and paddled home passed the Demon-Twins ; they were 


to lunch; — ^fortunate girl 1 


crouched among some crab-pots staring 


We found the Philosopher lying be- put to sea with the wide innocent eyes 
hind his rock, bound hand and foot, of childhood. 

We asked him what he thought he was “ Don’t altogether like the look of 
doing — imitating Houdini, the Hand- those little perishers,” said Albert Ed- 


Ever thy ’ PATiiANDER. 
PLAYMATES. 

Do you know my friends that stay 
Always with me, night and day ? 
These two legs of mine are they. 

If a fat man I should be, 

These two friends no more I ’d see, 
They ’d be hidden under me. 

So, 'while they are still in sight, 

I shall say to them at night : 

“ Weary left leg, weary right, 

“ Thanks for every race you ’ve run 
With the wind and with the sun, 
Eor the laughter and the fun 1 ” 
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Pygmalion. “This, my deab, is to be the finest thins I hate evbb done. It is to be my ideas of female loveliness." 
Galatea. “Oh, Ptgg-y dabling-I Abb yotj BEGiHisfiiirG to tibe oe me alebady?” 


EPIGEAMS EEOM A NEO-GEEEK ANTHOLOGY. 

LEilDEBSHIP. 

Gapgenes, the leader of the Beds, 

Adjured his followers to keep their heads ; 

Whereat some answered, by their doubts impelled, 
“We T1 keep our Heads, but not if they are swelled." 
The^ Terroes of Art. 

Painter, your portraits make you justly feared, 
Forecasting traits that have not yet appeared; 

So, when you limned Hyperbolus, they say 
Two fees he readily agreed to pay — 

One for the picture, one for the condition 
It never should be placed on exhibition. 

Of Profiteers. 

Six years ago a huckster lank and lean, 

But now a Prince (to judge him by his mien), 

See how Banausus, treating us like toads. 

Bolls roystering along the crowded roads. 

Yet who will envy traders who succeed 
In wringing riches from their country’s need ? 

Beggars, on horseback set, ride to the devil ; 

The Profiteer speeds to a lower level. 

Of Wizards. 

" Two Celtic Wizards, eminent of late. 

Wrestled to gain the mastery of the State; 

Meanwhile, belaboured by conflicting blizzards. 

Plain folk desired deliverance from Wizards. 

Another Sex-Problem. 

Underneath a picture : — 

“ On the peaceful^ cliffs of Cornwall new motor-cycles are presumably 
rare. The cow, being of an ing[uiring turn of mind, wonders what 
has come to disturb his solitude ,” — Daily Pamper, 


THE ILLUSION OOMEOBTING. 

Once upon a time — and a very discontented unsettled 
time at that-— there was a hill with a wood on the top of 
it through which the wind used tc^ rush and roar, and! as 
the hill was steep and some little distance from the town, 
not many people found their way there. But one morning 
the woodman, who was sawing logs from one of the trunks 

^for this was a time when a man who had a saw was 
almost as lucky as a man who had a bicycle — was astonished 
to see a number of men climbing the hill ; not countrymen, 
but very obviously townsmen, for they wore black coats, 
and carried small leather cases or bags and newspapers, 
and not a few had top hats. 

They ascended the hill at a great pace, each singly 
and each now and then looking at his watch ; but when 
they got to the top they stood all together among the 
trees Waiting as if in some suspense. 

N ow and then one would say something ; but another, 
who seemed to be the leader, would hold up his hand and 
make a silencing sound. 

The woodman, being curious about this invasion of his 
solitude, was about to inquire of the leader as to the reason 
for it, when a gust of wind began to stir the forest, increasing 
in volume with each moment, •and, as they heard it, a look 
of ineffable joy, not unmarked by a certain wistful melan- 
choly, illumined the faces of the crowd. 

“ What is it ? " the perplexed woodman asked. 

What is it ? cried the ecstatic leader, ** Can’t you 
hear the wind ? " 

“ Of course I can hear the wind,” said the woodman. 
“ But what of it ? Why does it cause you such happiness 
mixed with regret ? " * 

, “Because," replied the leader, “it makes a noise exactly 
like the 8,53— the dear old vanished 8.53 to town." 
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AT THE PLAY. 

Rbpabation.” 

Thebe were obvious reasons why 
Mr. Henry Ainley should be attracted 
to the part of Fedya (Tolstoy’s “ Living 
Corpse”), but clearness of motive could 
hardly have been one of them; for his 
character and the springs of his actions 
were always much too obscure to hold 
our sympathies. Fedyais an habitual 
drunkard, and on his own admission 
a thoroughly bad egg ; but, while he 
deserts an adoring wife in favour of a 
gipsy, we are not to be misled by the 
spectacle of his amorous embraces 
into supposing that his relations with 
the girl (her unfortunate name is 
Masha) are anything worse than Plat- 
onic. He is good enou‘gh to bear his 
wife no ill-will for being deserted by 
him ; indeed he would be quite glad to 
see her comfortably married to an old 
admirer for whom he has a great re- 
gard : but when it comes to a question 
of divorce this besotted creature, guilty 
of every oh’ence except the technical 
sin of infidelity, finds his sense of 
honour too nice to allow him to tell the 
necessary lie which would set his wife 
free. 

’Nobody in the audience believes for 
a moment in the sincerity of so fine a 
distinction, .and nobody is aw (oxcept 
at the thought of losing Mr, Ainley) 
when Fedya m seen making, arrange- 
ments for suicide as the only form .of 
‘‘reparation.” It does not come off,, 
however — ^he is too mugh of a coward ; 
^besides, it is far too early in the play. 
Instead he takes means to appear to 
be drowned, and so starts a-new career 
as a living corpse. 

You might suppose that ‘he would 
not be content with growing a beard 
for disguise, but would disappear. alto- 
jgether ; on the contrary, he apparently 
remains in the neighbourhood of his for-, 
mer wife, now happily remarried ; arid 
eventual^ in a moment of drunken 
expansiongives the whole thing away 
during the course of a doss-house con- 
fidence. He is overheard by a black- 
mailer rand is arrested iby -the .police, 
together with the wife, who is charged 
with bigamy. In the tend he recurs to, 
his original idea of suicide, and,. though 
well aware that it comes too late to', 
affect the charge- of bigamy, hte oopOQ^its 
that anticlimax. 

We live in gloomy days, and I was 
not greatly surprised, last week, that 
more people had mot faced a walk home 
to the suburbs for Joy of the good 
cbeor offered? abthe St. James’s Theatre. 
JSqr m^elf;’(livjiig^^itbin.easy walking 
distance) I had no fault to find with 
the , sombre ^and ^s'aifdid atmosphere of 
the whoie hUiSine^sj; IqQuld'.eaBily have 

borne much worse things (though the 
fiat tones of the singing gipsy-girl tried 
me hard) for the sake of Mr. Ainley s 
acting in the doss-house scene, and the 
gracious charm of ’Miss Marion Terry ; 
but the obscurity of Fedya's motives 
and standard of honour (to say nothing 
of his wife’s affections which 1 could 
never properly localise) left my head 
exhausted and my heart untouched. I 
don’t blame anybody, but it is always 
unsatisfactory when you don’t care 
twopence what happens to your hero 
and heroine. 

It was a pity that the promise of the 
first scene was not fulfilled. It had a 
quiet air of Ibsen and aroused no ap- 
prehension of the melodramatic devel- 
opments that were to follow. I drew 
high hopes from that scene, based not 
only on the attractive appearance and 
manner of Miss Meggib Albanesi (as 
Fedya's sister-in-law), but also on the 
samovar, which gave me confidence that 
the milieio was true Russian. Not 
that I question the rest of the local 
colour, though I was never quite con- 
vinced by the gipsy lover, who seemed 
to me to lack the seductive arts of her 
kind. But then, as I have hinted, her 
relations with Fedya were not accord- 
ing to' convention. 

That clever ^actress, Miss Athene 
•Seylbr, was not ^well suited in the 
part of the wife ; but Mr. Ion Swinley, 
as -the second husband, ^gave a .very 
firm and-solid performance ; Mr. Otho 
Stuart, as a prince and a general com- 
1 f orter, showed a suave decorum ; and 
the Bohemian histrionics of Mr. Claude 
Eains came near at times to dispersing 
the ambient gloom . But I doubt if even 

1 the gifts of Mr. Ainley (whose return 

I is extremely welcome) will serve to 
■ qarry off a play whose interest is so 
remote in its appeal to the general 
sympathy and understanding, 0. S. 

1 "■ . 

The ©ay of Bubber* 

For centuries a tropic plant, 

Obscure and insignificant, 

Common to both worlds, West and 
East, 

I did no good to roan or beast. 

Yet now my rioh and viscous Juice, 
Turned to a locomotive use, 

Has lent the rigid chariot wheel 

The limber movements of the eel, 

And oils-tbat kindle and explode 

Save made me Monarch of the Eoad. 

^he wonders of nature, as described 
in two* articles mWhe Chronicle : — 

“THINGS SEEN. 

An Echo.” 

THINGS HEABB. 

The .Carcass.” 

ORATORY AT THE ZOO. 

Adequate criticism is a great satis- 
faction ; but how rarely one meets with 
it. I have read my share nf leading 
articles on the Upheaval ; I have heard 
more than my share of remarks upon 
it — in the street, in the home, in the 
bus ; but for the best general comment- 
ary I had to go to Regent’s Park and 
to a speaker of foreign extraction. He 
gives no suggestion of culture ; he pro- 
bably never wrote a word in his life ; 
but you should hear him on the Strike ! 

I found him in that portion of the 
park which is railed off and entered 
through turnstiles and where a stratum 
of rocks suddenly breaks through the 
earth and rises to a height unusual in 
London. Here I walked near and far. 

I could, had I liked, have ridden in a 
four-in-hand drawn by llamas or upon 
the backs of elephants or camels, but I 
preferred the new and popular means of 
locomotion. One thing that very soon 
struck me both with astonishment and 
regret was the number of empty resi- 
dences. We have heard so much about 
the congested state of London, but I 
can assure you that in the Zoo there 
are too many rooms to let. 

But all this is beside the mark ; what 

I want to tell .you is that in one of the 
cages under.the raised terrace dwells — 
with too few neighbours — a swarthy 
observer of life who is known as Urms 
Americanus. He is in the second cage 
on the south side from the west end, 
where the great open bear-pit is, now 
the home of Billy. Talking is the great 
accomplishment of Ursxis Amerteamis 
— he is the only talking bear in the 
Zoo — and, as I stood by the barrier in 
front of him, he lifted up his voice and 
began. At first I was uncertain as to 
the theme of his jeremiad, and then 
gradually I realised th at it was th e Strike. 
Never was a subject so handled — the 
inopportuneness of it, the folly of it, the 
failure of it, the wickedness of it, the 
pathos of it, . Every aspect drew forth 
the mot jxLste — or to be exact the m- 
flexion juste ; he. ran through the whole 
gamut ; surprise, anger, despair, disdain 
and grief. But you must go to hear 
him~Urs%ts Amerioanus, in the second 
cage from the west end on the- south 
side, not only the sole talking bear in. 
the Zoo, but the sole bear with sound 
social and political views. 

One word more. You must take a 
piece of very hard biscuit or crust with 
-you, fox that is his -solvent of speech. 
With soft food he is merely- moody and 
mute. e— — . . 

“'Nice tramwaymen are on strike.” 

Daily Baper* 

Try ^gain. This doesn^t mean what 
you thought it did the first .time. 
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. Refill ^ Little Ckrl . “Yog roow, J^uoy, I ’ve only oisee rAtrLi lo itod with oxm pias. They will grdkt with xheiiimotiehs full.” 


DrUR BOOfCUVIG-OFFICE. 

{By .Mr. Pimchls Staff, qf Learned Clerics.) 
i^oar i^eZ«^io2®s.(SEC3SER) rev 60 ,ls a new side to the art of 
Mr. Compton Mackenzie. Eealism we have had, and 
'-romantic , graces ; -here is the lightest of light comedy, 
dancing on thejedge-of (and occasionally slipping into) farce. 
The idea of it is simplicity itself. Take a prosperous 
dramatist, with packets full of royalties, son ^of -a family^ 
surely the most 'horribly greedy in fiction—^nd watch them 
devour him. Because the plot, save for the slight and 
rather obviously foreordained love-affair of John and his 
,kdy secretary, keeps rigidly to ‘this one .plan, I wilLnot say, 
‘that even all Mr. Mackenzie’s, dexterity preserves it fromi 
-some effect of.sameness. In other words th^e Touckwoods\\ 
vdo strike me ^as ^a long time over , their • meal, ^so I was! 
haunted .by the problem of . how John, human, humorous,! 
and almost incredibly long-suffering, came to be surrounded! 
by such^ a .crew of -cannibals. ,This said, however, myj 
carping is ,at an end. Tf beauty as such holds no place in 
Mr. Maokbn zie! s present scheme, his comm and of ithe tvividj 
phrase is as arresting as ever. Thus on the Brst page we' 

I are introduced to tioteamid a*,crowd of passengers leaving 
New, York by liner, and hciping.silen% that ** the sense of 
*h©ingimpriscmed ina decaying hot-waterfbottle .would pass 
way in the iresh Atlantic Lsier again weigeti 
the hero condemned to a detestable dinner in Carlington! 
^®ad.jnat without iwistfuln©ss did J:£nd .'myself ^oaiN/suach I 
ihistaa:icgmimdl)jgmdaefleetmg*csritinaliy<^Ofi mi interior. jof 
“pink lampshades and brass gongs” — surely Ken- i 


sin^ton in a phrase ! . To sum up, a'book in my jealous eyes 
mot wholly worthy of a writer whom I should like (rather 
unreasonably) to confine to bigger work, but one that will 
at least provide the maiden of bashful fifteen with the 
unusual treat of reading ,Mr. LSaokenzie aloud to an 
unperturbed gi andparent. 

In so far as Mr. Stacy Axtmonier wrote The Qnerrih 
(Methuen) with a propagandist purpose, I suppose his 
^jedt was to reveal the dangers, of ^rpiLy lifeior the young. 
Ycm 'detect already a new dooteine, *ane not unprovocative 
of thought. ^ Broadly.stated, .one might call it the peril of 
^over-protection. To illustrate his'tiiem'e the author, takes 
a family of th© ultra-cohesive, type, gently nurtured, whose 
r^har too .comfortable nest was hedged about with every 
kind of •sanction, and. lined throughout with ra* snug down 
.of mutual esteem. The Qnerrils (surely a needlessly rasssk- 
wardname) owned the .kind of ihame ‘in winch photographs 
raccumulate, and-’^^tpEmnrfumituinispteserved.to assock- 
tion; where the cat. is tacitly not supposed tortorment dear 
little birds, and the natural instinets — ^far “mtural” read 
“predatory” — are for the most part conveniently ignored. . 
,Tato this gentle company IMr.AuiimnE^ proceeds to ’ burl 
m hombfof :torror,“of .ignomby and '.unspeakable disgrace, 
rand in < effect, Watch .Jhow they ftake it.” K ^wdll not ! 
ibllyeu the.p’eeiaenatineof'the catastrophe, beyond say in cy 
cibatifemeebaufemilmTdly carries fuh .convictian; I doubt 
-muy imuch for;^ne H^hing twhether any jury would ka^, 
the offence into whrnh 'te/is^tmpped. 
-Shat of ii^ever, m miner point. Mr. Aon okim ' 
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is more concerned with his Querrilst shattered at first by tania converted from a pacifist into an activist. Mr. 
the blow, then gradually closing their family ranks again, Sinclair's suggestion is that this was quite a common 
tiU time and the War (from the first I felt that the War third degree procedure. I take leave, m the interests of 
would catch them before the end) bring final separation. Anglo-American friendship, to doubt it, and to mention it 
Not a cheerful story, sometimes a trifle too long-winded, as characteristic of the author s zealc^s method. But how 
but undeniably original and sincere. came Jimmie to ' be tortured at all . having been 

■' ° transferred, after behaving in a very gallant and unespected 

1 should like to re-name The City of Palms (Hutchin- manner, from the French to the Eussian front, he found 
SON) with the title “The Undefinable Something.” The himself up against his old friends the Bolshevists, and 
unknown element was for ever appearing, whether as some- began fervently and indiscreetly to preach the dark creed 
thing mvsterious in the aspect of the desert, or something to his fellows. That was asking for it, no doubt. But 
strange 'in the expression of the minor characters, or as Jimmie kept his end up till his torturers broke his reason 
somethingelsevrithinthe heroine, SyZwajBocfcfl, forbidding and he died a martyr to the best that was mEis creed, 
her to accept a cigarette, as on page 81, or willing her to The hook— Jimmte Higgins (Hutchinson)— puts the case 


stop where she was, as on ^ lor entering rue vvar irom tne 

page 162. This last “some- 7,^®^ interna- 

thing” was unduly busy. By _ tional pacifist and is valuable 

the premonitions it affotded, ■- j.^>) ' as a' Sincere and, as it were, 

though SvZwa profited little, the ( , I . reluctant contribution ' to the 

reader was forced to anticipate I j literature of repstance. 

mSs** ^THLTO^^EHODE r evi- j■|i| j i|, ^ gU I suggest that on the tablets 

dently, and rightly, prides her- i. of yoir memory you put an 

self on the wealth of local colour JK N asterisk against Jfowsier’s Jfw- 

in her detail ; for me the correct- f Mg 1 (Stanley Paul), to remind 

ness of the small particulars is f 7 L yo'“. against the coming of 

lost in the inaccuracy of the m. I mQ Christmas, that this is the right 

general impression. Bissi/c, the IPPffliiiffiiw 1 present to give a nice, unsophis- 

blackmailing Turk, may be fault- % | \\ \ ticated, dog-loving girl. Monster 

less in every item of his dress, j \\ ^ (dog) and Do^^o (small boy) share 

language and deportment, but K honours of Miss Everett 

he is of the German-Jew type I G-REEn’s story, and they are an 

and has nothing of the true pA engaging couple even if now 

Oriental about him. Nor did 11^'" and then their performances put 

Sir Denzil, ex-diplomat, suggest ^ wA ' something of a strain on one’s 

his kind ; in his encounter with v 1 credulity. Among the grown- 

his blackmailer he v^s proved ^ place to Nancy 

a simpleton, and his manner, X Blahe, a middle-aged spinster, 

nevertoo impressive, brokedown *. who wore thick boots and adored 

altogether when he said to his hens, and whose unconvention- 
secretary, ** Eliot, you ’re a ^ ^ ality was good for her genteel 

sport.” I gather from the ad- V'v^ relations. The diet provided 

vertisement that the author’s here .by 'Miss Green may not 

enthusiastic readers are *in' the - . » . • be exactly stimulating, but, like 

neighbourhood of a million j I - Father. “Aren’t you going to wear the nice red tie Nebuchadnezzar’s food in the 
may speak frankly then, as one ^ovb. auntie gave you?” , famous couplet, it is wholesome. 

of an insignificant minority. She .Bo&6y. “No.” 7 

made no appeal to me in this Father. “But what ever wile she think of you?” Mr. A. A. Milne’s First 

instance. I was not stirred by Bobhij. “Well, ip you must know, I’m not going to Plays (Chatto and Windus), 
the swift glances, which began cALLnra me -Bolshy’ fob ihb sake includes Wwrsel- Flummery, 

passing on the first pages, by the ! Belinda^ The Boy Comes Home, 

significant expressions which flitted across features, by the The Lucky One and The Bed Feather, of which the first 
words which froze on speakers’ lips and by the suffusions, three have been performed. Mr. Punch, loyal to the self- 
in rapid succession, of sudden pallor, complete whiteness denying covenant which he has drawn up for the conduct 
and hot crimson, accompanying what was, after all, an of his Booking Office, forgoes the pleasure of saying how 

ordinary proposal of marriage made in the most normal much he admires this work of one of his young men, 

and favourable circumstances. And when one of her ■ 

leading and most robust male characters was labelled “ an “BOOKS CHOKED WITH BACON ” 

amiable youth,” I was thoroughly antagonised by this Birmingham Paper. 

patronising attitude to a very deserving sex. American stuff. 


for entering the War from the 
point of view of an interna- 
tional pacifist and is valuable 
as a- sincere and, as it were, 
reluctant contribution' to the 
literature of resistance. 

I suggest that oh the tablets 
of your memory you put an 
asterisk against Monster's Mis- 
tress (Stanley Paul), to remind 
you, against the coming of 
Christmas, that this is the right 
present to give a nice, unsophis- 
ticated, dog-loving girl. Monster 
(dog) and Dodo (small boy) share 
the honours of Miss Everett 
Green’s story, and they are an 
engaging couple even if now 
and then their performances put 
something of a strain on one’s 
credulity. Among the grown- 
ups I give first place to Nancy 
Blake, a middle-aged spinster, 
who wore thick boots and adored 
hens, and whose unconvention- 
ality was good for her genteel 
relations. The diet provided 
here .by 'Miss Green may not 
be exactly stimulating, but, like 
Nebuchadnezzar’s food in the 
famous couplet, it is wholesome. 

Mr. A. A. Milne’s First 
Plays (Chatto and Windus), 
includes Wurzel - Flummery, 
. Belinda, The Boy Comes Home, 


Mr. Upton Sinclair is one of those writers who is more 
interested in his thesis than in his characters, and perhaps 
‘ too much concerned about his cause to be altogether just 
to other points of view or even to records of fact. So you 
will do wisely to take a little salt with (for instance) his 
description of unspeakable tortures inflicted by an American 
sergeant, who had been a police officer, on his hero, Jimmie 
Higgins, a little, wild, Socialist mechanic whom the Lusi- 


A Crame that Two Can Play, 

“But I want the Government to recognise the game they are 
playing. They haye thrown down the gauntlet, which may go off as a 
boomerang, I ask^the trade union movement to accept the challenge.” 

Mr, Thomas at the Albert Hall. 

In which case -it is clearly the duty of the Government to 
pulverise the smouldering flood of sedition with a stiff 
upper lip. 
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“ Old Moore in his Almanack for 
next year prophesies a change of affairs 
in Eussia. This is very satisfactory, for 
anything that happens to Eussia is 
bound to be an improvement. 

There is no truth in the report that 
the Eoyal Commission on Awards to 
Inventors has allocated the sum of 
£2S 7s. lOd, to a newspaper proprietor 
who claims to have invented Mr. Win- 
ston Choechild. o, jj. 

We are glad to learn that a certain 
South Coast railway has now resumed 
normal conditions and trains are once 
again running, .with their usual un- 
punctuality. * .j, ^ 


We have no desire to 
fan the flames of jealousy, 
but it was remarkable that 
on the day Mr. Smillie 
said he was coming to 
London the railway strike 
ended. 


“ Surgical instruments,” 
says a news item, “ are to u.c 
be brought within the 
scope of the Profiteering 
Act.” The exorbitant 
prices charged by eminent 
surgeons for forceps, elini- ^ i 
cal thermometers and 
other instruments assimi- 
lated by patients in the 
course of an operation have 
always been one of the 
scandals of the profession. 


a policeman when called upon to do so. 
Seeing a decent job the good fellow 
naturally wanted to fetch his mate. 

sis sJs 

The Law OjBdcers of the Crown have 
discovered that the Home Eule Act 
comes into force on the day that Turkey 
signs the Peace Treaty. The news has 
caused considerable excitement in the 
Near East. * 

A secondhand clothes dealer of Shore- 
ditch has been fined for selling cheese 
at sixpence a pound which was unfit 
for human consumption. He pleaded 
that the price was reduced because the 
moth had got in it. 

Sinn Eeiners.in Dublin have held a 
f^te to provide a bed in a local hospital. 
No special arrangements appear to be 

• ON ^ 




TWO MORE TANTS: CLAIMANTS. 
Cate?'^llar and Tortoise {togetli&r)^ “Who gave them 


Billingsgate fish porters are demand- necessary in order to keep the gift fully 
ing a pound a day wages. The Chair- employed. ^ 

man of the markets says he has never * 


Asked if he could tell whether certain 
liquid was Government ale, a policeman 
in a Coventry licensing case admitted j 
he could not. He considered, however, 
that it looked dangerously like it. 

* 

The alarming report from Scotland 
that a parrot had developed rabies has 
proved to be incorrect. . The bird, it i 
appears, was merely endeavouring to I 
imitate the bag-pipes. | 

We regret to learn that the>^Isle of 
Wight railway guard who during the 
strike was given a lift by the driver of 
a passing donkey-cart, is still in hos- 
pital suffering from the effects of un- 
usual speed. a. 

Three thousand five hundred barrels 
of American rye whisky have been 
' Y ~ landed at the West India 
Dock. The report that a 
few mouthfuls of it wiE 
the taste of Ameri- 
can bacon must be taken 
with reserve. 


To serve an estate of 
small holdings in the West 
^^iding of Yorkshire aligh^ 
railway has been author- 
ised by the Board of Agri- 
culture. It is to be known 
as the Twopenny Tuber. 

' * 5|c 

2 ^ A dog fancier, writing 
to a weekly paper, claims 
-s; to have the longest daohs- 
e-aS bund in England. It is 
said that you can step on 
• its tail in Purley and the 
animal will bite you in 


THE IDEA f 


heard anything like it. According to an evening paper an 

ex-Government official is now in charge 
Charlie Chaplin’s popularity is as of an important fire station in Loudon, 
great in Eussia as elsewhere, says a It is expected that shopkeepers whose 
returned traveller. Charlie, we under- fires are now about due will be obliged 
stand, has had several letters from to fill in a form before same can be 
Peter the Painter urging him to come officially sanctioned, 
to Moscow and do something with 

battered brains in it. Many novelties are on show at the 

* . RhnA and Tjfiathftr Fair, and much inter- 


battered brains in it. Many novelties are on show at the 

Shoe and Leather Fair, and much inter- 1 
“England,” says The Daily Mail, est is being taken in a notable exhibit con- 
“ will not see the last of its land girls sisting of a pair of boots made of leather. 


when the potatoes have been harvested.” 
Anyhow it seems^ that the Board of 


A young prisoner charged with wan- 


Agmculture has decided to sack the dering was -described as having the 
potatoes first. brain of a Cabinet Minister. The kind- 

* ' hearted magistrate expressed the hope 

“ Are long engagements wise ? ” asks that he might grow out of it. 

Tit-hits, We have certainly heard of 

cases where they have led to marriage. “ The duty of motorists,” says the 

Ilford Coroner, “is to avoid pedestri- 
A plumber called as a witness told ans.” The idea, eveji if novel, is one 
a magistrate that he declined to assist that might be given a trial. 


Croydon., ^ 

“CONDITION OF THE ROADS. 
where to drive with care.” 

Daily Bayer, 

Everywhere, one would hope. 

CoxLcLescension. 

** An Address on the Destruction of Agricul- 
tural Pests, with special reference to Rats, will 

be given by Capt. , F.R.G.S. (the famous 

Traveller and Big-Game Hunter).” 

A friendly young person named Florrie 
Said she ’d drive me to town in a lorry; 
But her zeal and goodwill 
Much exceeded her skill, 

And we ended our drive in a quarry. 

“ Special prizes were also awarded to the 
junior members for the best specimen fish in 
the following classes : — 

Name. Winner. Weight. 

Minnow, E. Henshall, junr., B|lbs. 

Dace, G. MaoElkenny, junr., loz. 13 drs. j 
. Gudgeon, J. Knobbs, junr., loz. 4idrs.” 
Congratulations to Master Henshall 
on having hooked a Triton among the 
Minnows. 
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DIDYMUS OF THE IM.U.R. 

A Character Sketch. 

I HAVE . not the advantage of a personal acquaintance 
with Didymus, but the events of the last few weeks, during 
which he has been obtruded upon the public vision with a 
prominence which must have been very painful to so 
retiring a nature, have thrown his personality into sharp 
relief ; and from the evidence of his own statements and 
actions, and the conclusions they invite, one is enabled to 
realise a character almost unique in its clarity and 
consistency. 

Fundamentally a man of moderation, Didymus desires to 
be known as an Apostle of Peace. He is never to be seen 
without an olive-branch in one hand, whatever lethal 
weapon ha may be brandishing in the other. The day on 
which he and his friends declared a strike that had been 
engineered with a forethought worthy of the German High 
Command and a secrecy that would not have disgracedour 
own Intelligence Department was the saddest day in his 
life. The seventh day of his failure to shake the courage 
of the community was perhaps sadder still. 

It is to his credit that he had been so absorbed in the 
advocacy of Peace that, although he represented a body of 
men of whom not much more than sixty per cent, had stayed 
at home during the affair with Germany, he appears to have 
forgotten altogether about the War and the lessons in 
rapid organisation which the Government had learned in 
the course of it. . 

A passionate enthusiast for Law and Order, he protested 
vehemently against the statement in The Times that the 
strike threatened the nation with bloodshed; yet he ad- 
mitted, when it was all over, that the country had been, 
within an ace of civil war. This only proves that he is 
too honest a man to hold to an opinion when it no longer 
serves his purpose. 

Bisen from the ranks of Labour, and himself, in earlier 
days, a working man, he recognises that the wealth o'f the 
country is largely in the hands of the first or second gener- 
ation of men who have risen from the same ranks. Hence 
his sympathy with Capital as coming within the legitimate 
aspirations of Labour. . - . ' . 

Other Labour leaders may confine the term Labour -to 
the class that is engaged in pertain forms of manual exer- 
tion; but Didymus is too broad-minded for that. He is- 
well aware of the existence of myriads and myriads of other 
.workers— struggling clerks, typists, shop-girls— who have 
never had their wages doubled to meet the rise of prices, 
and would be happy with half the earnings of a locomotive 
driver. No one knows better than he that it was this class 
— and not the rich, whom it scarcely affected — ^that suffered 
most by the strike which he promoted ; and the thought 
was anguish to him. 

Dyer devqted .to the cause of co-operation as between 
Capital and Labour, Didymus is confident that this great 
end can best be achieved by indirect methods which permit 
a temporary obscuration of th^= facts. > This explains why 
his strikers were allowed to imagine that they were fighting 
for dear life against a body of bloated Capitalists in the 
persons of Shareholders who had nothing whatever to do 
with the dispute, and belong for tlie most part to a class 
of society with incomes not exceeding his own. The view 
that the end justifies the means is often, as in his case, 
found to be consistent with the possession of a very sensitive 
conscience. 

Didymus is a true citisien, though he may be a railway- 
man first and a Xiabour-man second. Hut if bis counti’y 
has only third place in his* heart, it is a very good third. 
No patriot is more concerned about production ; none was 


more distressed by the knowledge that a general railway 
.stiike (apart from the incidental expense of it, chargeable to 
the community) was likely to arrest the process of national 
revival, dislocate every industry except that of the agitator, 
and bring the State to the very verge of bankruptcy. If, 
then, he elected to set the immediate claims of a class 
against the future welfare of the nation, it is clear that the 
motives which actuated him must have been very lofty and 
I of a strangely compelling force. 

It may be that the strike has gone far to alienate the 
growing sympathies of the public and to set back the fulfil- 
; ment of the hopes of Labour some twenty years, but that 
is not the fault of Didymus. It is due to a misunderstanding 
of his motives, insidiously fostered by the falsehoods eman- 
ating. from the environs of his friend the Prime Minister. 
In the cause of Truth, for which he has a confirmed regard, 
Didymus is prepared to expose those falsehoods. And for 
this purpose he is happy in enjoying the gift of fluent 
speech. Gentle or menacing, as the ocoa^on demands, 
his style has of late, through close association with the 
President of the N.U.E., become perhaps a little cramped, 
but it is still persuasive. He greatly prefers arguments 
to threats. This trait indeed is very characteristic of him. 
He probably has more power in his little finger than any 
man extant to-day. Thanks to the terrific potentialities of 
the machinery which he- controls (for Didymus disclaims 
all personal credit for his power) he has but to apply that 
little finger to a button — and keep it there — to throw the 
entire nation into a state of paralysis. But, if he has a 
giant’s, strength, he declines to use’ it like a giant. Time 
after time, he assures us, he refused the offer of a general 
strike of all the Unions : he was determined not to utilise 
this deadly instrument unless he really wanted it. 

Of a most accommodating disposition, the friendships of 
Didymus are marked by a rare catholicity, and he would be 
hard put to it to say which he loves best, the Government 
or the Extremists of his own party. His tenderness of 
heart is such that he would not willingly injure a beetle ; 
but when it came to a question of dealing a knock-out 
blow to the nation or risking the loss of his job he had to 
be firm. Didymus would do anything rather than sacrifice 
his power for good. Such a temperament wins affection 
in turn, and he is greatly beloved % those whose wages he 
gets raised. The higher he gets them raised the greater 
becomes his popularity. This system is known as “the 
sliding scale,” and everybody must sympathise with his 
natural anxiety that it should only slide one way. 

Finally Didymus bears his defeat (if I may use so 
abrupt a word) with the same perfect self-restraint which 
he exhibited w^hile organising the attempted starvation of 
the community ; and in his modest way he is content to 
regard it as tantamont to a triumph. 

F.S. — One further and very touching revelation of the 
man’s character. Even as I write, a deputation of the Par- 
liamentary Committee of the Trades Union Congress (of 
which he is an ornament) is closeted with the Prime Minis- 
ter, urging that the mines should be placed under the control 
of a Government already exhausted with controlling the 
railways. Didymus is not there* He is taking a rest, and 
giving the Government a chance. This shows a generous 
and forgiving nature. * O, S. 


** A sinipler, I)ut not so accurate, explanation is that, whereas in full 
compression the work done in compressing’ the charge (if a charge 
e:asted) is regained by that compressed oharga forcing the piston down 
with a reduced ‘ compression,* the compressed charge has lost its com- 
pression at the top of the stroke.”— ^rom a “ Motor Cycling:' 

Even now we seem to' detect a certain lack of lucidity, 
probably due to over-compression. 






PARADISE REGAINED. 

BACK TO THE NOEMAL AFTEE THE STEIKE. 





A TRAGEDY OF THE TELEPHONE. 

“ Telephone ? ” said tha man in the 
District Contract Olfice incredulously. 
“ You want a telephone put into your 
new fiat? How long have you got it 
for? Three years ; is that all? Well, 

' I '11 take your order if you like, but 

: Are you thinking of renewing your 
lease? " 

It was in April, in the early halcycon 
days of demobilisation and before the 
horrors wrought by the War had really 
been brought home to me, that I had 
the temerity to demand a telephone on 
no other pretext than that I wanted 
one and was prepared to pay for it. 

“Do 5JOU see that?" continued the 
local officer, pointing proudly to an 
enormous pile of MSS. about the size 
of a year's output of Charles Garvice. 
“ That 's this week's list of people who 
want telephones. And that's names, 
only, mark you; we keep the addresses 
in another office; it makes more of 
a system keeping the addresses separ- 
ately, you know." 

There the matter might have ended 
! had not my wife heard from a friend of 
a friend (who was a friend of another 
friend who heard about it first) that 


a man who lived at Croydon had 
managed to get a telephone, by sheer 
persistence, after about a month. 

Now it is the invariable rule amongst 
good men and true that if a woman 
looks into your eyes with a glance full 
of meaning, and tells you somebody 
else's husband has been able to do some- 
thing which you have not accomplished, 
it has simply got to be done. 

Through May and June I remained 
in my trenches, merely carrying on de- 
sultory paper warfare, small raids to 
see if the same enemy was still in oc- 
cupation, harassing fire with a light 
type -writer and occasional five -page 
bom bardments with one of heavy calibre 
on suspected tender spots. 

The answers were inexorable when 
they came, which was not often. There 
was not room on the whole telephone 
system for another syllable. Moreover, 
they gave me to understand that if they 
risked another subscriber the whole 
of the telephonic conversation of the 
country would inevitably coalesce, and 
all the words run into one another in 
one stupendous conglomeration. 

Petrified by the prospect of such a 
national calamity I should have given 
in had not the administrative side of 


I the Home Staff sent frequent reminders 
at breakfast : “ Heference my M.G. 
(Meaning Glance) 746/9/7 of the 15th 
ult. I note that the telephone has not 
yet been installed. Please treat this 
matter as urgent — or I shall eat your 
butter ration while you are out." 

Spurred on to renewed effort I sought 
out, with considerable misgivings, the 
chief office, the very fountain-head of 
supplies. ^ My old British warm went 
with me in case I should come across 
an odd instrument lying about the place. 

“You see," said the kindly authority 
to whom I was finally punted, “ even I 
myself am doing without one." This im- 
pressed me no more than if I had heard 
of a doctor who refused to take his own 
medicine. Pesolutely I indicated the 
telephone directory. Eighty per cent, 
of those people, I said, had been allowed 
to play with the telephone all during 
the War; seventy-nine per cent, had 
complained.^ My patience, on the other 
hand, was inexhaustible. They could 
give me the wrong number every time, 
instead of every other time, if they 
liked: • I would be satisfied if they 
would let me have an instrument* and 
make it buzz a little at times. 

“ It ’s a question of switchboards," 
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he said ; “ there isn’t room on the ex- 
change.” 

I disclaimed all preference for any 
one exchange. Couldn’t they find room, 
on another? Couldn’t they give me 
a trunk line only, say a far-off place 
like Cardiff, so that once on the line 
I could get a through connection back 
to the City ? A great bitterness over- 
took me 'when he refused even this 
concession. What about the profiteer 
who had ?ibout seventeen? Couldn’t 
I be allowed to slip in on some pretext, 
whip up one and carry it away -if it 
showed no signs of use ? Here I indi- 
cated my British warm, which was 
Oppressing me sadly .since the temper- 
ature was eighty-four in the shade. 

The suggestion was not -without 
effect. As. I reached the street I had 
the uncomfortable feeling that I was 
being watched. 

In August I became pitiful. No 
accused doomed to die for the crime of 
another ever pleaded his cause more 
eloquently. Tolstoy’s plays seemed 
redolent of hilarity compared .wit-h 
the gloom and disaster which over- 
shadowed my household. In vain I 
pleaded that life without a telephone 
was unbearable; that the doctor was 
likely to be required urgently at any 
moment; that destructive fires were 
imminent ; that my business was at a 
standstill—did they realise that? As 
an author of unproduced plays, how 
was it possible for me to carry on if 
Mr. Cochran was unable to ring up and 
settle terms for any one of the two 
hundred and twenty-nine plays with 
which he had been bombarded ? 

I got no reply ; no satisfaction even, 
except that the local district man took 
to bringing his wife to the office with 
him for protection. 

In September, however, I changed 
my tactics and took the field as an 
outraged British warrior. The nation, 
I wrote, had revolted before at the idea 
of her soldiers begging in the streets, 
yet here was I, together with my en- 
tire family, destitute of the necessary 
powers of communication and all means 
of earning a living. Was this a nation’s 
gratitude ? But for me (and a few mil- 
lion others) we should have been under 
the heel of the Prussian by now. I no 
longer desired to plead; I demanded 
my rights. I understood that people 
who bad a telephone were allowed to 
transfer it. Very well, I claimed that 
right. At my country’s call I had re- 
linquished my old telephone at The 
■Whortleberries, Pinchley, in 1914. No 
sensible person, of course, expected an 
entirely new telephone ; all I asked 
was that my old telephone. Number 
9998 Pinchley, should be transferred to 
me. If they would do this I should 



Gentleman Farmer (com'plaining to liis^pouUrij wonian about heavy coiisunijption of corn), 
“How MANY TIMES A DAY- DO YOU PEED YOUR OWN YOWLS?” 

Poultry Wcman. “Twice, Sir.” 

Gentleman Farmer. “ Then why do you feed mine three times ? ” 

Poultry Wcmian. “Well, you see, Sib, gentlemen’s fowls looks to be fed 
three times a day.” 


feel that I had not been done out of a 
portion of my gratuity in vain. 

On October 1st I got a reply. They 
thanked me for my letter and also 
for identifying myself with the late 
tenant of The Whortleberries, Pinch- 
ley, and begged to remind me that the 
account for £1 7s. 6^^. for extra calls 
during 1914 was considerably overdue. 


Another Impending Apology. 
Prom a review : — 

“Wine and Spirits. The Connoisseur’s 
Text-book. 

. writes, as he should, as -if he were 

full of his subject.” . 

Times Literary Suppleinent. 


Our Helpful Contemporaries, 

“ Before the strike began we said with the 
utmost plainness that it ought not to have 
taken place.” — Northamjpto^i Daily Echo. 


“The long arm of coincidence then steps 
in . . — Scotch Paper, 

Yes, and puts its foot down with a firm 

hand. 

The Smart Set. 

“Saunterers in Piccadilly were startled and 
mystified by the sudden outbreak of top boots, 
which seemed to be popping round every 
corner. The explanation dawned only on those 
who remembered that it was the Eton and 
Harrow match at Lord’s, where formal dress 
is de rignenr.” 

I The Straits Times, Aug, 
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cousin is married to a plumber and he wanted an egg to eat ; that for all he 
POSERS FOR PROFITEERING COMMITTEES, always gets his dinner on an all-day knew B. might have been, buyiiig it for 
Watch your Committee 1 ” says a job. What Jones says is not evidence, some other purpose, to put on his hair 
thoughtful contemporary. But why be Gan Jones deduct the value of the joint or do conjuring tricks with. B. tes- 
content with merely watching them ? from the plumber's bill? tides that he in fact bought the egg for 

Why not examine for yourself their f2) The Countess of Clonkilty pur- his tea ; that, having taken it home to 
fitness for the responsible position they chases for fifty guineas a hat from his laboratory, he proceeded to boil it 
aspire to hold? A prefatory “By the Madame Fliflammeof Bond Street, the for three and a half minutes in a test- 
way, I wonder if you can tell me ... ” latter guaranteeing that it' is a Paris tube; that before the three and a half 
or “ Speaking of strikes, you don't hap- model. Later in the day the Countess, minutes had elapsed the contents of 
pen to know if ... ” will usually while proceeding home on the Hoxton the so-called egg, instead of coagulating 
suffice. Of course, if deception comes omnibus, sees a creature wearing a hat in the customary manner, volatilized 
naturally to you, you will strive for exactly similar to the one she has pur- and blew up with a loud report ; that 
something more artistic, more ornate, chased. Eeturning to Bond Street she he analyzed the vapour thus given off 
A good formula is, “ I wonder if you narrates the circumstance and demands and ascertained that it consisted of 
can answer this question which was the return of the fifty guineas. Madame three parts of pheno-sulpho acetate of 
put to my friend Jones. He 's on the Fliflamme explains with regret that the hydrogen and one part of fcri-sulpho- 
Blankshire Profiteering Committee, you rules of the establishment do not per- toluol, with traces of carbonic dioxide 
know.” However, the j | and some uuspecialized 


I know.” However, the 
entrde en matiere must 
generally speaking be 
left to the reader’s dis- 
cretion. If your com- 
mitteeman happens to 
be a retired Colonel of 
Dragoons, a nice sub- 
tlety would be out of 
place. A hearty slap on 
the back and a breezy 
“Bet you a fiver, old top, 
you can’t tell me ...” 
will best suit the case. 
If he is the parson, a 
slightly classical flavour 
should be given to the 
conversation. An ex- 
cellent opening is — 
“That reminds me of the 
question the late Dr. 
Mahaffy put to the dried 
tripe seller at Mycenae.” 
But the method of ap- 
proach is after all a de- 
tail that can be safely 
left to the ingenuity of 
the questioner. The 






1 %. 



THE GHAR-HUHT; A NEW SPORT FOR SUBURBIA. 

The opehxetq meet of the Richmond Am> Kingston ch^cr-hounds took 

PLACE ySSTEBLAV IN THE OlD DeAB PaBK. ApTEB AN EXCITING CHASE THEY 
LOST SIGHT OF THE QUAEEY NEAB HaMMEBSMITH TuBB STATION. 


matter which he im- 
M/.i-'u agined to be burned 

ja; I feathers. 

\ The question of what 
.4'' is an egg having been 
. .'-"L '' decided by the Court to 

law, defen- 
dant’s counsel argues 
that the object had ad- 
^ mittedly been laid by a 

- hien and that the con- 

tents had not been tam- 
pei^ed with prior to sale 
by any human agency. 
Having once been an 
must therefore 
remain an egg and could 
* be sold under that des- 

cription without an un- 
dertaking as to its fitness 
for human consumption 
being implied. 

For the Professor it 
SUBURBIA. jg contended that “egg ” 

►N cH^cR-HouNDs TOOK jg g, trade term for a 

5ta™T well-recognised comes- 

— = — ! tible, not combustible, if 


questions are the thing. "We do not mit her to take back any article that His Lordship pleased; that as between 
suggest that other questions than the has been sold, but assures the Countess grocer and public it must be construed 
subjoined might not be asked. Our that if- the cireumetances are as related as meaning “ an egg fit to eat.” Even 
modest claim is that any committee she may. rest assured that the hat if the Court did not accept this restricted 
man who answers a fair proportion of purchased by her is the real model view it could not possibly be held that 
these simple but searching queries on and the other a mere copy. State, a spheroid cretaceous receptacle full of 
general subjects of commercial morality giving your reasons, (a) Whether the sulphuric acid gas constituted an egg, 
will be the right man for the job. Countess is entitled to a return of the How should the judge decide the case? 

(1) Why is a plumber's assistant ? money ; (6) What are her chances of (4) A Subaltern of the Guards orders 
What is the customary charge in the gettingit? a pair of breeches from a tailor in 

plumbing trade for returning to the shop (3) A., a conscientious grocer, exhibits Savile Bow. Subsequently Be receives 

f^ a haminer ? Explain the technical for^ sale on his premises a box of hen- a bill for twenty guineas. Upon being 
phrase “ wiping a joint. Smith, a fruit or cluckherries, labelled simply asked by the local Profiteering Corn- 
householder who has sent for the “Eggs.” B., a professor of cytology, mittee why he charged twenty guineas 
plumber to mend a leaking tap, returns purchases one for 5 and takes it for one pair of breeches the tailor re- 
unexpectedly and finds the plumber and home for his tea. It is not in fact eat- plies that he did not think A. had any 
his assistant wiping the Sunday joint, able, and B. sues A. for a return of the more than that. Do you regard this 
The plumber says that he is entitled to purchase price. A. testifies that what answer as satisfactory ? 
his dmner as it is an all-day job. The he sold B. was what it purported to be, (5) A. is the owner of a chain' of 
plumber s assistant says nothingbecause viz, an egg ; that he did not represent multiple butcher's shops in the South 
ms mouth is too fulL The cook, who it as new-laid or fresh, or in fact as Of England. B. is the manaugerof the 
i^d intended to say that the cat stole eatable at all ; that B. did not explain branch at IX. ; 0. is a salesman working 
the joint, now says that her sister's at the time of the transaction that he utiderB. A. writes to B., pointing out 
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REFLECTIONS OF GWENDOLEN GWYNN. 

[^Author of “ A Fortmglitf ** Basemejit 

Bargains^ etc. With achnowledg- 
• ments to “ The Ladies' Field.”] 

To MY Friend Z, — Thinking how in 
the late heat wave we have all been, 
literally in the melting-pot has made 
me reflect on quantities of things other 
than ourselves in conneciiion with the 
melting-pot. Ourselves have emerged 
unchanged. But the other things ? 
No ! The British Matron, ^;ar example . 
Did she not long ago slip into the 
melting-pot, Z, with her moral bonnet, 
her virtuous mantle, her shocked ex- 
pression and many disapprovals, her 
narrow views, voluminous skirts and 
unguessed- at ankles — to emerge with 
bobbed hair, a glad eye, feet that fox- 
trot, and views as broad as her twenty- 
inch-long-skirt is narrow ? 

Then the .Victorian novel. That 
strange old volume — or was it three 
volumes ? — the result of a Victorian 
mind driving a Victorian pen, in which 
the heroine was all blushes and inno- j 
cence and ignorance, and never even 
faintly imagined Cupid without a ring 
and a licence in his hand! That old 
novel went long since into the melting- 
pot, did it not, Z ? And has come out 
again, as — well, shall we say my Fort- 
night, or Basement Bargains 7 

Even marriage itself seems, to be 
sliding into that melting-pot. Do you 
weep for that, or do you rejoice, my 
friend Z 7 I should rejoice that any- 
thing so stodgy and Victorian was 
on the move. Yes, but as a novelist 
I should weep. For how could one 
put any interest 'into a novel without 
the Eternal Triangle? And does not 
the base of that always fascinating 
geometrical figure rest on marriage 7 

I think the Cabinet, with the Bishops 
to help them, might take the marriage 
problem in hand and try to find a solu- 
tion, such as making marriage a lease- 
hold instead of a freehold. You know, 
my friend Z, how houses are taken on 
a three, five or seven years’ agreement ? 
Well, like that. But there ’s one thing 
that will never, never, never be threat- 
ened by melting-pots and change of 
fashion, isn’t there ? Love ! Passion- 
ate, purple, perfumed, exotic, iridescent 
Love ! How little the poor home- bound 
Grundy - ridden S^onday-at-Home-fj^ndi- 
Goocf-flf^or^5-readinggirloftheVictorian 
era was allowed to know of Love com- 
pared with the girl of to-day, Who can 
get down my Fortnight and Basement 
Bargains irom the special shelf of books 
which Grandmamma isn’t allowed to 
touch. 

And now let us switch our reflections 
off to metempsychosis. You are not, 
like me, a believer in it, are you, Z 7 


I went to an interesting dinner the 
other night, where we were all metem- 
psychosis people. We are all agreed 
that we ’ve been all sorts of creatures 
as well as human beings. Also we ’re 
all agreed that there were far more 
thrills in being a bird or a beast than 
in being a person. A pretty and pop- 
ular girl present was being chaffed by 
her dinner - partner about her many 
flirtations. “And do you find it a 
satisfying amusement?” he asked her. 
“ Yes, it ’s pretty good fun,” she said. 
“ But,” she added, gazing with wide 
dreamy eyes at the lamp on the table, 
“ I can recall flirtations that make my 
resent ones — oh, less than nothing 1 
can remember in the sweet old past, 
when I was a white Persian pussy, 
sitting on a garden-wall in the moon- 
light, looking down at a semi-circle of 
fiercely - gleaming, terrifyingly ardent 
eyes on the gravel- walk below, and all 
my present experiences are mere pale 
shadows compared with that one.” 

We all agreed that she was perfectly 
right. 

I know that when I was a bird the 
mingled joy and terror of the snake’s 
gaze was a bigger sensation than I ’ve 
ever had in this karma. And when I 
was a snake— oh, the rapture of love 
and cruelty as I drew my little helpless 
victim down to me 1 
I hope I ’ve given you some thrills, Z, 
and that you will join the metem- 
psychosis people. Good-bye. 

Gwendolen Gwynn. 


MORE WAR REVELATIONS. 

The Truth about No. 5 Platoon. 
[Being an extract from the sort of review we 
may expect if the fashion of writing candid 
war-histories spreads downwards.] 

In his new book, Four Years of It, 
the author. Corporal Bloggins, of “ B ” 
Company, 20th Loamshire Battalion, 
has given us a most illuminating story 
of the Great War. His style is terse 
and lucid and iis meaning is nearly 
always unmistakable. 

The author is quite aware that he 
is risking censure by his* outspoken 
criticism of other men in No. 5 Platoon, 
but, as he aptly remarks in a very can- 
did preface, he has now received his 
gratuity, so there is no longer any need 
to keep silence. Once or twice he even 
feels it his duty to cast his net of criti- 
cism wider, and in chapter vi. his re- 
marks on the Colonel’s dispositions for 
the attack at Arras are very instructive. 
The Colonel, it seems, put “ B ” Com- 
pany on the left flank, which was known 
to be a heavily-shelled area. Corporal 
Bloggins is justifiably bitter about this, 
and the matter seems to us to call for 
some explanation. 

I At last we get the full story of the 


author’s famous argument with the 
Eegimental Sergeant-Major in 1917. 
The immediate result of this at the 
time was that Corporal Bloggins was 
temporarily reduced to the ranks ; but 
from his account of it here he seems 
to have had distinctly the best of the 
argument. It would not be fair to 
form a final judgment until we get the 
Sergeant-Major’s version of this inci- 
dent— and we understand that he will 
deal with it in his forthcoming volume. 
The Becent Quarrel and my Share in it. 

Another very intriguing passage deals 
with the Battle of Messines. The inci- 
dent where the author told his platoon 
sergeant to “shut his mouth,” as he 
(the author) wished to hear the mines 
go up, is told with dramatic xi^our. 
We think ourselves that Corporal Blog- 
gins was justified.' Platoon- sergeants 
have no right to be eating biscuits at 
such a moment. 

But the whole book is full of pointed 
criticism and snappy anecdote and will 
well repay reading, as the criticism is 
often helpful both for officers and men. 
For instance, the author makes legiti- 
mate complaint of his having to go up 
the line three nights in succession in 
January, 1918, with a working-party. 
There certainly seems scope here for 
an inquiry. It is not as though the 
weather was at all fine at that time; 
on the contrary, it was distinctly in- 
clement. 

But perhaps the chief charm of this 
book is its open and racy description 
of the personalities and inner life of 
No. 5 Platoon. Libellous it may be, 
but it has the supreme merits of truth- 
fulness and simplicity. The passion of 
Private Sikes for getting up a game of 
poker on pay-day and his singular good 
luck at all card games; the peculiar 
good fortune of Corporal Smith, a bro- 
ther of the well-known Quartermaster- 
Sergeant, in the matter of blankets when 
in rest billets ; the fierce arguments as 
to who 'was actually nearest when a 
Minnie dropped in the trench in March, 
1917 ; and the homely joys^ of the es- 
taminet at Bully-Grenay — all these are 
set down with a fine impartial vigour. 

The only regret we have in reading 
this book is that the author is so inter- 
ested in the doings of No. 5 Platoon 
that he only gives a line or two to the 
action in which he captured a German 
machine-gun and won his Military 
Medal. But even as it is the book is 
bound to give rise to much discussion 
and may even lead to several letters in 
our columns f]iom the many soldiers 
mentioned in its pages. We hope so. 


The Hun in our Midst., 

“Lost, Grey Tabby Prussian Cat,” 

■ Provhicial Paper. 
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TRAVELLING BY WEIGHT. 

[It is rumoured that one of the first steps to be taken by Sir Emo Geddes, as Minister of Transport, will be to correct the 
grave injustice by which a fragile spinster of seven stone weight is charged at the same rate as a bloated profiteer of seventeen 
stone ; and that an ukase will be issued requiring all passengers to pay by weight at a uniform charge of one penny per pound 
for every hundred miles. Our artist has here depicted some of the far-reaching consequences of this drastic reform.] 



Father, who carries a considerable 

QUANTITY OF ADIPOSE DEPOSIT, HAS TO STAY 
AT HOME DURING THE SUMMER HOLIDAYS, 
AS IT COSTS TOO MUCH TO TAKE HIM WITH 
THE FAMILY. * 



Study of a Welter-weight ear- 
nestly ENDEAVOURING TO QUALIFY FOR 
Commercial Travel^ 



When proceeding on a journey during 
the height of winter Aunts Susannah 

AND SERAPHINA WEAR THE VERY FLIMSIEST 
SUMMER CLOTHING SO AS TO REDUCE THE 
COST OP TRAVELLING. 



Dawn of the era of the Feather-weight Commercial 
Traveller. 



Vicar. “What a fine big boy Tommy is growing!’’ 
Proud Mother. “Yes, Sir, he’s already twq-and-thbee- 
halfpence to Brighton.” 



BEFORE AND AFTER. 

Mr. Robinson defeats the Management. 


Having taken a return-ticket to the coun- 
try. WHEltE HE HAS PUT ON FOUR STONE, HE 
SAVES THE EXTRA FIVE-AND-TENPENCE WHICH 
HE WOULD HAVE HAD TO PAY FOR THE HOME- 
WARD TRANSIT IF HE HAD TAKEN A SINGLE. 




\ •/ 

Charles, when -we-bofch.of us were young and green, 
Susceptible to' hints from every quarter, 

Our faces not particularly clean, 

Our passions fearful though our pants were' shorter. 
One hope in life we had on growing big 
(More glorious even than to slay the pig) — 

We wanted to be just like Mr. Higg ; 

That was the vision, shining and serene — : 

To be a station porter. 

They turned us from it. When with jocund noise 
We strove to ape the methods pf the master. 

And heaped the schoolroom sofa high with toys 
And pulled it up and down and broke a castor, 

And banged the nursery door, and piloted 
Imaginary milk-cans overhead. 

People were^angry, and Aunt Mary said, 

“ Thunder again, 'or can it be the boys? 

There goes a lump of plaster.” # 

She used to rap our heads ; she used to say. 

Pointing to busts of senators and scholars — 

The beetling temples garlanded with bay, 

The ‘Norman profile, the peculiar collars — 

“ Sit down, you imps, and read a story, do ; 

Not by rampaging up and down like you 
(Your uncle Herbert has a headache too) 

Such men as these won plaudits in their day 
And earned no end of dollars.” 


AMBITION. 

(Thoughts at Victoria Station,) 


j 

What happened, Charles ? We stood and sucked our thumbs* 
Our earliest dreams were all too soon forgotten ; 

We took to Omar and to doing sums,' 

The net result of which was simply rotten ; 

Little it profited to toil, to doubt, 

Instead of pushing table legs about ; 

The garla_hds" on pur heads, refused to sprout. 

And I am writing any bosh that comes 
And you are broking cotton. 

So ill a thing it is to quench a star, 

So much we suffer from our elders’ follies ; 

The gleam was there — it beckoned from afar; 

But for that fatal error of Aunt Polly’s 

We might be rich, we might be famous now, 

As very likely in the recent row 
, ^ The hero Higg was famous ; anyhow 
We might be members of the N:U,E. 

And trundling loaded trollies. 

That is the point ; despite our tender age 
We knew the kingly way ; not ours the onus 
If we have faltered in life’s pilgrimage, 

But theirs who did their utmost to dethrone us. 

Such thoughts as these must give us, Charles, the pip 
Whilst happy railway potters round us trip, 

Still asking the unalterable tip, . 

Still clutching the inviolable wage. 

Including the war-bonus. Evoe. 
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Cashier. “You will need to be identified, Madam.” 
Cashier, “But I don’t know her.” 




Lady, “My friend here will identify me. 
Lady. “ Oh, but I ’ll introduce you.” 


SECOND THOUGHTS. 

Eield-Marshal Sir Edmund Allen- 
bt’s frank admission that he was re- 
jected in the examination for the Indian 
Civil Service has excited a good deal of 
comment, mainly on “ blessing-in-dis- 
guise ” lines. Instances of these false 
starts are by no means so unusual as 
people might suppose. The real tragedy 
of modern life is to be found in the careers 
of many public characters who, though 
they may have attained to a certain 
degree of eminence, have sacrificed or 
postponed the development of their true 
genius. Examples might be multiplied 
indefinitely, but we can only confine 
ourselves to a few of the more poignant 
illustrations of this waste of talent, 
culled for the most part from authori- 
tative books of reference. 

Perhaps the most striking instance 
of all is that of Lord Fisher, who, 
entering the Navy in' the year 1854, 
only discovered his true vocation as a 
journalist sixty-five years later. It is 
true that he is making up for lost time 
with splendid energy, but still for more 
than half a century he gave up to the 
Navy what was meant for mankind. 

The case of Lord Birkenhead is per- 


haps even more pathetic. His true 
bent was towards literary criticism, as 
is sufficiently shown by his masterly 
study in Ohamhers' Encyclopcedia on 
the poems of Samuel Johnson, an 
author with whose rugged personality 
he has always had a close affinity. But 
a conflicting passion for International 
Law, not promptly checked, soon sapped 
his intellect, and before many years 
elapsed he had sacrificed all forms of 
recreation to the writing of arid articles 
in The Law Qiiarterly Beview, 

The case of Mr, Arnold Bennett 
affords a curious contrast. Legal studies 
preoccupied him in early manhood, and 
a great career at the Bar was open to 
him when, in the words of Who "s Wio, 
“ he abandoned the law in 1893 to be- 
come assistant-editor of Woma^zT But 
Mr, Bennett is still a young man, 
though not so young as Lord Birken- 
head, and we may say of him (with a 
slight adaptation of the Latin tag). Si 
fortuna volet fies de rhetore jztdex. 

Sir Oliver Lodoe, it will be re- 
membered, for many years harboured 
the ambition of achieving distinction as 
a serious man of science, and was so 
far successful that he attained to the 
position of President of the British 


Association, It was only comparatively 
late in life that he discovered that the j 
word Physics (a science to which he 
had devoted so many years of patient 
research) by a slight rearrangement of 
the letters composing it and the ad- 
dition of another “c,” could be resolved 
into Psychics ; and transferred his atten- 
tion to a more congenial field of study. 
The fact that he was simultaneously 
discovered by Mr. Harold Beobie 
greatly facilitated this epoch-making 
transition. 

' The career of Mr. C. B. Cochran, ' 
again, is a notable example of the tardy ; 
realisation of an early and long-cher- 
ished ambition. It was his youthful 
aspiration to enter the Diplomatic ser- 
vice, but obstacles intervened. He was 
obliged to introduce Ibsen to New 
York and Hackenschmidt to London. | 
But in the long run patient merit was 
rewarded, and, though never officially 
employed by the Foreign Office, he 
now controls the Ambassadors Theatre. 

“ Wanted, Young Lady for Drapery.” 

Local Paper. 

Mrs. Grundy says, “ To judge from the 
pictures’ it is drapery that is wanted 
for the young ladies.*' 






NEMESIS. 

A71 Episode of the Bailway Strike. 

Our train had been quiescent for 
some hours, a specimen train in a large 
glass ease of a junction. A patriarch 
of benign aspect appeared to be in 
charge and him we accosted for the 
tenth time. 

Any word of a move? ” we asked. 

**That there ain't,” he replied, smil- 
ing cheerfully. 

He indicated a morose individual 
sitting on a trunk. 

“ You see that gentleman over there,” 
he remarked (he had been a railwayman 
in .the days when passengers were 
“ gentlemen ” ) — ’im with the luggage 
and all? ’E 's been 'ere since seven this 
morning, ^vaiting for a connection.” 

' Has he ?” said we. 

“Ah, so 'e *as,” replied the patriarch 
and continued on his way. We re- 
lapsed into brown studies, with the 
exception of my vis-a-vis, who had not 
ceased to smile since we pulled up. 
Catching his eye I hitched my face in 
sickly response* 

“You find circumstances depress- 
ing?” he remarked. “ So do I, I was 
smiling not so much in the present as 
in the past.” 


Those funny stories about people 
with a delay-action sense of humour 
occurred to me. 

“The past,” he continued, smiling 
proudly, “ of pomp and circumstance, 
of crosses and niedals and insignia of 
rank, keen brains and brave men.” 

I recognised the sort of past. 

“ Always in’ the midst of these big 
things moved a fi^re with scarlet and 
gold facings*, ifeceiving all men's hom- 
age, living in an atmosphere of clicking 
heels. Gerierslls were chatty with him, 
and ordinary beings felt weak in the 
knees as he approached. He was the 
lord of many cars and always travelled 
in two, one for himseK and one for his 
flask and gas-helmet. His breast was 
prismatic with'the Orders which foreign 
Powers rushed' to bestow upon him. 
They seerhed to like doing it. He had 
so many medals pinned on that he had 
to go into hospital with General's Chest. 
Wherever he went sentries slapped, 
not once, as for common folk, but three 
times. You may have seen such 
things ? ” 

“ Yes,” I replied, “ I was one of the 
slappers.” 

“ He interviewed foreigners and sub- 
ordinates with that ready tact and 
ability to get under the skin of another 


race which is an Englishman’s birth- 
right. I can see him now, turning to 
a lesser Olympian and saying, “What 
on earth is he gabbling about?” or 
“ Well, tell him I can't do anything,” 
as the case might be.” 

He seemed to puff his chest as he 
talked. 

“And then, his duty done, his end 
accomplished, he returned home, this 
simple soldier, a Cincinnatus to his 
plough. His country awarded him one 
of the few decorations he had not 
already received — Doggett’s Coat and 
Badge, shall we say? He found room 
for the ribbon next to the Lone Star of 
Lbs Angeles conferred upon him by the 
State of California. And so he lays 
aside the steel waistcoat of the warrior 
for the dickey of a private gentleman.” 

Well-earned contentment, satisfied 
ambition seemed to gleam in his eyes. 

“ Truly, Sir,” I said, “ you may well 
be proud. Such a past as yours ” 

“Oh, it's not mine,”* he interrupted 
hastily ; “ you don't seem to have caught 
the idea.” 

“Not yours?” I replied. “Then 
whose?”' 

“ It belongs to that gentleman sitting 
on the trunk over there.” 

And he continued to* smile. 




BDTTEEFLIES. 

Beown and white butterflies, flitting in fairy flight, 
Busily bent on your short-lived labours, 

Some of your sisters I shouldn’t much care if light 
Breezes had born to my next-door neighbours. 

Though I Ve been thrilled by your delicate mystery, 
My cabbage-plants for your eggs were not meant ; 

You could develop your little life-history 
Equally well on the next allotment. 

Why, when they studied their old lepidoptera 
(Scientists back in the bygone ages), 

Couldn’t some lover of nature have dropped her a 
Hint to dispense with the middle stages 7 

For I confess there are times when the marvel irks ; 
Nature no charms on your offspring showers; 

Snugly persistent your ravenous larva lurks 
Under the leaves of the cauliflowers. 

Vanished illusions are marks of the age in us ; 

Mixed with the honey of life the g^ is ; 

1 with a back double-bent and lumbaginous 
War to the knife with your “ creepy-crawlies.” 

So, pretty butterflies, moths and fritillaries, 

Spite of your beauty my heart I harden, 

Now black and yellow and green caterpillar is 
Playing the deuce with the kitchen-garden. 

Make no mistake about it. The Government is behind the Public 
— and the Public is behind the Governments^ 

Devon and JSxeter Gazette, - 

Rather a complicated manoeuvre, but it seems to have 
worked all right. 


FAME. 

I MOBILISED with my regiment in August 1914. I saw 
service in Gallipoli and throughout the Middle East until 
April of this year. I have always thought of myself as 
doing my bit with the rest. I have never been of the com- 
pany of those who exaggerate the value of their services. 
Not, for . example, like our one-and-only Charles. Lloyd 
Geobge, so it was reported by Signals, once remarked to 
Foch, “ Of course; Marshal, it is only the French Front we 
want you to look after. In Palestine we have Allenby ; 
and in Salonica — well, there’s Charlie Johnston.” I was 
never that kind. Even now, when I hear people discussing 
who won the War, I conduct myself, I hope, with as much 
modesty as any man present. 

And yet I confess that I was sustained throughout these 
years by a belief that at least the authorities knew where 
and in what manner I was doing my job and perhaps even 
had a sneaking regard for my services. 

The blow fell last Friday, On that day I received this 
chit from a gentleman describing himself as i/c Records ” : 

“You will please supply me as early as possible with 
details of your movements, with dates, from 1-5-16 to 9-4-19 
inclusive.” 

A nasty knock, is it not ? I could understand, and pardon, 
a couple of months. But— /ozfr years ! 

However, I feel bound to take a band in the game. I 
refuse to be outdone even in the disregard of my own mili- 
tary career. I have replied quite simply : — 

“ 1-6-ld. to 9-4-19. At home.” 

Another Sez-Problem. 

“ Miss — r-' was first among the turkey-cocks, and Mr. first 

among tbe hens.^^ — Scotch Pa^er. 
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~ ~ the Intelligence Officer, Ust-Mekh- But next day there arrived, by rou- 

THE COLONEL’S KIT. rencra, and with an escort of one full tine boat, at Uat-Mekhrenga one Private 

Now that we have returned from private popped on a steamer thither Pavlov, asking m 
North Eussia and can judge details of bound. On the same day Pitznash, his masters lat, the kit of Colonel 
the exnSon frL a ditaohed and im- who was further up the river, received Pitznash. When, how, with whom 
nartial standpoint, it is time to make instructions to proceed to the Base, was it supposed to have reached Ust- 
public the fact that the best dressed This meant a voyage vifi, Ust-Mekh- Mekhrenga yesterday, 

Sonet F*itznath?^HSourto '’®Trae to his principles, he thought "" With^ gleeful eye--for he had re- 

hroSis due. In his natural state first of his Base outfit, and sent Private ceived no perquisite-the Naval Trans- 
Snasb is a perfectly good cavalry- Pavlov in advance to convey t to Ust- port Officer led Pavlov to thelntelh- 
iL but on the^DvinaL was attached Mekhrenga and there await his arrival, gence quar ers There mteUigi^^^^^ 


o the Si of At the boat's last stop befoi. Ust- eloquent in his own tongue, the latter 

fully shSed their hardships and perils Mekhrenga, Pavlov met friends and made evident the truth o his story, 
at the Base and in the Sgs. by river went ashore to drink tea with them. Pitznash was known to be terrible 
Tnd by road. However he was ciroum- During his absence the Bolo prisoner whem roused and to hold the strings of 
Xced with whatever element he came on board and the steamer pushed retribution in his grip, and he was due 
fontended, his accoutrements were ap- off. So the InteUigence Officer who at any hour So there was another 
oriiate One day he might be seen met it at its destination found aboard a gathering of the friends o InteUigence 
at the Base, polished and glittering, a Bolo prisoner addressed to him, also a -a gathering confidentially convened, 
model of conventional turn-out; the kit-bag and a large uniform case. He who came in the glory of his new 

old regiment. He car- lemdmtly on Ua first visit to the SigUands). “I say, it doesn’t sed tte desire to be assoei- 

]?1@U ITJ SO ISjIT iJtlSiUy ^WO©31 ALWAYS HAXIT LXEIB THIS DOES IT? £btGCl witj!! 'tllG £10j000 prizG 

advised by a friend to ^ ^ „q ijo_ea.xheb kot. The bain usually combs beom the west.” 

fill up one of the forms ' ! ‘h® non-stop flight 

of application for aHussian decoration Smnmoning his braves, he had cap- across the Atlantic fromVan^verjoJTapan. 
supposed bv up-river rumour to be ob- tive and kit transported to his quarters -r^T Tqr;= ■Rnvnl Hioh- 

tainable at the^Base, he refuse-d on the for examination. Things looked black SonS^^ 

grounds that none of the fashionable for the Bolo, thus associated with a fKic 

fibhons suited his complexion. quantity of obviously selected British of this unusual rou te. 

There is now no reason why Colonel officer’s kit; but however dark the story impendine Apology. 

Pitznash should remain in ignorance of its acquisition it might as weU be at his 

of his narrowest escape— an escape put to a good use. l^est in’ the part of Mephistopheles.” 

from the humiliation of returning to Intelligenceand the friends, acquaint- jproviTicialJPa^per. 

the Base without any' kit but his com- ance and adherents of Intelligence 

bined bog and battle outfit. The re- gathered together and made up defi- A Stall-Peeder. 

trospective shock may do“ him good, ciencies from the captured kit. One “Lord , not easily recognised wken on 

The story will at least explain to him chose an elegant cardigan, another a stable duty, was doing the work of two ordinary 
the woefully bad packing of the kit he set of silk pyjamas; to one fell a pair Papsr. 

picked up at Ust-Mekhrenga, on his of perfect slacks, to another spurs, 

way to the Base, for which he has while underwear, socks, ties and hand- More Headacbes for Historians, 
hitherto blamed his bat-boy, Private kerchiefs were distributed at large. “ Dealers complain that they are not doing 
Pavlov of the Slavo-British Legion. To celebrate so successful a day In- anything like the business they did before the 
Amongst a bunch of Bolos captured teUigence pve a dinner that night, at days 

one day up the river there was one so which each man liaunted nis booty ot u^^eh walking.”— Paper, 
much fatter than the rest .that .it was trouser,, sock or tie, and the fame of «<Boot repairers are receiving an abnormal 
obvious he was a Commissar, or head- their splendour spread .from Pront to r^^sh of orders from the walkers.” 
man. He was therefore addressed to Front. Same paper, same day. 


bid ; underwear, ties, 
socks, handkerchiefs — 
all were shed in hurried 
shame - faced secrecy. 
The kitbag and the 
great suit-case were has- 
tily ^packed and de- 
livered to Pavlov, who 
heaved them on a 
droshky and drove off 
to meet his master. 

And now at last 
Colonel Fitknash, read- 
ing this, may know the 
truth, and modify his 
estimate of Private 
Pavlov's incapacity as 
a kit-packer. 


“Vancouver (B.C.). — The 
Prince of Wales has expres- 
kY, IT doesn’t sed the desire to be associ- 
ated with the £10,000 i^rize 
lOM THE WEST.” which is being offered for 

the first non-stop flight 

across the Atlantic from Vancouver to Japan.” 

Provincial Paper. 


IS well be Another Impending Apology. 

“Mr. Arthur was just himself at his 

. , best in the part of Mephistopheles.” 

, acquaint- Provincial Paper, 

itelligence 

3 up defi- A Stall-Feeder. 

kit. One “ Lord , not easily recognised when on 

another a stable duty, was doing the work of two ordinary 
fall « Provender Department.” 

P Daily Paper. 

ler spurs, 

and hand- More Headaches for Historians, 
at large. «« Dealers complain that they are not doing 

. n T._ • iiA T : +V./% 




THE SEATS OF THE MIGHTY. 

1 THINK there can be nothing much more fair 
Than owning some large mansion in the shires, 
And living almost permanently there, 

In constant touch with animals and squires ; 

Yet there is joy in peering through the gates 
Or squinting from the summit of a wall 
At other people's beautiful estates, 

Wondering what they have to pay in rates 
And coveting it all. 

Yes, it is sweet to circle with one’s spouse 

Some antique Court, constructed by Queen Anne, 
Complete with oaks and tennis-courts and cows, 

And many a nice respectful serving-man. 

With dogs and donkeys and perhaps a swan, 

And lovely ladies having such a time, 

And garden-parties always going on. 

And ruins where the guide-book says King John 
Did nearly every crime. 

Yes, it is sweet ; but what I want to know 
Is why one has to prowl about outside ; 

Surely the Earl of Bodleton and Bow, 

Surely Sir Egbert and his lovely bride 
Should wait all eager in the entrance- way 

To ask us in and take us through the grounds, 
And give one food and worry one to stay, 

Instead of simply keeping one at bay 
With six or seven hounds. 

Surely they realise one wants to see 
The muUioned windows in the South-West wing, 


The private trout-stream and the banyan-tree, 

The lilac bedroom where they lodged the King ; 
Surely they know how Bolshevist we feel 
Outside, where shrubberies obstruct the view, 
Particularly as they scarce conceal 
The Earl and household at a hearty meal 
Under the old, old yew. 

I do not grudge the owner of The Chase ; 

I do not loathe the tenant of The Lea ; 

I only want to walk about his place 
And just imagine it belongs to me; 

That is the kind of democratic sport 
For keeping crime and Bolshevism low ; 

I don’t imagine that the fiercest sort 
Feel quite so anarchist at Hampton Court, 

W^here anyone may go. 

But I dare say that many a man must take 
Long looks of wonderment at Number Nine, 
Laburnum Avenue, and vainly ache 
To go inside a dwelling so divine; 

And if indeed some Marquis knocks one day 
And says, ** I ’m tired of standing in the street ; 

I want to see your mansion, if I may,” 

I shall receive him in the nicest way 

And show him round my ‘*‘seat.” A. P. H. 


‘ “Port op London Authority. — The Port of London Authority 
are prepared to receive Applications for Junior Clerkships. Salary 
on entry £50 per annum. Candidates must be under 16 and over 
18 years of age .” — Daily Paper. 

The need, of course, is for old heads on young shoulders. 
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OTHER CLAIMANTS. 

It may nofc be generally known that 
an overflow Court sat last week to bear 
the evidence of various non-military 
persons in connection with the origin 
and development of that mysterious 
vehicle, the Tank, whose birth is wrapt 
up in so much obscurity. 

For some reason or other the pro- 
ceedings were not reported in the press. 
In some cases, perhaps, the “ Fathers ’ * of 
the various “ Chapels took exception; 
but in those newspaper offices where pa- 
tristic remonstrance is flouted we must, 
of course, seek other explanations. Be 
the cause what it may Mr. Punch is 
enabled to stand alone in his account 
of this very remarkable gathering — a 
journalistic scoop indeed. 

The Chairman (Lord Sydenham) be- 
gan by pointing out the extreme delicacy 
of the test before the Court, since, 
although it had been shown elsewhere 
to be hard enough to prove that anyone 
invented the Tank, it was infinitely 
harder to prove that anyone didn’t. 
He himself, for example, would defy 
the most ingenious counsel to demon- 
strate that his (the speaker’s) own 
brain was innocent of the feat. Since 
no one knows what he can do till he 
tries, it follows that the invention of the 
Tanks might be within the scope of aE. 
But who was the guilty party — he 
meant who was the responsible party ? 
That was what they were there to as- 
certain. Anyone might have done it, | 
but loho was it ? That was the question. 

Immediately the Chair man had ceased 
Lord Fisher leapt to his feet and said 
that he demanded to be heard first, and 
that nobody should be aEowed to dam 
the flow of his oratory. It was idle, 
he contended, to listen to any other 
claimant because there could he no 
; possible doubt as to his own status in 
the matter. No one who had read his 
I recent letters and articles in The Times 
I could doubt his title to the honour. 

The Chairman here interposed to say 
that, although they had aU read and 
doubtless relished Lord Fisher’s joyous 
excursions into print, he could not, for 
one, recollect any reference in them to 
the matter before the meeting. Lord 
: Fisher’s services to the Navy, and to his 
country through the Navy, were a thing 
apart. What they were now met for was 
to discover the inventor of the Tank. 

The following dialogue then ensued : — 

Lord Fisher (with his hand to his 
ear), ‘‘Inventor of the what? ” 

The Chairman. ‘‘Tank.” 

Lord Fisher. “Tank be d d. 

I thought you wanted to know who 
was the inventor of swank.” 

Order having been restored, Sir 
Arthur Pinero, who was next called, 


said that he had been summoned 
there under what seemed to be some 
official misconception. He had never 
laid claim to have invented the Tank ; 
what he invented was Mrs, Tanqueray. 
But the departmental mind was liable 
to confusion. 

The Chairman expressed his regret 
that the dramatist’s valuable time 
should have been thus wasted, and Sir 
Arthur left the court without a stain 
on iiis character and hurried home to 
disinter some more old plays for fresh 
Berryal at the Adelphi. 

Sir E. Eay Lankestbe said that in 
his capacity as a naturalist and bio- 
logist he had met some thousands 
of caterpillars, many of which he had 
opened and dissected, but none of them 
had delivered up the secret of the Tank. 
In his opinion, if the caterpillar were, 
as had often been stated, the parent, 
of the Tank, the relationship was un- 
conscious. It was a wise Tank that 
knew its own father. 

Professor Finney said that he was at 
a loss to understand how the Tank was 
a matter for such excitement at this 
moment. It merely showed again that 
nothing was really new, but that fashions 
moved in circles. At the Eoyal Aquari- 
um in England’s palmiest days — he was 
speaking of the glorious seventies — his 
Tank and his performances in it had 
a world-wide reputation. 

Mr. Bernard Shaw said that he also ! 
was not there to claim the invention. 
Anyone who eared to give his mind to 
such rubbishrcould invent a Tank, and a 
much better one than those in question. 
He was there to say that he personally 
believed in ideas as the best munitions, 
not perhaps during war, but as a pre- 
ventive of war. So long as he was 
allowed his high thinking, no drinking, 
no meat and a little Jazz, he grudged 
no Tank-inventor his fortune. 

Sir Squire Bancroft said that he 
was not there to pretend to the glory 
of having invented Tanks, but to con- 
fer upon those marvellous engines of 
warfare the modest meed of his esteem. 
He considered them to symbolise the 
greatness and the irresistible energy of 
England, and, by way of his own tribute 
to their worth, he had made an effort to 
take out letters patent to change his 
name to Tankcroft in their honour, but 
had been restrained by a deputation 
of fellow actors, who kindly but firmly 
protested that the profession could not 
permit him to confuse his identity. 

Mr. Bottomley was just beginning 
to demonstrate how he had evolved the 
Tanks from his own massive brain when 
a message from the other ‘and more 
regular Court of Inquiry arrived to say 
that the matter had been settled and 
the award made. 


THE PEACEWAKER. 

Up to this point we had been ambling 
along pleasantly enough, appreciating 
more the charms of the country than 
the horse-power of the car that we had 
contrived to borrow on the strength of 
a highly-coloured account of James’s 
prowess in the Motor Transport service. 
Not but what he made a perfectly effi- 
cient 0.0. Spare Parts, as far as that 
goes. 

We had just passed a picturesque 
little church nestling in a clump of trees 
(and incidentally also in my native 
village), and in a forgetful moment I 
had remarked that it was the smallest 
church in England. 

1 ought to have remembered the risk 
r ran. Architecture is one of the things 
James takes very seriously — the others 
are breakfast, eurhythmies, lunch, tariff 
reform and dinner — and he ab once 
stated that, on the contrary, the smallest 
church in England was that of his old 
home, Multum Parva. 

I cannot claim any real enthusiasm 
for architecture, though I sympathise 
with James in three of his five other 
interests ; but I yield to no man in local 
patriotism. I would do anything to 
enhance the fame of my native village 
(except live in it); and I grew lyrical 
.over^^the microscopic church of Burn- 
ham-in-the-Beck. It was, I concluded, 
too small to swing a cat in. 

“Is swinging cats one of the rites of 
your denomination or a privilege of the 
freemen of the hamlet? ” asked James 
in his nastiest voice but one, and went 
on to floor me with figures. 

“ Only 30 ft. x 12 ft.,” he declared. 
“ I measured it myself.” 

“Mine is 31 ft. x 13 ft.,” I countered; 
“ but the local linen-draper measured it. 
Deduct the width of his thumb from 
every yard and ” 

“Bah I” said James in his nastiest 
voice, and he opened her out, or what- 
ever it is one does to convey the im- 
pression that one does not care if 
police traps are as thick as autumn — 
you know what I mean. 

Our bad temper continued throughout 
lunch, which we took at Mon ken Mel- 
, combe. In gloomy silence we paid our 
bill. In ailent gloom we were preparing 
to re-start when the local arcliseologist 
came along the street. A charming 
old boy, as afterwards appeared at the 
inquest, he raised his hat and said : — 

“Wouldn’t you gentlemen Kke to 
pause five minutes and see our church 
—the smallest in England? ” 

Over his inanimate body James and 
I forgot our quarrel. I am proud to 
think that it was I who struck the 
first blow. Bumbam-in-the-Beck for 
^ever! 




OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

{By Mr, Punch's Staff of Learned Glerks,) 

The Minx goes to the Front (Mills and Boon) is a col- 
lection of odd-length pieces by your old-established favour- 
ites, the Williamsons, C, N. and A. M. The first and 
much the best of these (stories, not authors) records a visit 
to the Brench Front by a party consisting of a distinguished 
English lady-novelist (to whom you may fit an original at 
discretion), her son and secretary, and a charming belle 
Americaine whose part is to obtain cars, wheedle permis- 
sions, dazzle authorities and generally heap coals of fire 
upon the austere bead of the famous lady, who hates to be 
beholden to her. All I have to say of this affair is that if 
the plot (no great matter — even the Minx disappointed my 
expectations by not turning out to be anybody sensational) 
reflects an actual tour, this must certainly have been a 
wonderful and unusual experience, admirably reproduced 
here. If not, then one or both of the clever writers has 
a first-class imagination for forbidden lands. The luncheon 
at Verdun (no less I) is a rare adventure, told with excellent 
spirit, I wish I could use anything like the same kind of 
praise for fehe other pieces in the volume. One of them is 
a comedy of exchanged identities, amusing enough till the 
complications become too complex; another tells of an 
elaborate kidnapping of the German Governor of Belgium 
by means of a fake film company (concerning which one 
is haunted by the spoil-sport inflection that it did not 
in fact happen), and for make -weight there are some 
wildly preposterous short stories belonging, all too obvi- 
ously, to the cinema that screeneth a multitude of absurd- 


ities. I feel bound to add that our Williamsons must 
be a little more careful of their deserved reputation for art, 
as against this quite unworthy nonsense, into which I 
fear they have been betrayed before. 


Before the War Mr. (now Captain) Desmond Coke 
held a distinguished position as one of our best inter- 
preters of school-boyhood; it is pleasant to find from 
Youth, Youth ! (^Chapman and Hall) that the pursuit of 
arms has left his quality in this respect unimpaired. Of 
the dozen tales in this volume most, though personally 
new to me^.have, I believe, seen publication before; here, 
however, they have for the first time the advantage of a 
generous profusion of illustrations in the best manner of 
Mr. H. M. Bbock, of whom also it might be said that he 
enjoys the rare faculty of being able to put a real boy upon 
paper. As for Captain Coke’s youths, perhaps you know 
already the vitality of them ; it remains as delightfully 
true as ever, equally remote from the sentimental anjamia 
of Victorian make-believe, and from the rather catch-penny 
"revelations'* of some modern realism. Nothing much 
happens in the tales themselves : episodes of laughter for 
the most part, they yet hold, each of them, some shrewdly 
and sympathetically observed instance of boy character. 
One certainly, "The Mad English,” my own favourite, is 
a little gem of ironical but kindly portraiture. Uncles 
and aunts, in view of the coming of Christmas, may 
well be grateful that Captain Coke (with him, as they 
say, Mr. Brook) has retained so happily the gift of repass- 
ing at will the baize door that separates too many of us 
from the kingdom of Youth, 
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Ib is good thab a hero should be tall and blond, an give her name here, for you would lose the chance of a lazy 
Eacrlishman, a perfect swordsman, and mounted on a black hour’s pleasant beguileraent if you knew— and I can t help 
and splendid steed. It is also a happy thing if you can feeling that Valentine must have got the idea for a very 
put him into a period of history when the suitings of gen- jolly little comedy out of it all as well as a charming wife, 
tlemen were romantic and picturesque. All that can be , 

done, so to speak, in the twinkling of a pen. But how are Mr. Bernard Shaw is still at his old work using the jape, 
you goinf^ to make him fight, for the sake of topical interest, as once the trumpet was used, to sap the walls of Jericho, 
shoulder ^to shoulder with the French against Germany? Under title Heartbreak House (Constable) he offers us six 
That is just where the ingenuity of Mr. Morice Gerard ipXsiySyOiwhieh t ' wo , The Inca of Jerusalem. Q,Tid The Bolshevik 
comes in. Ca2:>tain Ivan Brooke^ the wooev oi the Goimtess Empress, suggest the clicM that they are not likely to 
of Zelle (Odhams), was A.D.C. to John Churchill at the enhance their author’s reputation. Great Catherine has 
time when that officer assisted Tjrenne aijainsb the Im- been seen already and approved on the stage. O' Flaherty, 
nerial forces in the Bhineland. And when I add that- F.O. is what Mr. Shaw with characteristic audacity calls 


in rescuing his lady he was ‘ 
obliged to leap, on Sultan’s 
back, a yawning ravine 
dared only once before by 
horse and man, and sub- 
sequently to leap it again 
with the Countess also up, 
and that circumstances fur- 
thermore compelled him to 
don the complete mediaival 
armour (including axe, bat- 
tle, one) of a former Count 
and strike terror into the 
hearts of a marauding band, 
you will perceive that be- 
yond being present at the 
battle of Thermopylae or 
winning the Grand N ational 
there was little in the heroic 
line that be failed to achieve. 
He was a fine man, worthy 
of his broad Yorkshire acres 
and the hand of his very 
charming Countess. He 
also, ib appears, made a nota- 
ble impression on Madame 
DE Maintenon when he 
carried despatches to the 
Court of Louis the Magni- 
ficent. But when I think 
of a certain young Gascon 
who arrived in Paris on a 
yellow pony and afterwards 
kissed the hand of Anne of 
Austria ib takes aU the 
patriotism that I can mus- 
ter to warm me to the ad- 





' 1(1 nv 


Policeman (directing Sammy), “Down that street, turn to the 


“ a recruiting poster in 
disguise.” The disguise is 
more apparent than the 
helpfulness, though no 
doubt, if everybody were as 
clever and perverse as the 
author, it would have been 
quite effective. Augustus 
does his Bit rags the “indis- 
pensable ” aristocratic lim- 
pet braving the dangers of 
the home front, and will be 
appreciated by everybody 
but Augustus, Heartbreak 
Hoib^e is a protracted, dis- 
cursive and entirely amus- 
ing debate ^conducted in a 
sorb of Shavian asylum) on 
ethics, economics, philan- 
dering and any old thing. 
Few readers of sense and 
sensibility could withhold 
the tribute of their laughter 
and admiration, admiration 
qualified by exasperation — 
a blend which the malicious 
author would particularly 
appreciate. Heartbreak 
House carries a long preface 
which sets everybody right 
after putting everybody in 
the wrong. It makes' me 
rather glad I am a fool. 
But it has one mark of 
grace. There is an indica- 
tion — to be discovered by 
the careful reader — that the 


ventures of Captain Brooke, left and you ’ll see the Old Bailey in front of you ; go detached philosopher of the 

straight on ” , , Adelphi has come to realise 

If you like to be pleasantly “ThatJs all eight. Bud, but what kind of a guy is that all the jokes he made 

intrigued by a very possible at our expense during the 

confusion in the affairs ot nice, quite ordinary people you tragedy of the War were not in the best taste and did not 
should read The Silver Bag (Lane). Mr. Thoiuas Cobb’s help much to endear him to us. 

story is about a play wright, one. Brook, who, just 

as any other playwright might, lent his fiat in town to a Notes of a Camp-Follower on the Western Front (OoN- 
friend, and on his return found, which is, of course, not stable) is a cumbrous title, and I hope that it will not 
quite so usual, a strange young lady anxious to recover a interfere with the book’s success. Mr. E. W. Hornung 
silver bag left there the day before. The strange young lady, worked for some time with the Y.M.C.A. on the Western 
by her equally strange reticences and confessions, rouses Front, and here he relates his experiences very simply and 
the playw^right’s suspicions as to the ownership of the bag, eloquently. The Best Hut, in which he started a library, 
and very soon the story resolves itself into a contest be- is vividly described, and the book reflects an abounding 
tween the people who know and the people who don’t love and admiration for the men whom it was his happiness 
know, with the reader (of course among the ignorant) on to serve. In the chapter, “A Boy’s Grave” — no theme 
Valentine’s side, being led down many a cul-de-sao and could be more intimate or call for a finer delicacy of touch 
encouraged to pursue false trails in every direction* It all — a most tender and moving tribute is ' paid by the father 
ends happily save for the villainess — it would not do to to his dead son. - . , , 
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The police have arrested another 
man for illegal drilling in Ireland. He 
was caught doing it to a hole in a 
Dublin hotel safe. 

Warwick magistrates have decided 
that a private gardener is not a “ worker 
in agriculture ” witliin the meaning of 
the Act. We have informed the digni- 
tary who valets our sprouts that if he 
works it will be entirely at his own risk. 

Giving evidence at Guildford a Poor 
Law officer stated that a defendant was 
father of seventeen children. We un- 
derstand that the case was adjourned, 
the father having demanded a recount. 

5l: 5jt 

An unusual occur- ~ 
rence is reported from 
Letch worth Golf Links, 

It appears that an en- 
thusiasticbeginner mis- 
took a mushroom for 
his ball, and did not 
discover his mistake 
until five strokes after- 
wards. ^ 

*‘Can fish near?” 
asks a scientific con- 
temporary. Our ang- 
ling contributor, who 
claims to be able to imi- 
tate the cry of the worm 
to perfection, says not. 

Over a hundred wild 
animals, including fif- 
teen baboons, have ar- 
rived in England from 
the Congo. Asked what 
he thought of this coun- 


opinion between Mr. Kellaway, M.P., 
and Mr. Walter Long, M.P., as to 
whether an “ aeridheacht ” is a secret 
society or a species of milk-pudding, 
has been harmoniously- adjusted. 

Clerkenwell is suffering from an epi- 
demic of thefts of brass door-plates. 
A daring attempt to paralyse the busi- 
ness of the nation by stealing the 
“ Gone to Lunch ” sign from the Min- 
istry of Munitions Disposal Board is 
also reported. • ,,, 

Turkey, says the Turkish Nationalist 
leader, will remain in Turkish hands. 
So, after all, there was nothing in the 
rumour that w^e were going to let 
America have it as a souvenir of the 
War. 



matter rested with a certain sergeant 
we know, the stuff* would be for “ A ” 
Company. 

A writer in The Daily Mail suggests 
that Armistice Day should be celebrated 
as last year. And we thought the last 
war was a war to end war. 

According to a scientist the earth- 
quake shock felt at Beading w^as due 
to supernatural causes. This therefore 
disposes of the theory that the shock 
was due to The Times Atlas being 
delivered to a subscriber in the district. 

« ^ ' sis ‘ 

According to a gossip - writer the 
retirement of Mr. Justice -Darling will 
be announced shortly. It is said that 
the famous judge iiopes to arrange a 
farewell joke. 


“Waiter, bring me a whisky- and-soba, please.” 
“ I ’m not a waiter, confound you ! ” 

“ Oh, RIGHT-O — THEN don’t trouble.” 


try, the senior baboon informed our 
special correspondent that the natives 
did not seem nearly so wild as report 
had led him to expect. 

A sad case is reported from N orth of 
the Tweed, Suffering from acute de- 
pression as the result of listening to a 
lecture by Mr. Pussyeoot Johnson, a 
Glasgow man went straight home and 
strangled his favourite whisky bottle. 

“ Is the Great War over ? ” asks Mr. 
Lovat Fraser. We rather gathered 
that he was ordering the debris to be 
cleared away. ... ... 

-With the exception that Parliament 
meets to-day i and that a new American 
comedian lias arrived in London, there 
is nothing very serious to report. 

Our Irish readers will be pleased to 
know that the sharp difference of 


No order, says a contemporary, was 
made in the case'of a debtor at West- 
minster who pleaded tliat he had seven 
children under fifteen. The Court de- 
clined to say whether a summons would 
lie against him for causing a crowd to 
collect. ^ 

“ What is the result of wearing a new 
suit?” asks a fashion writer. Our 
experience is that it is generally followed 
by a loud knock at the door and an 
intimation that a settlement will oblige. 

5ll ^ 45 

“When Nationalisation comes,” says 
a Labour leader, “ I shall throw my hat 
in the air.” Now if Mr. Churchill had 
said this it is quite conceivable that, 
from a picturesque point of .view, the 
offer might 'be worth closing with. 

^ « 

There are over four million gallons of 
surplus A-rmy rum and th-e Government 
are deciding vrhat to do with it. If the 


The first recorded 
case of attempted eco- 
nomy by a Government 
official was unfortun- 
ately a failui'e. It ap- 
pears that somebody, 
whose duty it is to issue 
all out-going cheques, 
attached his signature 
to the first one of a 
batch and simply put 
“ ditto ” on the re- 
mainder. ... .., 

Although it has not 
yet been officially an- 
nounced, a large sale 
of tea-pots is shortly 
to take place at one of 
the best known Govern- 
ment offices. 

3lS 

After spending two 
nights in a Peckham warehouse a 
tramp left behind him three sausages. 
The abandoned sausages are being well 
cared for, but it is* feared that hand- 
feeding will have to be resorted to. 

Ms 

“ Fortunes are waiting for really 
useful inventions,” announces a writer 
in a technical journal. We certainlj?- 
agree that anyone who can invent a 
method by which a sleeper can be dis- 
-turbed by his own snoring deserves a 
substantial reward, 

, 45 

So does the claimant who made such 
a clever model of a camouflaged Tank 
that, although he knew it was in the 
room, be couldn’t find it. 


“ Thousands of eggs disappeared in the most 
amazing fashion, and we were glad to seo 
most of them were sober .” — Asltore and Afloat. 

Though some were noticed to be dis- 
tinctly fresh. 


VOL. cLvrr. 
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THE ART OF LETTERS. 

(JBeing reflections on some recent and 
current Memoirs.) 

Oh, Art is long and very long, 

And it would be extremely wrong 

For almost any fellow 

To deem that in a single day 

He could achieve to learn tlie way 

To paint in oils or sculp in clay 

Or operate the 'cello. 

And, though you choose the easier Art 
Of Letters, and propose to start 

With Memoirs in a serial, 

Writing in English (not in Greek), 

You often want at least a w^eek 

To get the hang of mere technique 

, And master your material. 

That pens are trickier tools than swords 
Is overlooked by certain Lords 

That ruled our Fleet and Army ; 
And, if I said (as well I might) 

That Dogs of War who want to write 
Should take a lesson overnight, 

Why, they would think me barmy ! 

Yet, for a Leading Warrior’s kit 

If some old scribe (like me) should quit 
His modest sable suiting, 

He probably would nurse a doubt, 
When asked to put the foe to rout, 

If he could bring it off without 

A little previous tuting. 

Not that I grudge ’em this new pitch, 
Or carp at Age’s natural itch 

For growing reminiscent ; 

I would not spoil their memory’s bloom, 
Only I trust they ’won’t assume 

That every book that gets a boom 

Is Literature. It isn’t. 

0 R 

MANY INVENTIONS. 

Tb.b Court having settled the question 
as to who invented the Tanks (as dis- 
tinct from the more trivial question as 
to who fought in them) other claims 
were then laid before it. 

Miss Letitia Tudberry, The Eyrie, 
W althamstow, claimed to have invented 
the first sock-comforter. In October, 
1914, she was knitting what was in- 
tended to be a pair of socks for a nephew 
in the trenches. This was despatched 
to him in due course; and a letter re- 
ceived later, which thanked her for the 
Balaclava helmet and the comforter, 
gave her the idea for her great inven- 
tion. Evidently the War Office must 
have heard of it by some means or 
other, for a subsequent letter from her 
nephew contained the information 
that most of the men in the trenches 
were now wearing sock-comforters. — 
Awarded a milhon pounds. 

Mr. Percy Podby, of Wavecrest, 
Cricklewood, claimed to have invented 

plum - and - apple jam. Mr. Todgers, 
K.C., held a watching brief for Mr. Plum 
Warneu, who made no claim in the 
matter, but objected to having his name 
bandied about. 

Mr. Podby said that plum-and-apple 
had been a favourite in his family for 
many years before 1914, the younger 
Podbys being particularly partial to it. 
He had not actually suggested to the 
War Office that the troops should be 
supplied with it, but his 'wife’s cousin, 
who sometimes came to tea with them, 
was in the habit of mixing in Society, 
and no doubt she bad mentioned it to 
some of her friends, who had told 
Mr. Winston Chuechill. 

There being two thousand other 
claimants, the case was adjourned. 

Mr. Leonard Limpet, O.B.E., claimed 
to have invented the phrase, “ Passed 
to you, please.” If any one phrase 
could be said to have won the War for 
England it was this. Without it life 
in any great' Department would have 
been intolerable, and it would have been 
utterly impossible for the nation to 
have carried on. — Aioarded a million 
pounds. 

Mr. Keating- claimed to have in- 
vented Keating’s Powder. This, he ad- 
mitted, was a somewhat ticklish subject, 
but he bad felt it to be his duty to put 
forward his claim. Nobody would dis- 
pute that he had invented the powder 
which bore his name, and there would 
be as little dispute as to the part it 
had played in our great victory. With- 
out his powder England could only 
have put a scratch army into the field, 
and we should undoubtedly ba've lost 
the War. — Awarded a million pounds. 

Captain Baienspatheb claimed to 
have invented “ Old Bill.” It was the 
cheerfulness and good-humour of the 
private soldier which had pulled us 
through, and since nobody expected 
modesty in a Court like this, he didn’t 
mind saying that it was “ Old Bill,” 
among other things, which had kept 
the men cheerful. — Aioarded a million 
pounds. 

Colonel Watt-Watt, O.I.E., claimed 
to have invented the R.A.F. uniform 
(29th pattern). He admitted that this 
pattern had only been in general use 
for one day, when it was superseded by 
his friend Colonel Tutt-Tutt’s design ; 
but he maintained that it was just 
this policy of surprise, of never letting 
the enemy know what to expect next, 
which had confounded the plans of 
Ludend.obff and had kept the Germans 
guessing. 

He al^o claimed to have invented the 
Army Order which forbade officers to 
smoke pipes in public, an Order 'which 
had undoubtedly put fresh courage ipto 
the hearts, of our Allies and had en- 

abled them to hold Verdun. — Awarded 
a million pounds. 

Mr. Tosher, K.O., said that he repre- 
sented an elderly wood- cutter in Hol- 
land (unfortunately absent), whoclaimed 

to have invented the War. It was ob- 
vious that this claim had precedence 
over all others, seeing that but for the 
War 

The President regretted that he could 
not hear Mr. Tosher. In this Court the 
claims of patriotic Englishmen only 
could be heard, Englishmen who bad 
not hesitated to offer all, even their 
brains, to their country. He was bound 
to make this rule, otherwise 'w^e should 
have German scientists coming over 
here and saying that it was they who 
had first given the War Office the idea 
of employing gas-helmets, and claiming 
a reward in consequence. 

Mr. SiEGFEiED Sassoon and several 
other young poets each claimed to have 
invented the word guts,” or rather to 
have been the first poet to recognise 
the poetical quality of th e word . Poeti y 
had proved a wonderful inspiration to 
the man on the home front, but it was 
necessary that the poetry should be writ- 
ten in simple stirring English, and the 
discovery of the word “guts ” had made 
this possible. Combined with “hell” 
and “bloody” the effect was irresist- 
ible. — Aioarded a million pounds each, 

Mr. Bottomley claimed to have in- 
vented the comforting news that the 
dear boys, Tommy in the trenches 
and Jack at sea, God bless ’em, would 
end the War by Christmas. (Another 
powerful prophecy next Christmas). — 
Awarded a million pounds, 

Mr. Lovat Fbasee claimed to have 
braced the nation by saying, in italics, 
that, on the contrary, it would last ten 
years yet. — Awarded a million pounds. 

The President then announced that, 
after setting aside a million pounds for 
the inventor of plum-and-apple jam, 
there was only two-and-ninepence left. 
As there were no other claims by in- 
ventors, he proposed to divide this 
among the infantry. The Court then 
adjourned. A. A, M. 

“I can never imagine Lord Lansdo'wne 
losing his old title of ‘ Uncle Mark, ’ ” — Globe, 

Possibly ; Lord Lamboubne cannot 
imagine it either. 

Of a speech by Commander Ken- 
WOBTHY, M.P. : — 

“They recognised it 'wasn’t frothy turgid 
rhetoric which has been served up to them for 
years, it was the dynamite of facts booming 
across, that sea of faces like a- minute gun 
awakening the dormant mental splendours of 
those imaginative industrious sons of the toil, 
revealing to them the sophistical cogwheels ol 
political vote catching chicanery.” 

Hidl DaUy News. 
That’s the stuff to give ’em ! 










A PAINFUL SUBJECT. 

Salesman [dilating on the work of a modern Master) . “ No, Sir, he never touches anything but this one subject- 

heather AND TANGLES OF FOREGROUND. OnE MIGHT ALMOST SAY HE WALLOWS IN UNDERGROWTH.” 

HorHfled Golfer [18 handicap), ‘*Gad I what a life ! Never on the fairway — what? ” 


THE INCOMPLEAT WANGLEB. 

In telling this story I ,would have it 
understood that I am entirely in favour 
ef every kindness being shown to the 
disabled. Indeed, in my opinion no- 
thing is too good for them, and this I 
say on general principles and not in 
any way because I happen to be one 
myself. But even the -disabled should 
show some reserve ; should accept, but 
not suggest; should enjoy, but never 
“cadge;” should, in short, be more like 
me and less like Ernest. Let me 
illustrate my meaning. 

We were sitting in the lounge of the 
Bellevue Hotel, Exmest and I, when a 
woman I had not noticed before came 
in and smiled upon Ernest. 

“ Her name is Mrs. Mottle,” he said 
in reply to my inquiry, “ and she has a 
EoUs-Eoyce. I had a little conversa- 
tion with her yesterday.” 

“You would have,” I said. 

“ And it wasn’t a great success, any- 
wa3^ Have you noticed how largely 
tl)e convei'sation among hotel guests 
turns upon other hotels?” . . 

“ Have I not ? Do you know Beach- 


combe Bay? .Whei'e did you stay? 
The M^tropole? We stayed at the 
Grand. The position ’s better, but I ’m 
told the food ’s better at the Mdtropole. 
That kind of thing ? ” 

“ Exactly,” said Ernest. “ You hear 
it all round you. And Mrs. Mottle 
specialises in it. She talks of nothing 
else. Now, in my more active days I 
seldom if ever stayed in hotels. Or if 
I did they were small fishing inns in 
Ireland or Wales. So she found me the 
poorest of company.” 

“ And presently you saw the Bolls 
disappearing down the road at a steady 
35 m.p.h.?,” . 

“You need not harp on the Bolls,” 
said Ernest. “But you’ve no doubt 
been soured by that morning you spent 
playing with little Peter on the beach 
before you found that his people hadn’t 
a car. Mrs. Mottle *s a kind wmman, 
and I felt sorry not to provide her with 
better entertainment. So I’ve taken 
steps to inform myself upon her special 
subject.” 

“ And how have you done that ? ” I 
asked. ^ ... . ... 

“ I ’ve been studying * The A.B.O. 


Hotel Guide,* ” said Ernest, “and next 
time I hope to put up quite a creditable 
show.” 

It was not long before Mrs. Mottle 
had joined us, at Ernest’s invitation. 
I awaited the upshot with some inter- 
est, and almost held my breath when 
she asked, “Do you know Bexcliff? 
We stayed at the Queen’s there. A 
very good hotel.” 

“ i know it vrell,” said Ernest. “ It 
is, as you say, quite good. They have 
excellent cuisine and wines. Electric 
light throughout. Night porter.” 

Mrs, Mottle looked at him a little 
sharply, I thought, but she tried again. 

“We went from there to Eastport,” 
she said. 

“Did you stay at the Victoria?” 
cried Ernest, who I saw at once had 
made a special study of the advertise- 
ment of this hotel. “ There they give 
you eveiy comfort — large smoking- 
room, quiet lounge, splendid situation, 
lift, garage, hotel bus meets all trains. 
Quite different from the Prince’s, near 
the station,” he went on, warming to 
his work. “ That is family and com- 
mercial. Inclusive terms. Illustrated 
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tariff on application. And there is a 
stockroom. I don't know exactly what 
it means, but I remember that there 
is one.” 

I saw in Mrs. Mottle’s eye that this 
wasn’t exactly what she wanted, but 
Ernest is in some ways unobservant, 
and he -went plunging on. 

“ I think you said you stayed at the 
Eoyal at Harrogate ? ” he said. What 
a first-class hotel! Occupying as iti 
does a unique position, standing in its 
own unequalled grounds directly facing 
the sea ” 

Harrogate isn’t on the sea,” said 
Mrs. Mottle in a freezing voice. 

It was only then that Ernest realised' 
that he had overdone it. His explana- 
tion that he must have been thinking 
of the Boyal at Whitepool fell lament- 
ably flat, and Mrs. Mottle departed 
with the conviction that he had been 
pulling her leg. 

I may yet get a run in the Bolls,” 
I said to him afterwards, “ unless my 
connection with you has compromised 
me. If I do 1 11 take detailed notes of 
any hotel we may call at for refresh- 
ment, and let you have them for your 
collection.” 


WHEN CLAUDIA SMILES. 

Claudia propped her elbows on the 
sea-wall and gazed entrancedly over the 
bay to where the great Dreadnoughts 
loomed like grim battlemented islets. 

“ The lambs 1 ” she breathed. 

Claudia’s Uncle John — who occupies 
a Chair of Experimental Exegesis at one 
of our older, mouldier Universities, and 
who handles his words as a oonnois- 
"seur bandies Venetian glass — groaned 
brokenly. 

I * Lambs,’ my dear child I They can 
crumple up an Atlantic liner like a 
paper bag ; vomit tons of bursting 
steel ” 

Claudia cut off his flow with an up- 
lifted hand. 

“ Don’t be disgusting, John. You 
'know very well I was referring to the 
other side of their natures. They are 
quite too sweet for words in their home 
lives, full of unexpected little cupboards 
and inhabited by the twee-est middies 
who dance. encbantingly. I do wish 
somebody would take me over one.” 

She smiled wistfully at me and 
sighed. 

It might be possible,” said L “A 
lot of civilians are boarding those 
tenders over there. Suppose we try 2 ” 

Eifty feet from the pier-head my 
passage was barred by a ponderous 
policeman. 

Only them with special invites can 
go,” he growled. 

‘‘But surely . . I began. 







Lieut. -Col, McWiiizz-Fitshamj {to hotel page), “Boy, the twenty-fourth button of 

YOUB TUNIC IS UNPOLISHED, SeE TO IT.” . ' 


“ Them ’s the orders,” said he firmly. 

I turned back and confessed my 
failure. 

“ A policeman stopped you ? ” Claudia 
exclaimed, “ Not intentionally, 1 ’m 
sure. I always find them so sym- 
pathetic. "Where is be?” 

She advanced on the constable and 
smiled at him. The fellow inflated his 
chest and twisted his moustachios. 
Claudia, is easy to look at, and when 
she smiles the heart of mortal man is 
as pudding within him. 

When Claudia smiles, policemen rush 
And stop the traffic ; porters crush f 
Each other underfoot that they 
Hay bear her trunks ; officials stay 
Impa^nt trains and bow and blush 
And find her eomor-seats of plush, 

While damp dyspeptic infants hush 


Their peevish yells and shout “Hooray ! ” 
When Claudia smiles. 

Strong, silent Empire-builders gush ; 

The grOoer trills a virelay ; 

- Bale curates wear a roseate flush ; 

Decayed" old clubmen mumble “ Tush 1 ” 

And limp rejoicing on their way, 

When Claudia smiles. 

Claudia advanced on the constable 
and smiled at him. He did his best 
to look stern, but his number was up. 

“Good afternoon ; what jolly weather, 
isn’t it ? ” she rippled. “ Everything so 
nice and blue and sunny . . . though 
I suppose it must be very tiring for you 
keeping the crowd back.” “ 

She turned to me. “Eew people I 
realize what a policeman has to put 
lip with—the long hours, out in all 
weathers, keeping guard over us while 
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we sleep. And there are no bands play- were swarming aboard the hag-ship. A time we had returned to the stern and 
ing, no O.B.B/s, no Victoria Crosses smart junior officer was standing at the officers’ dug-outs Claudia bad pro- 
— just unremitting silent service.” the head of the ladder watching the in- mised faithfully to be bison November 
The constable coughed into his glove nocent antics of the animals. Claudia 3rd, always providing her family hadn't 
and increased his chest measurement halted within a dew yards of him and kidnapped her in the meanwhile or 
still further, gazed spell-bound. that she wasn’t marrying somebody 

Claudia smiled on him again. “ I “ Don’t attract his attention,” I else on that day. A sun-blaze of gold 
wonder if you would be so frightfully hissed. “ He T1 demand our credentials braid, surmounted by a weather-carved 
kind as to let us go to the pier-head and have us thrown overboard.” humorous face, suddenly shone out 

just for a minute to watch all those ‘^Isit Admiral Beatty?” she asked from a curtained doorway. Claudia 
funny people scramble on the tenders? in an awe-struck stage aside. . smiled at him. The humorous mouth 

Would you ?” she cooed like a ring-dove. “I hardly think so,” 1 whispered, twitched at the corners in response. 


Certainly, Miss. No ’arm in that, “He’s got his cap on too straight.’ 


Pass tills way, please.” We passed. “They are frightfully alike, anyhow,” plored ; “ it ’s the Captain, I believe.” 

“ There you are,” said Claudia ; “ I Claudia went on. “ The same eternal “ I ’m going to thank him, then ; it ’s 
told you so. ^ They will do anything if watchfulness, the ^ame iron firmness of only polite,” said Claudia, and ran to- 
you ’re gentle with them. It ’s only jaw that comes froixi years and years of wards the sun-blaze. “ We ’re most 


“Por heaven’s sake go easy,” I im- 


1 re gentle with them. It ’s only jaw that comes frOtn years and years of wards the sun-blaze. “ We ’re most 
en people push against them and unremitting silent service^’— she smiled frightfully obliged tb you for letting us 
nd on their feet that they get irrit- in the direeti#|i of the ^b-Lieutenant come aboard your splendid ship; it’s 
q” — “my goodness, I do adore blue-and- been too utterly gorgeous for words. 1 


able.” 

reached tli^ pie#head. A inine- 
sw^)er chafed gently ag^^t tlie steps, 

takmg^pn a cargo of 

visitors, 

“Speak to that sailor m 
with the curl and the ^ 
retrousse nose ; be has 
a kind face,” Claudia 
directed. I approached 

“ Nothin’ doin’,” he 
snapped. “ Only them 
with friends or re- 
lationa on the fieet ^ 
allowed oS*. Stand 

I stood clear, Umi 

“One does feel so i 

frightfully grateful to 
them for all they’ve' „ 

done,” came the voice 
of Claudia, speaking 
ostensibly to her fccle “Cut- 


in all weathers, d^pand guard- towards us. Hismumber was up. 


mg us while we sleep ; y^^Md years “ If you would care to see over the staring mournfully after Claudia. “ Go 
of unremitting silent seHTO ” — she ship I shall be only too happy to show ahead, hell give you plum -cake, I 

shot a smile at the curly mariner and you round — ahem!” ^ “ - 

smote him right through the heart Claudia beamed. That would simply 

II i? j n p r 1 1 p jf>i» 1 . At.,... .I ^ 


gold!”. don’t know when I’ve enjoyed myself 

The Sub flicked a^iread ofi his sleeve, more.” 

';She let loose the 
full glowing radiance 
of her smile. “Thank 

more so if you ’ll come 

shoulder at 
Uncle John and 

a my-seli and pranced 

2TJi;i.SONI|Il!i4^BfeE NAVY. inside the big stern 

U A SIGNATi FROai A27 AmilRAL (d D FOOL r^PE). * P - 0»> 

c for the next edition of liord I’isheb’s epoch-making volume.] x * ^ n ® * 

— A_JI gasped. 

.tted his tie, shot his cuffs and stepped “ The bloke calls himself an Admiral 
wards us. Hismumber was up. as a matter of fact,” grumbled the Sub 




NfiX-SONIgllil^BfeE NAVY. 

How TO BEAL A SIGNAL FROII AN AD31IRAL (d J> FOOL rVPE). 

pfeed frontispiece for the next edition of liord I’isheb’s epoch-making volume.] 
. “ Cut- 1 patted his tie, shot his cuffs and stepped | “ The bloke ( 


daresay.” 


Patlandeu. 


--‘frightfully, frightfully grateful to be too frightfully thrilUng. To explore You pays your Money and you takes 

a Dreadnought was the one thing she your choice 

hadbeendying to do aUher life. Oh “Powder freely from time to- time. Never 
^ _ .i. . L .. I i-M 1 t » without your powder-puS. It is as 


his retroime snout and hitched at his 

pants. His number was up. ’We processed forward, Claudia skip- ^lecessaiy as a handkerchief. ’’—DaiZj/ Paper. 

“ Lady of your party? ” he inquired ping gaily along in front prattling to the Necessary.-— Yes, powder has 

sotlo^e. I nodded. guide followed^ by mysSf tearing her lik youTe^’w yroa^hope^o^^^^^ 

Orhight, you can come off. If parcels, bag, ram-coat and Ting-ading better than an imitation of a real complexion.” 
any questions IS arst you tell ’em I ’m the Peke ; Uncle John bringing up Samu paper, satiie day. 


Oh bliss! 


any questions is arst you tell ’em I ’m the Peke; Uncle John bringing up Samu paper, satfie day. 

yer brother Charlie.” the rear, short-sightedly tripping over . -ci ' ^ 

“Heased to meet you, Charles,” said: things and stopping to apologise to KmuBu on the 

1. “Seafd from home lately? How’s them. We went everywhere' and saw 

motbet and father ^ everything. I haven’t the faintest idea Am. in Provincial Paper. 

^ He grinned. “-Pa's insolvent; Ma ’s where wc -winter what we saw, because Still, we think the police should look 
in gaol, and sister Susie ’s in eonsump- our guide was too busy to explain. , into -tBe niatter, 
tion. Step this way, Miss, if you Going, be was doing his darndest ^ ^ ; 

please.” • to persuade Claudia into dining and 

H. 0|.,dk. tb. wIU. Um fa Tow. .omrd.y, 

y^dy*sl^)s vnen tender ctire, and with coming back bis feelings had progressed . . v Local Paper, 

Ins ducted a hatch-cover somewhat, and he was imploring her to Dog-owners cannot be toe careful about 
for her to sib on. minxes later, we marry him on his next leave. By the- their toilet. 




THE PROPHETEERS. 

{With apologies to the Meteorological Office,) 

In some high mansion, I suppose, Then haste they to the gveat high-priest 

The weather-men confront the stars, And scribble down the mystic rune, 

Giving “ the glass tremendous blovrs “ An anti-cyclone, md^lSg East, 

And drinking deep at isobars ; Will stabilise conditions soon ; 

And, though I love the language of their art An inch of sunshine has occurred in Hants; 

And all those little arrows on the chart, Whereat the whole w«ld puts on thinner pants 

There is a thing that jars. And practises tne swoon. 


Is it the case that human brain 
Gan trace the heavenly secrets so, 

The cyclones rushing round in Spain 
Or bearing down on Pimlico, 

And if we 11 want our flannels or our furs, 

By simply studying barometers — 

Can we believe it ? No. 

But I know ladies by the score 
Whose hair, like seaweed, scents the storm ; 
Long, long before it starts to pour 
Their locks assume a baneful form ; 

Ah, who has not with Muriel rejoiced 
One morning when her hair was much less moist. 
Meaning it miist be warm ?• 

And I believe, with brush and comb, 

Some damsel in an inner shrine 
Sits always at the prophet's home 
While sages, all around recline, 

Or wait with reverence on the outer mat 
, Until in ecstasy she pins a pl^it 

And shrieks, “B will be fine/' 


But when they hear the Sibyl chant, 

“ All colourless, and teels like clay, 

All straight and horrible— I can't 
Do nothing with my hair to-day ! " 

Then writ© they down, A deep depression rutis 
South-west from Iceland— secondary ones 
x\re busy in the Bay/' 

Think of the powers of that young gui, 

And bow much destiny must hinge 
On whether she can get a curl 
To come in her confounded fringe I 
Ah, what, I wonder, would the nation do 
Suppose one day she took a wet shampoo 
Or went and had a singe I 

And if at- times the forecasts sing 
Of heat and sun and anticycs 
And we, in fact, get no such thing, 

But rain enough to bust the dykes, 

Well, even oracles are much like men, 

And I suppose that that's wha-t happens when 
The Sibyl simply strikes. A. P. H. 
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WHAT TO DO WITH THE CRYSTAL PALACE. 

A CERTAIN amount of premature 
speculation as to the future of the 
Crystal Palace has been indulged in by 
irresponsible publicists. Mr. Punch is 
in a position to assert authoritatively 
that the question has for some time past 
engaged the attention of the Ministry 
of Thrift, and that four schemes at pre- 
sent hold the field. 

The first is that wliicli is promoted 
by the Vegetarian Vigilance Society. 
As no fewer than seventeen experts 
claim the credit of having originated 
this plan, it is wiser not to mention any 
names. It is enough to state that 
the proposal is to convert the Crystal 
Palace into a gigantic forcing-house for 
the cultivation of tomatoes. The value 
of this product need not be insisted on. 
Whether estimated in calories or kilo- 
watts, statically or dynamically, the 
tomato stands on the same level with 
the potato and the parsnip. Tlie equip-' 
ment of the building for its new pur- 
pose is calculated to cost not more than 
twenty millions sterling, apart from 
the wages of the gardeners, who would 
number about five thousand, and of the 
staff of experimentalists employed in 
research work into the by-products of 
the tomato, which is believed to contain 
radium in large quantities, as well as 
other elements of a sumptuous and 
saponaceous quality. 

The second scheme, which is power- 
fully backed by Service men, is for tlie 
conversion of the greatest of glass- 
houses into a palace for the permanent 
residence of a national hero. Unfor- 
tunately there is a cons|^"able diver- 
gence of opinion as to the choice of 
the hero, the Senior Service incliniog 
to favour, Lord Fisher, ai^ the Junior, 
Lord French. A strong increasing 
group, however, including representa- 
tive men of both Services, aims at a 
compromise by which both of these 
eminent commanders should be accom- 
modated under the same roof. 

Thirdly, there is the scheme for con- 
verting Paxton's masterpiece into a 
Country Club and Rendezvous for all 
the members of the Order of the British 
Empire. An annual subscription of 
five guineas should ensure an income of 
five million pounds. The only serious 
objection to this scheme is that the 
Crystal Palace would require consider- 
able enlargerfient to accommodate all 
the members of the Order, and that' it 
might not be possible to meet,this.dij33- 
eulty within the compass of the grounds 

availahlo^ • ‘ . 

The "fourth and last scheme is of a 
more modest character, but it has the 
support of a powerful and enlightened 
section of the Press. It is to make the 


Crystal Palace a great laboratory of 
Spiritualistic ‘Research, under the triple 
direction of Sir Oliver Lod&e, Sir 
Arthur Conan Doyle and Mr. Alger- 
non Blackwood. The Archbishop of 
Canterbury, without definitely com- 
mitting himself to the project, is be- 
lieved to have expressed the opinion 
that in the circumstances it was de- 
serving of careful consideration. 


MIGRACIOUS. 

The non-migrating birds, you know, 
They fret about the swallows so. 

“ Why ever need they go so far? 

Why aren’t they happy where they are ? 
Suppose these terrible migrations — 
This wintering wifch other nations — 
This gadding over land and sea 
Should lower their vitality ? 

And then suppose they miss their ^vay, 
And don't they think they’d better 
stay ? ” 

This flatters but does not convince 
The gallant-hearted swallows, since 
It seems with them an tdeefixe 
To fly and fly for weeks and weeks. 

But still they think it very kind 
That all the other birds should mind. 
The swallows tell them not to fuss ; 
They say, “You leave it all to us. 
We’ve done this thing a time or two 
And, love you, we shall see it through.” 
But no, the kindly little birds 
Are not to be put off with words. 

They ponder as they lie awake 
What things the swallows ought to take. 
And, when one day they heard them 
cry, 

“ You mustn’t trouble, by-the-by, 

To cut us sandwiches, because 
We cannot hold them in our claws ; 

We want to travel very light ; ” 

The little birds were plugged in night. 
For they had planned deliciofis things, 
Tomatoes cut in little rings, 

With cress and egg and caviare, 
Because the swallows flew so far. 

And now to let them wander wide 
With only what they ’d got inside ! 
From dusk to dawn they thought and 
thought, 

And with the dawn they up’d and 
. wrought. 

On every telegraphic post, 

Both inland and along the coast, 

They balanced upon little pegs 
Row after row of hard-boiled eggs, 

All ready shelled — in sun and rain 
They gleam like cups of porcelain 
(You must have often seen them there 
And doubtless wondered what they 
were). 

The other birds arranged these rows 
To tempt each swallow, as he goes, 

To take a bite, a tiny sup, 

To keep his little courage up. 

And then they telegraphed to know 


If they might trust in Clemenceau 
To organise and to finance 
A sister scheme for use in France, 

And got the Spaniards to prepare 
Food at their castles in the air. 

The trouble was that no one knew 
Exactly where the swallo’^s flew ; 

For swallows do not raise the topic 
Of where they sojourn — just some 
tropic. 

They never would confess it quite 
Even to dear old Gilbert White. 

So much for inland strategy ; 

What of the salt estranging sea ? 

They went to Beatty. Such a man 
Might hit upon a helpful plan. 

He begged them not to give up hope ; 
An omelette on the periscope, 

He thought, would be the very thing 
To catch the swallows on the wing. 

“ My submarines shall form a chain 
From Dover to the tropic main, 

And poke up light repasts, with fruit, 
At intervals along the rou^.” 

“ Beatty for ever ! ” cried the birds 
In gratitude too deep for words. 

They feel that they can sit at ease, 
Since every swallow, should ho please, 
May tell himself as on lie wends, 

“ I am remembered by my friends.” 


. Our Helpful Contemporaries. 

‘‘ ‘ The Father of Four * is right-corporal 
punishment given at any age with severity 
frequently leaves bitter memories behind.” 

Daily Payer. 

How to Dispose of Your Parents. 

“ Long leave will he granted to Parents or 
G-uardians (or their nominees) of all boys who 
apply for it from after . . — Notice issued by 

Head Master of welUhnown Public School. 

Our Affable Aristocracy. 

“ The audience included the Duchess of 

and Lady , who motored from , and 

embraced a large number of lovers of music in 
the city and district.” — Local Paper. 

“Bedroom Suits, oak and satin walnut.” 

Ca,pe Argils. 

Personally we prefer flannel. 

“The Beeoham Opera Company . . . will 
be at Covent Garden before the end of the 
month. Among the works to be added to the 
repertoire ... are ‘Parsifal and Delius,' 
‘ Village,’ ‘ Borneo and Juliet,’ and several 
other operas are mentioned as likely.” 

Daily Payer. 

Including, we trust, “Dapbnis and 
Debussy,” “ Strauss and Salome,” and 
“ Lucia di Leoncavallo.” 


“The old-time Slipper of Johnsonian fare . . . 
will be held at the Three Crowns Inn, where 
Boswell says he found Johnson ‘ monarohizing 
with no fewer than Three Crows over his royal 
brow.’ ” — Daily Payer. 

Johnson was lucky. At his age most 
of us have to be content with their feet 
in our eyes. 











Lady (who has purchased a ready-made dress ai the local drap&i'^s). .“Tiresome this dress is. The fasteners come undone as 
QUICK AS you do THEM UP.” i' ' < . r . 

CooJc (actiny ladi/s-maid), “Yes, ’m, they do. ■ That’s why I wouldn’t have it myself when I tried it on at the shop 
THE other day,” ' . ‘ , 


IN A GOOD CAUSE. 

The PLjaHT of Bart's, 

Shall the oldest Londpn hospital be cramped in its 
merciful activities ? — that is the question of the hour. Bor 
want of‘an additionarfiick to public generosity (oh which, 
rightly or wrongly, all ho^itals depend) shall the increased 
cost of life and the decreased value of money be allowed 
to curtail the great and noble work for which St. Bartholo- 
mew's — or Bart's — has been famous for centuries ? Already 
the Convalescent Home at Swanley, which was opened so 
confidently in 1885, and has been' "dealing with patients at 
the rate of a thousand a year ever since, has had^to be closed. 
Shall any further curtailments be permitted ? 

Surely not. That is Mr. Punch’s Hope and belief. 

It is true that spare cash may not be too plentiful just 
now, and yet there must be no .very serious lack of it in; 
London, or there could not be the theatrical boom of which 
we have been hearing ; there could not be such vivacity as 
the streets disclose. But even if it were rarer a small sum 
can be spared by most^of us, and there is no better way of 
i laying it out than in ensuring the continuance at full power 
; of this famous institution ; at, indeed, fuller power; for the 
; hom* has struck lor eerfcain re-buildings and enlargements, 

I all ih the interests of efficiency. 

We owe it "to old Raheee, the monk who founded both 
the piriory and the hospital as long ago as the reign of 
Henry I. ; it would be treachery, after so many years, to 
let his humane purpose lack support. When the doom of 
the monasteries was decreed by Henry VIII,, the hospital j 


was separated and secularised and in 1517 granted a royal 
charter by that monarch, whose effigy still stands over the 
chief doorway facing Smithfield, providing for “the con- 
tinual relief and help of an hundred sore and diseased,” 
because of “ great pity for the poor, aged, sick and impotent 
people.” That this “great pity ” of 1547 is not ih 1919 an 
extinct emotion we now have opportunity to show. 

There is only too much neecJ for it, for this hospital, like 
so many others, has suffered by its very success. The 
more it helps, the more funds arb needed ; and while the 
“ hundred sore and diseased ” of 1547 have been multiplied 
out of all knowledge, the revenues of the hospital have 
gone down. To coine to actual figures, the “ hundred sore 
and diseased” of 1547 had grown by 1918 to sixty-eight 
thousand three hundred and ten. In 1914, before the 
War had begun to send up. the price, of. everything, the 
hospital was costing £90,936 55. Id. a yoar, including the 
£3,500 a year for the maintenance of the Convalescent 
Home at Swanley. The present rate" of expenditure is 
£122,308 05. Id,, and the Convalescent Home has gone. 
It is to make good a heavy deficiency, to re-open the Home, 

I to build new accommodation for the nurses, and to ensure 
' solvency, at any rate for the immediate future, that the 
appeal to the public is now being made — the first time that 
Saint Bartholomew has gone out hat-in- hand for a hundred- 
and-fifty years. 

Mr. ]^unch is anxious to raise as large a fund as possible 
in aid of this great work, and earnestly begs his generoue 
readers address donations to The Secretary of PioncJi, 
10, Bbuverie Street, Whitefriars, -B.0, 4/ , / 



IN AID OP “BABrS.” 

Me. Punch. " YOU ’EE NOT USED .TO BEGGING, MY DEAE, AND I AM. MA^ 
A BOX LIEE THAT. AND HEUP?”' 

' [It is one hundred-and-fifty yea^ since St. BarfholomeVs Hospital, whose urgent needs are set out on the 
has appealed to the public foif gfendral purposes.] 
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\YHAT EVEEY WOMAN 
(APPAEENTLY) WANTS, 

The following is an attempt to repro- 
duce the elusive style of those little 
“ Home Talks about Hubby and How 
to Please Him ” (*' Hubby,’’ it should 
be explained to the readers of Punch, is 
an endearing diminutive for Husband) 
which are a feature of every Woman’s 
Page in every popular paper. The 
thing is not so easy as it looks, and 
the writer of this article is conscious 
that full justice may not have been 
done to the light-hearted spirit of un- 
conscious banality which characterises 
these catcseries : — 

POT-LUCK. 

When Hubby brings Home a Friend. 

“ How is it that your marriage is so 
happy?” friends often ask me in a 
puzzled way. 

Let me give you the secret of this 
unusual condition, I always allow 
John perfect freedom to ask a friend 
in to a meal whenever he likes. Incon- 
venient? Not if you follow my plan. 
For example, John rang up the other 
evening to say he would be home to 


dinner in half-an-hour and was bring- 
ing a man with him to take “pot-luck.” 
There was nothing in the house but 
some scrag-end of cold mutton and a 
herring ; but I did not tell John this, 
as many wives might have done. 

“Bring him along, dear,” I said 
bravely; “I’ll manage somehow,” 
Then I hurried to the store-room and 
took down a tin of sardines, feeling the 
occasion justified this little extrava- 
gance of hors d'ceiivres. For soup I 
tossed a quart of water into a saucepan, 
into which I flung all the little “ leav- 
ings” and odds and ends which will 
collect in every larderi After bringing 
this gently to the boil I removed the 
foam and added a dash of disinfectant 
powder to give it a subtle indescribable 
flavour. I also added a soupcon of car- 
bolic tooth-powder to produce an effect 
of lobster bisque. 

I now took the herring, which I 
boned, folded, damped, pressed and 
ran lightly through the mangle, finally 
shaping it into dainty rissoles. I gave 
them a rich brown appearance by 
sprinkling lavishly with the disin- 
fectant powder (of which I still had 
half a tin), and served them up with a 


sauce of ordinary boot-cream which is 
to be found in any house and is so 
useful in an emergency. 

I next put the scrag- end of mutton 
through the mincer — it came out Pate 
d'Agneau, de Galles ; at least that is 
how it a^opeared in the menu. Oh, 
yes, I had a menu, for that gives such 
ton to your pot-luck dinner. It ran 
as follows : — 

Hors oeuvres varies. 

Bisque d^Homard. 

Hareng brouille. Bechamel Ghaussures. 

P^te d’Agueau de Galles. Sauce Meiithe. 

Gateau de riz desinfecte. 

It wasn’t really a literal description 
of the scrag-end of mutton dish, but 
it read well, and the friend didn’t inow 
enough French to thrash the matter 
out. He left expressing his astonish- 
ment at what he termed a most ap- 
petising repast. 

And John was so pleased at my 
resource and economy that he has 
promised to buy me the set of skunk 
for which I’ve languished for ages. 
So you see, although it often means a 
little extra trouble and ingenuity, it 
really pays to humour a man, doesn’t 
it ? MeiiISANDe. 
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LOSSEBEING. 

By Lovell Blazer, 

The newspapers of late have been^ 
full of the 'working of the Profiteering 
Act. I have not a word to say against 
tjie principle involved — the protection 
of the consumer against the illicit ra- 
pacity of the manufacturer or retailer. 
But the prosecution of profiteers en=r 
tirely fails to remedy' another cruel 
abuse which has grown out of the op- 
portunities of the War — I mean the 
penalising of the brain-worker, who, 
instead of being remunerated in pro- 
portion to the cost of living, has often 
earned less than in pre-war times, and 
at best has I'eceived a ludicrously in- 
adequate bonus. Against the crimes of 
profiteers must be set the sufferings of 
those whom— in default of a better term 
— we may call the Losseers, And it 
is not a case of a few victims, to whom 
the maxim J)e minimis non cnrat lex 
might apply, ^he name of the Losseers 
M hgiQU, In this distressful cate- 
gory must be included the entire class 
of novelists, male and female. With 
very few exceptions they kept their 
fountain-pens at full blast throughout 
the War, ^ The price' of paper was 
trebled, and that of ink was so pro- 


hibitive that some the time of 

the Armistice were seriously contem- 
plating the terrible alternative of writing 
%oith their blood, (It is impossible to 
discuss the subject without constant re- 
sort to the use of italics.) But with a 
self-sacrificing generosity that cannot be 
too highly commended they instructed 
their publishers, instead of askingtwelve 
shillings a copy, as they were logically 
entitled tg do, to be content at the out- 
side with seven shillings, a sum which, 
as anyone with a rudimentary know- 
ledge of war economics will readily 
admit, e?:tinguished completely any pos- 
sible margin of profit. Jn other xoords 
OUT novelists were wording gratuitoxisly 
throughout the War, And this in spite 
of tlie terribly severe handicap under 
which they were labouring by reason of 
the unfair competition of Truth with 
Fiction. This remark applies not only 
to novelists but to all purveyors of 
sensation. 

Many tragic examples might be cited 
of those who found their occupation 
gone. Several actresses with the most 
supe7'b dental equipment were absolutely 
disregarded by the illustrated press. 
The claims based on the intellectual and 
moral damage sustained by thousaiids 
of innocent people owing to the superior 


attractions of the War clamour for a 
Government Commission. ' It is invidi- 
ous to particularise, but an exception 
must be made in favour of Mr. Bernard 
Shaw, ivho for more than four years xoas 
relegated to the unnatural obscurity of 
the ordinary individxial, tempered by a 
brief joy-ride at the Front, where his 
opportunities of self-expression were 
marred by the humiliating limitations 
which the wearing of khaki imposed on 
him. 

There is also the ineffably piteous 
ease of an Admiral of the Fleet who, 
never having received so much as a 
“Thank you"' since the death of King 
Edward, has been driven to journalism 
in his seventy-eighth year, much as 
Sims Eeeves, at the same age, was re- 
duced to appearing at the Halls. We 
need not dwell on the prima donna 
whose periodical losses of her jewel- 
case were passed over unnoticed, or 
the pianist lokose capillary attractions 
ceased to enrapture his axidience. 
Enough has been said to show what an 
overwhelming case can he made out for 
the bestowal of liberal compensation on 
thgse who were cruelly penalised by the 
very conditions which furniahed other 
sections ' of the coknmunity with an 
occasion for illicit gain. 






THE EVENING RITUAL. 

{By an Amateur of Warmth.) 

Now is the time of the memorial feast ! 

Ye maidens all, put on your thickest things, 

The fuvs provided by some faery beast, 

And do the buttons up and tie the strings. 

Put on your jerseys and your mitts, ye boys, 

Ye eider lads your Anglo-Saxon warms. 

And let the bell give forth a solemn toll 
And make a circle of the hardest forms 
About the fender (if I have that noise, 

Alfred, I shall deprive you of your toys). 

Are we all ready? Jane, bring in the coal. 

Not the big lump, my girl, the medium bit, 

And crown it with some beech-leaves from the lane, 
And pour a spot of brandy over it, 

If we have any brandy ; have we, Jane ? 

Let it be borne upon a pewter dish 
And lay it very reverently and slow 
: On to the piece of wood, with bands devout. 

And light it till there comes a fitful glow. • 

Now every one of you may hiive a wish, 

But do not breathe too loud, and do not swish 
Your petticoats, ye girls ; tt might go out. 

And if you ask me what this rite is for 
* And why we sit with hands and feet likeueer 
I mj the memory of tho ^y« ©I yore „ : - r ? 
Demands a ceremomal sa^^eei 


There was a time — you ’ll read it in your books, 

You younger children — when a furnace shone 
In every English grate and no one groused, 

Before the lean and dreadful years came on ; 

Gay laughter echoed from the ingle-nooks 
And every face reflected, pleased as cook's, 

The glory of illimitable f roust. 

Then politicians used to toast their toes 
And artists got their fame by brooding long 
Over a dream of amber and of icse. 

And port was drunk and there was wassail song ; 
And that is why, although it gives no heat. 

We sit to-night before this tiny flame 
(See to it,* Mabel, or the spark expires, 

So damp it is, so delicate and tame),- 
Lest we forget how, crimson as the beet, 

Our great forefathers used to grill their feet 

In England, in the days when there weic fires. 

... — . Evob. 

The Bussy B^. 

Quito recently, in a week’s travelUi^ in Sussex I did xiot see one 
hive, Near London, ‘however, I saw three colonies going strong 
from the bus-top on a S. W. outer suburban bus route .” — Daity News, 

It is supposed that’ they were descending to investigate 
the vehicle's bonnet. 

declared that there was no sign of that ^ comradeship of 

all classes * to which ih« Prime Minister had referred. There was no 
sign of tW country being to horses to live in .” — Scotch Paper, 

A few a^se®,. howeve^r, mem to find it congenial. 
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hate. He pulls up every morning at 
THE SOCIAL REFORMER. my door, and every morning his para- 
I AM not the Social Beformer. I am site rides into town with him on his 
that which is to be reformed. First, platform.^ This, of course, only pending 
I had to be deprived of my money, the striking of the hour of “zero."’ 

This was found easy, for I have been There is generally a third of us : a 
more virtuous than the average of my sacred railwayman going to his work, 
fellows and have always been, good Between him and me there is (La 
enough not to earn much. The last tells us) a -bloody feud. I ought 

remnant of my cash had been removed to do his work and he ought to have 
that very morning by the tax-collector, my house. He says he doesn’t like 
I w'rite from abroad ; perhaps you have my house because it looks damp. It is. 
not these things in England. - However, we cannot blame La Bivolzi- 

This process being finished, my refor- tion for that. La BevokMon is going 
mation is to be completed first by de- to put all that and everything else _ ^ 

* ■ ■ ‘ " would stop talking. We gath- 

ered that he had plenty of time 
to spare for the purpose, since 
the brutal bourgeoisie would 
neither let him sleep nor eat, 
nor have a happy hearth where- 
at to sit with his family. I 
fancy that the same bourgeoisie 
had taken his family off him, 
and made out of its bodies 
tyres for their lavish motor 
cars. I could see that the mean 
bourgeoisie had stolen his razor 
and his soap. 

When I got on tlie tram I 
think he had just been dis- 
suaded from taking my house. 
This shows that La B&voliition 
is right in encouraging the 
theory of irremovable hatred 
between me and the railway- 
man, who dissuaded him. But 
it made the Social Reformer 
suspicious of the railwayman, 
’who knew so much about 
houses, and it tended to reduce 
him to the confusion under 
which we all are as to who is 
on which side, and why. One 
cannot postpone a promising 
W'ar for the purpose of worrying 
over academic questions like 
that ; so, whoever of us might 
be which, he w^ent on with his 

^ , . , _ ^ ^ Though I was absent from the 

I ’m for it. Always anxious to do my very rich and very persistent. . first half-hour of it I now know it all 
duty, I have written to the Editor to La Bevohttion must have got to hear by heart. It was thus : — 
ask which side I’m really on. The of these flippant tram -rides of ours, “The middle class exploits our labour, 
answer came that, owing to circum- every morning, which, being a grave It suppresses us ; it makes us work, 
stances, the war was postponed, that form of fraternisation, were extremely and it steals the produce of our labour.” 
my question could not be answered, bad for the future of society. The We thus learnt who had stolen his 

pending the return of the Editor from Editor must hurriedly have paid his collar. “ If the Parliament does any- 

his holiday in the mountains that hotel bill (out of other people’^ half- thing to help us ” (it had just halved 
meanwhile my half-yearly subscription yearly subscriptions), chartered a taxi the hours of working and doubled the 
was overdue, and that in further default to come up the mountains and fetch rates of pay) “ the middle classes try to 
I should be subjected to the processes him home, and must have told people undo it. It is always like that. It is 

of , the law. QuBfu> dcus vult about it. Communications being cut their mentality. We shall have no 

denz^ntat, ^ - hetw eon La Bevohit ion and the para- justice while there are any middle 

meanwhile there is a tram from my site, owing to the small affair of out- classes. There must be class warfare 

village to the town,provided by a callous posts between us, I cannot ‘be precise, to the finish,” 

Government to prevent the honest work- Anyhow, this morning there was An- The driver looked ahead of him and 
mg man using his legs. It is driven other on the front platform with the clanged his bell. There was no one in 

^ a man bete,e"en whom and me (La driver and the railway man when the the way, but someone had to do some- ^ 

Bevolukon tells us) there is implacable tram pulled up for me. thing, if only by-way olE applause. The 


j pnving me or neac, nexc or 
I food, next of movement,; next 
I of everything necessary to life, 
and next’ of - everything else. 

I The oppressed are then; to rise 
and there is to be slaughter. . 
I am not the oppressed; Lam ; 
to be ‘the slaughtered. When 
my body has been torn about 
a bit and my head has been 
fixed up on a high place in a 
central quarter where it may 
be relied upon duly to adver- 
tise the movement, and when 
my blood has been utilised for 
writing the great ’triumphal 
poster of La B^vqlubion, then, 
if I read the leaders of that 
same *La Bhohction correctly, ' 
my reformation will , be 'com- 
plete. LaBdvokitionxeiem to 
me as a parasite ; nay, worse, 
as a bourgeois. It also ad£ 
dresses me daily as its dear 
reader, whom it may coiihij 
upon, when the day* comes as 
come it must, to assist in the 
mauling of parasites and bour- 
geois. From time to titne it 
announces the*' zero” . mo- 
ment when we must all go 
over the top and engage in 
the great class war. I am a 
worker and I must fight for the _ 



; H-T?owp.|9 

, THESE DEAR ODD DADIES, HAVIHG VISIONS OF A 
LAND OVERRUN WITH ESCAPING RODENTS, HAVE 
HIRED A CAPTIVE BALLOON FOR “RAT-WEEK” 


rights of Labour. I am a parasite and I right. La Bevohttion will have to be I sneecb. 


It was the Social Reformer in person. 
He wore a tram-man’s cap, without ' 
which he might possibly not have been 
identified with Labour. However, per- 
haps his labour has been hard labour 
in its time, so it is not fair to insist on 
that. He wore civilian clothes, to show 
he had the right to belong to Society 
just as much as I had. He wore no 
collar or tie, thus demonstrating his 
independence ; he carried an umbrella, 
thus demonstrating his moral superi- 
ority to the rest of us. He talked. He 
never stopped tallring. He never had 
stonned talking. He said he never 
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railwayman, who generally displays no 
interest in the route, now helped the 
driver in looking ahead. I found my- 
self, no doubt under the stress of the 
moment, also avoiding the Eeformer's 
eye and assisting at the look-out. But 
the Eeformer was not to be done in like 
that ; he joined us on the look-out and 
began again on a new theme : — 

“ Must there not be class warfare to 
the finish ? Shall we have any justice 
while there are any middle classes ? Is 
it not their mentality ? Is it not always 
like that? Do you deny that wlien the 
Parliament at last does anything to 
help us the middle classes try to undo 
it 7 The middle classes make us work 
and steal the produce of our labour. 
Should the middle classes be allowed 
to exploit us ? ” 

The driver asked sulkily what the 
middle classes were doing to re-arrange 
the working hours and the pay? He 
had not been told about this. The 
Eeformer explained fully : — 

“The middle class exploits our labour. 
It suppresses us. It makes us work 
and it steals the produce of our labour. 
If the Parliament does anything to help 
us the middle classes try to undo it*. It j 
is always like that. It is their men- 
tality. We shall have no justice while 
there are any middle classes. There 
must bo class warfare to the finish.” 

The railway-man had now lost all 
interest in everything, including the 
road ahead. He was leaning out, gaz- 
ing to the side and thinking of other 
things. For myself, I was not as ex- 
cited as I had been. But the driver 
was all attention, because it is a driver s 
business to attend to things, and no man 
can be asleep and awake at the same 
time. The Eeformer regarded himself 
as justified in developing his theme. 

“ And it all goes to show,” said he, 
“that there must be class warfare to 
the finish.” The driver clanged his bell. 

“ We shall have no justice whatever 
while there is a single middle class left. 
It is their mentality.” The driver 
clanged his bell twice, and unneces- 
sarily. 

“If the Parliament does anything 
ever to help us , . .” The tram stopped 
with a bump. 

“ The middle classes completely un- 
do it.” The tram started with a jerk, 
which moved everybody. But it didn't 
move the Eeformer. He finished his 
thesis, and then he gave us by way 
of appendix and glossary a complete 
explanation of the whole. This I am 
afraid I- capnot tell you. You see, I 
haven’t got you on a tram with me, T 
can only leave you to guess. 


Topsts Motto for this Tanks. 
“ ’Spec's I growed.” ^ * 


ECONOMY AND THE EDITOE. 

To me it seemed too good to waste' 
The printed slip that told the tale 
Of “great regret” with which he 
placed 

My verses on the homeward trail ; 

I turned it o’er without ado 

And on its bare back wrote my Opus 2. 

I fondly hoped that he might say, 

“ Hereis^a patriotic bard ; 

Economy ’s the game to-day, 

And lo 1 he plays it good and hard ; 

I must reward this worthy lad.” 

And then would print the things, how- 
ever bad. 


Vain hope ! My stuJEf came back last 
night. 

Yet is there solace in the thought 
That he had read the lesson right 
My treatment of his leaflet taught ; 
His own frugality to show, 

He ’dscrawled across the verses ‘-‘P.T.O.” 


From a report pf Mr. Asquith’s speech 
in honour of the ex-Editor of The 
Daily News : — 

wish simply to say this, that Mr. 
Gardiner’s creed — a creed to which I believe 
both you and I subscribe — ^has for its essence 
and its core an inexplicable belief in freedom 
(cheers ) — Daily Paper. - ^ - 

“ AndTreedom shrieked ” once more. 
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COVERED TRACKS. 

The Eailway crisis was over, but my domestic difficulties 
remained as acute as ever. My coal-merebants were still 
forbidden to supply me with more than a hundred- weight 
of anthracite per week. As I had none in stock and depend 
entirely for warmth and cooking on a stove and kitchen- 
range which are considered economical marvels in that 
they consume only five hundredweight a week between 
them, it was obvious that the restricted allowance would 
be exhausted long before the end of the second day. On 
representing this to the local Fuel-Controller I found him 
powerless to make any order, but was recommended to 
interview the Goal - Con feroller at the Holborn Viaduct 
Hotel, to which I went at once. 

On arrival I was directed to an office, where a pair of 
unfiedged fiappers in yellow over-alls informed me that the 
Goal-Controller was at the Hotel Windsor. I hurried to 
Westminster accordingly, reached the colossal portico of the 
Hotel Windsor, and at the top of a fiight of steps a fatherly 
hall-porter, entrenched behind a long counter, requested me 
to write my name and business on a slip of paper ; why, I 
don't know, unless as a test of my powers as a precis-writer, 
for he did nothing with it when it was finished. 

Following his instructions, I went up two storeys to a 
door numbered 501. Here, on describing my urgent need 
of anthracite to a female clerk, I was referred to “ No. 553,” 
at the other end of the corridor, where another female clerk 
assured me that a certain Mr. Budger, of whose precise 
whereabouts she had no knowledge, was the proper person 
to whom to apply. So I went downstairs again and con- 
sulted the hall-porter, who was as fatherly and helpful as 
ever ; I had only to go up the steps on the other side of the 
hall and, if I knocked at the glazed door he indicated, I 
should see Mr. Budger. I did knock at that door, but the 
clerk who opened it was not Mr. Budger’s, nor, it appeared, 
had that particular office any connection whatever with 
coal-mines. However, he directed me to the room at the 
end of an adjoining passage which Mr. Budger occupied, so 
I was distinctly getting warm. But I did not see Mr. 
Budger, and even if I had it would not have helped me 
much, as he did not happen to be the Goal-Controller, 
who, I was told, had moved back that very morning to the 
Holborn Viaduct Hotel. 

There seemed nothing for it but to follow his example. 
After returning there I was not directed again to the room 
with the unfledged fiappers, but sent up in the lift to the 
fifth floor to another numbered door. Here, in an office 
simply furnished with a desk and table, another female 
clerk asked me to write my name and business in a book, 
with which she disappeared. When she returned presently 
without the book and with an invitation to follow her, I felt 
that I was very near the Presence, She conducted me to 
another room, which I entered unperceived, as the official, 
who was presumably the Coal-Controller, was engaged 
with other callers. I gathered from the conversation 
that, whatever their suit might have been, it had been 
granted, which was most encouraging. But they were 
some time in explaining to him exactly why they had 
thought it better to come round and talk it over personally, 
and a longer time still before they had exhausted their 
expressions of gratitude and taken their leave. Then at last 
I was alone with the Controller and free to impart my 
troubles to him. 

From the first moment I had felt that he was the kind of 
man I could get on with. He was smoking a pipe ; there 
I was a genial twinkle in his eye ; he had a comfortable fire 
— in short he was a human being who could feel for the fire- 
less. No one could have listened more sympathetically. 


and I was convinced that my cause was as good as gained. 
And it might have been but for the fact that he controlled 
something else and had no jurisdiction whatever in such 
matters as mine. 

This would have been a serious set-back if he had not 
kindly offered to put me in touch with the proper authority 
and conducted me himself down another corridor to a door, 
outside which he asked me to wait a few moments. I 
waited hopefully, for I knew he was in there preparing the 
way for me, and I had only to go in and win. After a 
while he reappeared and intimated that I could now enter. 
When I did I was charmed by the courtesy with which 
I was received, though not surprised, for I had already 
discovered that the control of coal resembles Art in its ten- 
dency to “ soften manners and not suffer them to become 
ferocious.” 

I took a seat opposite the Chief Official, and once more 
I told my sorrowful tale. By this time I had begun to get 
a trifle tired of it myself, but of course it was new to him, and 
I had an impression that I was telling it more poignantly 
than ever and making a really powerful appeal to his better 
feelings, so that I was all the less prepared for his making 
an appeal to mine. If, he pointed out, some persons were 
allowed a whole ton of anthracite other persons would have 
to go without altogether — which gave me a guilty sense 
of being a sort of anthracite hog. It was not till after the 
interview that I remembered that practically it was I who 
was in the position of going without. Anyhow, he made it 
quite clear that, for the present at all events, no exception 
to the rules could possibly be made ; after which he invited 
me to come and see him again, and gave me his card, from 
which I discovered later that he was not the Coal-Controller 
after all, but only an Inspector, 

Even then I had not lost all hope of running the Coal- 
Controller to ground in time. At least I did not lose it till 
the next day, when I read in the paper that he had re- 
signed his position. It is painful to think he was so deter- 
mined to evade me as all that. F. A. 

THE LURE OF THE LIBRARY. 

[A certain reverend Canon who, if he will pardon the omission, shall 
be nameless, has expressed the opinion that the modern novel has a 
direct tendency towards making people immoral.] 

GehtIiB reader, beware an insidious snare 1 
'Tis an eminent Canon’s conviction 

That the risk to be run is a serious one 
If you delve into present-day fiction ; 

When you hear of the case of a deacon's disgrace 
(Picking pockets) it 's safe to conclude his 

Nefarious act was inspired by the fact 
That he pays a subscription to Mudie's. 

All the flappers who gloat over Garvice, you *11 note, 
Become the most shameless of creatures ; 

Those who wallow in Wells one quite easily tells — 
Greed and guile are writ large on their features ; 

And the bad-tempered brube whose persistent pursuit 
Is to pound his poor wife to a jelly 

Might be much more subdued if he only eschewed 
The confections of Caine and Corelli. 

From the telling of fibs to the cracking of cribs 
One is led by the study of Kipling ; 

After quite a brief spell of Miss Ethel M. Dell 
The staunchest Teetote takes to tippling ; 

I myself by the beak was admonished last week>; 

In a moment of murderous frenzy 

I abruptly laid out three policemen — ^no doubt 
I was wrong to read Compton Mackenzie. 
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OUR BOOKING-OFFICE, 

{By Mr, Punch’s Staff of Learned Olerks,) 

The voice of Mr, Stanley J. Weyman sounds out of the 
past with an effect of old friendship singularly agreeable ; 
the story too with which he breaks an over-long silence is 
one that will have for many a topical appeal. When every 
morning brings its Daily Herald of fresh unrest, and when 
the industrial outlook recalls the deathless epigram of the 
Red Queen, addressed to Alice, “ The more there is of mine, 
the less there is of yours,” it is well for us to be reminded 
that the picturesque had also their social problems, and that 
the ruin of England is a catastrophe periodic rather than 
ultimate. All I mean by this is that The Great House 
(Murray) deals with the tumultuous forties, when Peel 
turned repealer and plunged the country into the chaos of 
the Corn Law elections. Very skilfully does Mr. Weyman 
use ttiis background of political passion to emphasise the 
dignified, essentially aristocratic development of his plot, 
an affair of disputed title seen through the eyes of a girl, 
herself the niece of one claimant and the betrothed of the 
other. Perhaps it may strike you that, for circles so aloof, 
Mr. WEYMAN'is at times a thought melodramatic in his 
machinery — missing documents, for example. It was what 
I venture to call Lord Audley’s Secret that they contained, 
bricked up in the muniment-room of his uninhabitable 
Great House ; a paper — but I will leave it undisturbed. In 
any case its revelations will, I fancy, interest you less than 
the pictures of English country life in a dramatic hour, 
drawn by a hand that has lost nothing of its old sympathy 
or cunning. 


Mrs. Stxjabt Menyies has entitled Sir Stanley Matide and 
Other Memories (jENiaNs). Our liero of Baghdad figures 
with reasonable prominence in the first fifty pages or so, 
but afterwards the writer launches boldly and with self- 
confessed happiness on a stream of varied personal re- 
miniscences which become with almost every page more 
free and intimate. And certainly the book improves as it 
flows on. Only for convention’s sake, it would seem, is the 
current ever interrupted by the conclusion of a chapter, for 
as often as not a subject crosses swimmingly from one to 
the next. Chapter iii., for instance, which includes remarks 
on pig-sticking, official red-tape, the present whereabouts 
of Enver Pasha, and an offending gentleman now in high 
position, of whom the writer hopes that he will see this and 
be sorry, shares the story of an Afghanistan border incident 
with Chapter iv., which deals amongst other things with 
hospitalities in Ceylon, a Viceroy’s popular wife and an air- 
raid story that will by no means bear repetition. At first 
one was apt to be irritated by a tendency to lay down the 
law ex cathedra, but, after all, this is a lady’s privilege, and 
when an author is brave enough to speak of a foreigner 
as “ moving her anai after the fashion of the cylinder on the 
wheels ” (with allusion probably to a railway engine), who 
will dispute her claim to further technical in 

politics, say, or strategy ? But all else is 
to her main theme — stories of the Great. 
with the most charming garrulity in 
relate anecdotes almost too personal about 
inside importance in Europe — particularly 
too, from time to time, with real literary skill 
grammar nearly always equal to the occasion. 


It -is long since I read a volume that more continually If you should coni^emplate sending Mr. “ Pussypoot^I 
tremblesontheedgeoffascinatin^indiseretions than the one! Johnson a Christmas present may I suggest Wine ana 
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Spirits^ The Connoisseur^ s Texthooh (Duckworth) as a 
suitsabl© gift ? He will probably learn from it a lot of things 
that have escaped him, including the fact that peoples 
who wilfully deprive themselves of alcoholic refreshment, 
like the Saracens and the Chinese, get passed in the race 
by the bibbers of alcohol. In the author’s case it cannot 
be said that when the wine is in the wit is out. Mr. Andr:6 
L. Simon writes from evidently wide knowledge and with 
sustained vivacity, and has produced an appetising blend 
of history, science and epicureanism very pleasant to the 
palate. Save that for reasons obvious but perhaps hardly 
convincing he has said practically nothing of the vintages 
of Germany or Austria — must a patriotic Briton never 
savour Hock or Tokay again ? — there is little in the way 
of fermented liquor that his discriminating pen has left 
untouched and unadorned. The chapters on Claret, Port 
and Champagne are especially illuminating The author 
assures us that France was twice saved by her sparkling 
wine— first in 1914, wdien the German invaders drank them- 
selves to a standstill, and again in 1918, when the order to 
evacuate Eheirns was actually given by the French High 
Command, and was 
only not carried out 
because the garrison 
refused to obey it and 
swore they would fight 
to the last bottle. 


In Yashha (Consta- 
ble) Maria Botch- 
KAREVA, Commander 
of the Russian Women’s 
Battalion of Death, has, 
through the pen and 
temperament of Isaac 
Don Levine, an Ameri- 
can Eussian-Jew, given 
an account of her life 
and work. It is a book 
that cannot be satis- 
factorily reviewed ; it 
must be read. Anti- 
Tsarist romancers of 
the old blood-and-bomb school never set down things so 
terrible as happen in every chapter of this unreticent auto- 
biography. One cannot help putting the question,' “ Is 
it all true?” Of many of the details I confess I am 
(unreasonably) sceptical, but the most dramatically re- 
markable happenings are matters apparently of history. 
She enlisted by direct permission of the Tsar and served 
with conspicuous bravery in the line and on patrol work ; 
was wounded, taken prisoner and rescued ; later, after the 
Eevolution and amid the deplorable fraternisations and 
vacillations of the Kerensky regime, she organised, with 
the approval of Eodzianko, president of the then existing 
Duma, the famous Battalion of Death. Gazetted lieutenant 
(acting colonel) by Kornilov and Kerensky, she personally 
led her regiment into action and successfully resisted, at the 
peril of her life, the general order which established com- 
mittee government in -the army, at one time coaxing lier 
children ” with the patience of a mother, at another be- 
labouring and reviling them with the zeal of the most 
truculent of sergeants. Embroidered narrative or plain 
tale, this book of the Russian Joan of Arc should not be 
missed by anyone working upon the Russian riddle. 


Despite the fact that Mr. A. Saproni-Middleton has 
already several South Sea books to^his credit, I think it 
would hardly be unfair to call his pen still that of an un- 


ready (or rather, perhaps, unpractised) writer. His latest 
volume, Gabrielle of the Lagoon (Grant Richards), is an 
essay in Romance, which reveals him as more familiar with 
the scenes described than furnished with the technique to 
“ make a story ” of them. Thus his Pacific setting is alto- 
gether real and admirable; his transcriptions of places 
and types, of rum-drinking skippers, of chiefs, or of that 
sometimes highly objectionable product, the native “ con- 
vert,” have all the actuality of experience. But Gabrielle 
herself, daughter of a drunken trader and a half-caste woman, 
whose strain of island-blood impels her to wild bursts of 
dancing, and whose relations with the hero and (a more 
strenuous \vooing) with the horrid MacJca supply the heart- 
interest of the story — frankly, I thought her native air was 
less like the Tropics than Shepherd’s Bush. Anyhow, it 
is Madia's infatuation,'her abduction by him and their pur- 
suit, surely in remarkably leisured fashion, by the hero and 
his supporters, that make out the volume. Incidentally 
also this scheme furnishes occasion for any number of 
detached episodes by the way, each of them, perhaps too 
obviously, quite as interesting to the narrator as the never 

specially absorbing in- 
trigue, and is indeed 
not free from the sus- 
picion of providing a 
welcome relief from it. 
Clearly, a lot of learn- 
ing is a dangerous 
thing — when it gets in 
the way of art. How- 
ever, treated as a travel- 
rather than a tale-book, 
there is no reason for 
your - finding Gabrielle 
of the Lagoon other 
than a capital -enter- 
tainment, combined 
with palatable instruc- 
tion. 


Secrets of Animal 
Life (Melrose), if it 
affects you as it did 
me, will at once convict you of ignorance and stimulate 
a desire to correct it. Without in any way writing down to 
bis public Professor J. Arthur Thomson has in these 
papers, which are reprinted from The Neio Statesman, 
chosen his subjects so carefully and dealt with them so 
discreetly that even those who have no taste for Natural 
History may be advised to study them. If they find some 
words which convey little or no meaning to them, they will 
also discover a fund of information which they can hardly 
fail to appreciate. There are forty short studies in this 
volume, the first ten of which deal with individual animals. 
To me these are the pick from a richly filled basket ; but 
such essays as those on “ Rejuvenescence ” and “ The 
Biology of Twins” fairly and squarely held me in their grip. 
I am not sufficiently learned to know how valuable these 
papers may be to experts, but I can say that they have not 
only added to my knowledge of Natural History but have 
spurred me to a keen desire to increase it. 


The Expert. 

, having been demobilised from H.M. Forces, is now 

open to slaughter any pigs in the district .’^ — Local Pape7\ 

“Sir Edward Carson and Mr. J. Devlin — ^who are all that are 
left of the Nationalist leaders .” — Sunday Chronicle*. 

Sir Edward will be pleased. 



THE GREAT INVENTORS. 

An architect of antiquity, commissioned to design an amphitheater, 
TAKES A horse’s HOOP AS A MODEL FOR THE AUDITORIUM. 
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Sir OiiivEB Lodge recently, “ that will 
never be answered.*’ One of these was 
recently propounded by the Basuto 


CHARIVARI A London, he took a glass of whisky opinion that a childish disease at the 

^ ^ and it made him drunk. There may age of twelve must have had loss of 

^ “ There are scientific questions,” said have been such a cold, but there cer- memory as one of its seqiielcs. 

Sir Oliver Lodge recently, “ that will tainly is no-such whisky. 

never be answered.” One of these was A Welsh parson, fined for catching 

recently propounded by the Basuto As no further earthquake shocks have young salmon in the Wye, told the 

chief, who, after listening to the House been felt at Beading it is thought that Court that he thought they were dace, 
of Commons for an hour, asked what it the resident who had been endeavour- This is the sort of thing that makes the 
was for. ing to recite one of Lord Bisher’s really artistic fish-story seem scarcely 

* chapters has wisely refrained from re- worth while. 

‘‘Motoring,” says a technical journal, peating the attempt. 

“ takes a man’s mind off his work com- ’ Two white men who have been 

pletely.” It certainly has had that A lecture on “ Ice Cream, Bast, Pre- marooned on Christmas Island for 
effect on many pedestrians. sent and Future” was announced for eighteen months were brought off by 

^ delivery last week at the Farringdon the battle cruiser Ne7v Zeaiajid, We 

The Westnainster Profiteering Com- Street* Memorial Hall. We are not understand that several disinterested 
mittee is considering whether one-ahd- sure that this sort of thing will greatly profiteers have offered to slip out and 
sixpence is an excessive charge for the help the present Anglo - Italian re- keep an eye on the place until the 


’ Two white 

‘ Ice Cream, Past, Pre- marooned on 


men who have been 
Christmas Island for 








Mons' ribbon. It is hoped that the pre- 1 lations. ! financial crisis is past at home, 

sent cost of securing :: 

ill FI I I I’-Pf i 

UK muartrS r y Whitehall. Last Tues- 

A plumber who left | 1 ■ A | Government 

S^YS^he^coul^^ma^^^ Editor of “ Hogley Beacon ” {stung hy breakfast com^plamts), “ The Ook- p^ggYrooT 

says ne coma make a tboller won’t allow you more than one ration op butter, Ltancelot, though ^ssyeoot Johnson, 

poem about the rosT- you may call yourself ‘ we ’ in your leading articles 1 ” says a contemporary’s 

MASTER - General’s ^ correspondent, “than 

promise of better telephone service. An aeroplane, > in attempting to fly he said, ‘Nice day.’” Nice day for 
We feel, however, that he should give from London to South x^frica, met with what? most people are anxiously asking. 
Mr. Illingworth another chance. an accident and crashed in Southern 

France. The pilot and observer were “ There is likely to be an Autumn 
“Eita” suggests that there should uninjured, but two migratory birds boom -in poetry,” says Mr. Galloway 
be no income - tax on brain-earned which were travelling as stowaways Kyle. And we remember the time 
salaries of four hundred pounds. It received a very severe shaking. when Mr. Kyle used to be an optimist, 

would beinterestinfif to know howM.P.’s *.,.'** * . 


Another curious 
case is reported from 
Whitehall. Last Tues- 
day a Government 
official woke up from 
his work to find that 
he wasn’t one. 

Charged with steal- 
ing a motor-car, an 
Irishman is reported 
to have blamed a po- 
liceman. It seems 
that he asked apolice- 
m an the way to Streafc- 
ham, and the officer 
said, “ Take the car at 
the end of the road.” 
And he did. 


No sooner had I 

Wife of Editor of^^Hogley Beacon'^ [stung by breakfast complamts), “The Con- 
TEOLLER won’t ALLOW YOU MORE THAN ONE RATION OF BUTTER, LANCELOT, THOUGH USSYEOOT JOHNSON, 

YOU MAY CALL YOURSELF * WE ’ IN YOUR LEADING ARTICLES 1 ” says Bt con temporary’s 

correspondent, “than 

An aeroplane, in attempting to fly I he said, ‘Nice day.’” Nice day for 


salaries of four hundred pounds. It 
would be interesting to know howM.P.’s 
would be affected by this scheme. 


would be affected by this scheme. A father gives it as his opinion that Berlin has just opened an asylum fbr 

if the voice of a year-old child grew in aged men who have no wives. Why 
The Sunday Ex;pre$s publishes a the same proportion as its owner the nothing is done for men whose wives 
photograph of a South Pacific cannibal telephone would no longer be necessary are still alive is a mystery, 
chief who ate his mother-in-law. In in this country, ^ , *^'1= 

England, of course, this would be il- * “ Black-and-white dress bows,” saj^s 

legal, however great the provocation. According to a Nature Journal a new a fashion writer, “ will be the novelty 

species of snail has been discovered at of the season.” But surely they are no 
Currants are now much cheaper, and Fryerning, in Essex. We are glad to novelty. We have often seen waiters 
it is reported that the quantity used learn that it will not -attack passers- wearing them. * ^ 
in railway buns is to be doubled in by unless provoked. * ' 

future. This should mean two in every Scotland Yard has established a Press 

bun. “ I can hardly remember the time,” Bureau. Well-known burglars who 

stated a speaker at *the Leather Fair, desire their movements to be fully re- 
A man told the Thames magistrate “ when a boot or "a shoe really felt like ported should give two-hours’ notice 
last week that, as he had the worst cold leather.” Smith minor advances the to the Chief Inspector, 


We have often seen waiters 
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THE BETTING CLASSES. 

When in. the street plutocrat appears 

Moting in fur who used to tramp in shoddy, 

“He also is among the profiteers; 

Jam was his line,’* we say, ‘*or boots or toddy;” 
Hut only those (class-hatred at- their heart) ; 

Whose loose indictments no mere facts may trammel, * 
Begard this object as a breed apart, 

A special type of . mammal. 

Is there a “class ” that, from the general loss, 

Made gain in these late times so dark and troubled? 

“ Labour ” ’s the only one I *Ye come across 

Which, as a class, has had its income doubled; 
While other workers bore as best they might 

The fate that fixed them with a cold-as-stone eye, 
“Labour** alone in war-time claimed the right 
To strike for bigger boni. 

And got *em ; yes, and got by threat of force, 

In spite of wicked “ autocrats ** like Geddes, 

Margin enough to back a daily horse, 

Of which they barely know which end the head is ; 
And leisure, too, from toil to scan the screeds. 

Penned for their evening prints by sporting scholars, 
And learn on which of many likely steeds 
To plank (and lose) their dollars. ' 

I would not breathe the faintest note of blame; 

All men are free to have their little vices ; 

Let them by all means play the mug*s own 'game 
And back their fancies at the starting-prices; 

Still, it is strange that “Labour” loves to speak 
Hard words of profiteers, yet never rages 
Against the bookie-naan, grown fat and sleek 

With wolfing poor men’s wages ! O. S. 


BEARD CULTURE. 

Not long ago one of Mr. Punch’s contributors was 
concerned about the question where people went to grow 
their beards. I shall doubtless arouse the indignation of 
innumerable beards-men by taking this. step, but the secret 
has been kept long enough, and with demobilisation and the 
end of the tyranny of the mare moustache, the-time has 
come to give the answer. Here it is : The Caspian Sea, 
One can imagine beards bristling with wrath when their 
owners read this, and a flood of disclosures pouring. forth 
in the usual strain : “ Sir, — Not only have you made light 
of the Preemasonry of the Beard, bub you have told a 
deliberate lie. I for one grew mine -in my own back 
garden.” Or, “ Sir,-t- Authoritative though your .statement . 
may he, I beg to bring to your ntotice the following 
statistics, collected by myseM from unimpeachable sources, 
which would tend to. show So we will modify the 

sensational announcement and merely say, the -best 
beards are grown in .the Caspian” -Of -that I- admit no 
denial. I grew mj own there. 

Being on the wrong side bi the* Caucasus, I permitted 
myself a certain amount of originality as" to style. At first, 
of course, there is no style about it. It:is simply a case of 
making the most of what one has. Prom the Sandpaper 
Stage one progresses to the Harris Tweed, Period, and from 
thence by easy stages to the Penwiper Epoch. . Then it is. 
— ob, joyous day! — that the growth first interferes with 
tea-drinking and allied industries. . . ^ i • , 

After that, time drags and the faint-hearted begimta say^ 
“ A whole month since I last shaved, and three momhetore 
I’m fit to look at. I’m going to havedt off.” They do, 


and think they have finished with it. Next morning they 
have to shave again. Bub the brave, who include myself, 
carry on, and soon comes the joy of standing before a glass 
with a pair of scissors, hunting eagerly for something to* 
trim. Now, too, one can gauge one’s peculiarities and plan 
accordingly. To one comes the revelation that side-whiskers 
are his only suit ; to another, imperialism ; to another, 
influenced by local colour, that the Eussian style is the 
goods ; and so on, each according to the disposition of the 
fertile areas of his face. 

Personally I found a tendency on the part of the growth 
on the sides of my chin to outstrip that of the area in 
between, but a little cultivation produced a spade-like effect, 
which with careful training gradually developed the manner 
of the true Assyrian school, as exposed in the more expen- 
sive bas-reliefs. Day by day it grew and flourished, until 
Asshub-ban-i-pal himself (whose name sounds Assyrian, 
anyhow) might have been proud of it. I was even saving 
up to buy a row of beads to string across *the end, though 
this was, I believe, optional in Assyria. 

Then came evacuation and' prospects of a disguised 
home-coming; but some of us’ fell by the wayside, and the 
Black Sea claimed me for its own. On first* coming on 
board my new ship I was treated with the respect due. to 
my apparent years, but the tell-tale things round my arm 
soon gave the show away. The beard had to come off. 

I turned out and did the deed early last Sunday morning 
with the ship’s office scissors. Having herded my departed 
glory into an envelope, I started to shave and to consider 
how to dispose of such a valuable relic. 

It was no use asking advice, for it would only produce 
suggestions, of doubtful age and humour, that I should stuff 
cushions with it, use it as barbed wire, and so forth. ,My 
own idea was to send it to a taxidermist, and have it 
mounted. It should be my super-souvenir, and in the days 
to come, when my children should gather round my knee 
and ask the inevitable, “ What did you do in the German- 
American war, daddy ? ” I should unlock the top left-hand 
drawer and deftly affix the great relic to my original chin. 

It is only by impressing on our children the real horrors 
of war that the future peace of the world can be secured. 

But all the time I was shaving I had an unpleasant feel- 
ing in the back of my mind that I had overlooked some- 
thing, and suddenly it came to .the surface. I was in His 
Maj.esty!s..Bervice ; so then .was my beard. It wr.s a hard 
revelation, but once I was reconciled to it my course was 
plain. . I sealed up .the envelope and marked it “ Beard.’* 
Tbeu I attachedia note addressed to the proper authority — 
“ Sir, — It is requested that the attached beard may be 
discharged from H.M. service> services no longer required, 
and. may be .disposed of in, the manner most advantageous 
to the Grown. History-sheet herewith.’* 

So if you buy one of those lists of Government stores for 
sale, .’and. see^j’ust below /‘Beach-jobs, soft,’* an entry, 
“ Beards, hand, second ; style Assyrian, one,” you will know 

all about it. ■ 

“THIS MOBNING’S WEATHER EOREOATS.”— 

Tt iboks'altf “Pussyfoot** had got hold of our' weather, 
but we doubt if he will make it “ all-dry.” 

“Anthem ‘Inflammatus ’ (From Starboard Martyr) Bossini.^^ 

Canadian Church Calendar. 

In crossing the Atlantic Eossini’s famous oratorio appears 
to have^ undergone; a sea-change. 

"Ho retailer may sell butter of any kind dispose of their own butter 
to any emstomer are deposited with. him. Farmers may, however, 
unless they are registered as retailers, sent at the Phoenix Park Races 
this afternoon.” — Irish Paper. 

We are now awaiting the result of the Butter Selling Plate, 







THE DISPOSAL OF JUGG. 

Accoeding to his history-sheet Jugg 
is a born sailor of fifty-four years and 
fifty-five inches. In the presence of a 
Warrant Officer he may be further 
identified by : — 

( 1 ) True Lover’s knot . . Left forearm. 

(2) Sea Serpent (couchant) Bight ditto. 

iSJ Boyal Baval crest , , Back, upper. 

(4| Allied Blags .... Chest, centre. 

(5) A Mole ..... Ditto, upper. 

His chief qualification is an ability to 
raise a shine on brass, and by vigorous 
movements emanating from the elbow 
keep it there. He is also a gunner. 

Jugg came to our squadron in the 
days when warfare had been reduced to 
a minimum. The reputation of our 
own particular squadron in the air, corn- 
bined with the. presence of a pririce of 
royal blood who languished as prisoner 
in the luxurious lounge of the local 
lunatic asylum, proved quite sufficient to 
keep the Goth as away, and beyond an 
occasionalairpatrolknown as “Bathers’ 
Protection,” and a periodical Tally-Ho 
in assorted aircraft after a stray mine 
capable of moving three thousand, tons 
three hundred feet in any direction, the 
War had developed into a very slow 


business for us. Our solitary gun, which 
had been installed in the early days to 
raise the native moral and had stayed 
on in a state of continual jam, had long 
ceased to regard the War as anything 
worth coming out of its tarpaulin about; 

It soon became apparent, however, 
that Jugg would never settle down to 
our way of looking at things. In the 
first place he told 'the Duty^ Officer his 
gun needed cleaning? and it would 
probably heed cleaning again in the 
second^ place, too. This took a ^eek to 
begin with. At the end of the second 
week he had sacked his assistant gunner 
for want of enthusiasm and painted the 
giin-pit grey throughout. By the middle 
of the third, everything dangling had 
been pipeclayed? knd at the corh'mence- 
ment of the foiirth-^a sunny week — 
hi§ brasswork had winked the local 
lighthouse into obscurity tod received 
signalled confidences from every sea- 
going ship within the ten-mile radius. 

The fifth week of Jugg’s reign opened 
with a bit of variety by bringing the 
neighbouring Admiral across. He was 
old and non-submersible, and, paddling 
over in a drifter (flying washing fore 
and aft), he bumped our buoy and skil- 


fully pitched himself from deck to dry 
sand, rising in time to acknowledge the 
sentry’s salute. He did not stay long, 
and his words, few but notable, gave 
fear to the brave at heart and courage 
to the very deaf. The impression we 
gathered from his visit was that? if we 
did not sprinkle our brasswork with 
grey paint, he would probably be holding 
a private shoot at our expense at the 
first available dawn. 

The following morning we set about 
dismantling the gun, Jugg himself 
was missing. ' He continued missing 
throughout the day, but early in the 
evening the shore guard, who had spent 
an exciting afternoon leaning against 
the barbed- wire and lending the third 
button of his tunic as a touching-point 
in some children’s races, summoned us 
to the telephone. He said that his 
attention had just been attracted by the 
strange conduct of a man answering to 
Jugg’s description walking along the 
edge of the cliff. On his challenging the 
'man, who appeared to be throwing sea- 
shells into the air and shouting “ Bang ” 
at intervals in a loud voice, the fellow had 
suddenly pulled. up and without warn- 
ing jumped over the edge of th‘e bliff 
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and into the sea. Without delay our 
salvage party, which occasionally ac- 
cepts spells of duty and invariably has 
to be rescued by another salvage party, 
jumped into patent unsinkable waist- 
coats and wound themselves up into 
Air Force cravats and set oil. It was 
not until midnight that they returned, 
wet and unanimous that Jugg had satis- 
factorily disposed of himself and was 
drowned. And on the morrow men 
learned the news and went about their 
work with smiling faces, and in the 
evening the canteens "were filled with 
happy laughter. 

However, one bright morning in the 
summer of this year, Suzette, who has 
been up to no good since, she was a 
puppy, went along the cliff* to look out 
a bone she had buried the week pre- 
vious, and there she made a startling 
discovery. It appears she was burrow- 
ing at her accustomed depth near an 
old shack and suddenly unearthed Jugg. 
She found him alive and sitting on a 
box extracting sardines from a tin with 
a pen-nib. Of course no one with any 
sense of proportion would have taken 
Jugg for a bone, but Suzette did. Grip- 
ping him between her teeth she hastened 
down the did:* and, making a direct point 
at the 0.0. , who happened to be pass- 
ing, she laid Jugg at his feet. 

The C.O., who was new and had 
never seen Jugg, earthed or unearthed, 
before, ordered him to be demobilised. 
Perkins, a procrastinator and ambiguous 
juggler with speech, being demobiliser, 
replied that, although the man Jugg was 
clearly alive, he had found on searching 
his records that he was officially dead 
also, and therefore could not be demo- 
bilised, and his disposal as a corpse 
could only be proceeded with on in- 
structions from the Lost Property Office 
or the Admiralty. 

And now things have come to a pretty 
pass. The Admiralty (of London) have 
suddenly decided that Jugg is their 
property and it is their duty to dispose 
of his body in correct sailor fashion. 
For our part we have wired and tele- 
phoned full facts in every language 
from Esperanto down to Erse, and the 
M.O. now remains as our last resource. 
It appears he is at present engaged in 
making a cinematograph film of X-Eay 
plates showing Jugg’s heart ticking 
over on full ‘‘revs.** 

Meanwhile things are moving apace. 
Yesterday 'a stalwart body of armed 
Marines, accompanied by officer and 
blank cartridge, arrived on the scene. 
A little later they were followed by 

(1) Some sailors, 

(2) A naval band with covered drums. 

(3) A ship’s carpenter with coffin. 

(4) A padre. 

(5) Twelve wreaths. 



She, “I SEE they’ve been killing thousands op eats,” 
He * “Bit deastig, isn’t it?” 

She, “What — hatsV^ 

He , “Oh, I thought you said W.R.A.F.S.” 


We have tactfully measured Jugg for 
his coffin and reported to the sailors all 
correct. We have bought our wreaths, 
and of course, if the M.O. fails us at 
this point, nothing will remain but for 
someone to pub Jugg out of his misery. 


HALLOW-B’EN. 

. {October 31.) 

The Eose-Wabk, Mount Merrion. 
If you should be abroad to-night 
And choose the rose-walk for delight. 
Who knows but you may chance to 
meet 

Her ladyship on silent feet — 

A swish of skirts, a scent of musk, 

A flitting shadow in the dusk. 

She will not stir the fallen leaves 
Nor brush you with her silken sleeves ; 


Her little buckled shoes will j>ass 
And never bend one blade of grass ; 
Only a gleam of powdered hair 
Will show my lady pacing there. 

What dreams she dreamt here long ago, 
What hopes sped with her to and fro, 
What wistful memories, what tears 
In her withdrawn and widow^ed years, 
Perhaps the last red rose could tell. 
But roses keep their secret well. 

Each Hallo w-E*en she flits again 
By starlight through her old domain, 

A happy phantom come to see 
The gardens of her memory ; 

To-night we are but trespassers ; 

The rose-walk and its past are hers. 

A Prodigy. 

“ Will Lady adopt Baby Girl, 2 weeks old? 
Efficient in every way .” — Daily Paper. 
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THE POST-WAR PROCTOR AND BULL-DOGS. 

WHAT OXFOEB AND OAMBEIDGE ARE EXPECTING TO SEE AS A RESULT OF THE LARGE EXTENSION OT 

THE RESIDENTIAL AREA. 


AN OLD MAID, 

The advanced age of Miss Priscilla 
Callender (who was one hundred and 
eighteen at the time of her death a few 
weeks ago) was by no means her only 
title to respect. From the introduction 
of the penny post until late in Queen 
Viotobia’s reign she had been the post- 
mistress of Bwehurst; and after her 
retirement, which was celebrated by a 
public testimonial and a sale of stamps 
unexampled in village history, she be- 
came a classical instance of the lon- 
gevity of civil servants in general and 
of annuitants in particular. 

“I was born in the year one,’’ Miss 
Callender was accustomed to say with 
pardonable pride; and the nineteenth 
century was never paid a sincerer com- 
pliment, Her centenary, in honour of 
which she received several Boyal mes- 
sages, win be comparatively fresh in 
the public memory. If her demise at- 
tracted less attention this must be put 
down to the long postponement of the 
event. 

It must bo granted that Miss Cal- 
lender’s later years were somewhat em- 
bittered by the decline of interest in 
her age* Scepticism she could face. 
When a Welsh professor tried to iden- 


tify her with a certain Pamela Culling- 
ton, whose birth occurred in 1816 and 
whose further particulars were missing 
from the parish register, she replied 
calmly that she remembered “this Cul- 
lington girl, a minx with no respect 
for her elders.” But indifference was 
harder to. bear. Miss Callender was an 
earnest student of the local Press, and 
as its references to “ the wonderful old 
lady ’’ grew more infrequent she became 
plaintive and morose. On one occasion 
she was found by a neighbour tearing 
The Bawfiton Gazette and JEiuehurst and 
Farnford Becorder into little pieces, and 
exclaiming, « They don’t care how old 
I am ! They don't care ! ” 

Her craving for publicity led her, in 
her hundred- ahd-sixteenth year, to attri- 
bute to the virtues of a patent medicine 
a longevity which was felt by her friends 
to be assuming a chronic character. 
Shortly afterwards a school of mental 
culture devoted a playful article to 
female centenaiians, instancing her 
case, and urged the efficacy of memory 
training ior ladies, doubtful of their 
exact age. 

It is perhaps unfortunate that Miss 
Callender's public career overshadowed 
her private history, for this was of 
the most interesting nature, and, if not 


entirely blameless, was by no means 
so frivolous as gossip would have us 
believe. 

People often wondered why this hand- 
some old lady had never married, and 
in an unreasonable but oddly human 
way the question was asked more fre- 
quently with every birthday after she 
had completed her hundredth year. In 
their answers, her pretended contem- 
poraries, who in reality were young 
enough to be her grandchildren, be- 
trayed a good deal of jealousy and 
malice. Their innuendoes gave pain to 
Miss Callender and prejudiced - some 
neighbours against her. With a view 
to dispelling this atmbsphere of mistrust 
the Vicar invited me, some years ago, to 
look into the whole subject of Miss Cal- 
lender’s past, in the spirit as it were of 
historical research. It may be objected 
that this inquiry was made as long ago 
as 1902, when the lady was only in 
her hundred-and-first summer; but I 
think that no subsequent events could, 
seriously be held to compromise her 
reputation. 

If Miss Callender had a fault, it was 
a weakness for the military ; she could 
never resist a uniform. This amiable 
trait in her character was first mani- 
fested toward the- close of the Napo- 




leonic wars, and led to some misunder- 
standings, Let me say at once that 
the tale of the youthful Grenadier, dis- 
tracted by her coquetries, who sought 
solace in the cannon’s mouth at Water- 
loo is a pure fabrication. I have been 
privileged to read the correspondence 
of this young man with Miss Callender, 
who was then distributing the first- 
fruits of her girlish sympathy for lonely 
soldiers. His letters are respectful, hers 
were doubtless tender; he dreams of 
promotion to corporal, she is just 
putting up her hair; he swells with 
ardour, she with pride ; it was a little 
comedy ’which had no unhappy ending, 
for he came home safely and marri^ 
someone else. Miss Callender told me 
this with a sigh perhaps of regret, per- 
haps of relief, more probably of excuse 
for her later affairs with the sergeant- 
major of Hussars, the bandmaster of 
Militia, and the lieutenant of Marines, 
who succeeded one another- in her 
favour during the ensuing years. 

No doubt these were brave and pro- 
per men, who in warlike days would 
have made an excellent match for any 
; but lo the mind of our village, 
settling down to the long years of 
Peace, they were no more than fine- 
feathered strutting players. ■ Their pro- 
spects certainly were poor, and miss 


Callender could never bring herself to 
take one of them ; though, when it 
came to parting, a line of gold braid or 
a new cocked hat still held her captive 
heart. So the 1820’s and 1880’s slipped 
past, sadly transforming her from a 
girl ” always running after soldiers” 
into an- old maid “who ought. to know 
better, at her age.” . 

These last terrible words were very 
generally pronounced during the Crim- 
ean campaign, when the romantic 
nature of Miss Callender, careless of a 
lapse of years which had brought her 
to what our neighbourscall Vdgecritiqtie, 
was rekindled by the flame of war. 
She threw herself with enthusiasm into 
the task of knitting comforts; her 
letters to lonely soldiers once again 
encumbered the outgoing mail-bags, 
and it is said- that she claimed the sole 
residue of affection (for he left her 
nothing else) of a quartermaster who 
fell at Inkerman. However this may 
be, it is certain that most of the ground- 
less reflections upon her character date 
from the Crimean epoch ; and in assert- 
ing for the rest of her life that “ lord 
Palmerston had much to answer for ” 
she was perhaps not oblivious of per- 
sonal coiN^rns. 

Thanks to the Kttle inquiry whose 
Yesidts I have made knowii, the ^ose 


of the South African War found her 
already beginning to assume the halo 
of propriety suitable to her age ; and in 
1914, when Kitchener’s army was 
billeted upon us, she was able to offer 
sage advice to the maidens of the village 
regarding the folly of forming entangle- 
ments with the troops. To these warn- 
ings, coming from a lady of wide ex- 
perience, due weight was always given ; 
but I prefer to remember that when a 
marching column went down the vil- 
lage street a handkerchief was gener- 
ally seen to flutter behind the window 
of Miss Callender’s parlour. 

The Cautious Prophet. 

“Pine or dull weather is probable in all 
districts .’’ — From a Weather FarecasL 

“ No more dams I ’ll make for fish,” 
said Calihixn in revolt. Would that 
the Publishers of certain “Memories” 
had said, “No more damns I’ll print 
for Fisher.” 

“WAB ON THE SPENBEBS BEGINS.” 

Globe, 

On inquiring at The Westmifister Gazette 
office we found that little preparation 
had been made for a long struggle. The 
editor and his staff were carrying on 
with amazing nonchalance. 
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BRIGHT BITS FROM THE BALTIG. 

(As seen in the columns of any daily, 
any day,) 

REDS LOOKING, BLUE 

Fall op Russian Capital imminent. 
Petrogbad Petbipied. 

{From our Special Correspondent, 

Mr. Dolmondjbt 

Beval, Friday. 

It is probable that the army of 
General Yudenitch will capture the 
city at an early date, if it did not do 
so last week or even earlier, for it is 
now definitely in the possession of the 
line Tenschine, Asuwere and Stanatese. 
The caviare-rolling plant at Bae-Kache 
(pronounced** backache”) fell to Yuden- 
itch yesterday amidst scenes of inde- 
scribable emotion. 

The representative of the British 
Military Mission at Bac-Kache, Major- 
General Worthington, stated yesterday 
that he did not see bow the Bolsheviks 
were to get out of Petrograd without 
loss, unless they simply left it. In any 
case the Finns, who have abolished the 
vodka control and declared for a free 
Eussia, are advancing on Petrograd 
from the south-east and may take Bug- 
berg any day, thus cutting off the Beds 
from the railway and Hotpotsk. Asked 
whether Yudenitch would be able to 
hold Petrograd if he should take it, 
General Worthington said he did not 
know. When his views were requested 
on the moral of the Bolshevik forces he 
said he had not got any. The greatest 
significance is attached to these admis- 
sions in White Eussian military circles 

Public opinion in Esthonia, which 
until recently has been against Yuden- 
itch, is now undergoing a change, and ' 
a large section of the population, in- 
cluding the inmates of the lunatic 
asylum at Eeval, are in his favour. A 
pro-Ally demonstration took place at 
Ikupsk on Saturday, the people march- 
ing through the streets yodelling, pre- 
ceded by Ujars swinging the lead. 

It is reported that the Bolshevik force 
under Commissaries Bodkin and Push- 
kin, which was surrounded in Pskoff 
and was let go by the Finns, has now 
been polished off by the Letts, and the 
survivors finished by the Poles. 

RUSH ON RIGA. 

Letts have a Battle. 

[From our Special Correspondent, 
Mr. Bobhjlm Stiff.) 

Biga, Friday. 

According to a telegram received 
here last night, Herr Schweinhaus (late 
of the Wolff Bureau) informed the Eeich- 
stag on Wednesday that General von 
DER Goltz had telegraphed stating that 
he would do anything in reason, but 

that he would not go home. General 
VON DER Goltz also pointed out that 
he was not the Yon der Goltz from 
Turkey or the one from Whitechapel, 
London ; and, in view of the confusion 
that seemed to exist on the subject, he 
would not be responsible for any debts 
unless personally contracted. 

The Germans have now been finally 
driven out of Eiga. Two Latvian field- 
guns were galloped into the eastern 
suburbs on Sunday, and, after shelling 
the Esthonians, Eigans and Bermont’s 
Eusso-Teu ton force until they withdrew, 
they shelled each other until ammuni- 
tion ran out. 

Following the announcement last 
week that Marshal Foch was leading 
the Letts in Eiga, the Eeval correspon- 
dent of the Zaniske Craziblad reports 
•a rumour received by telegram from 
Stockholm that Earl Haig is at Finnish 
headquarters, wearing a false nose. 

Colonel Litltitsch, the latest figure 
in Baltic politics, is enrolling large 
numbers of recruits from Von der 
Goltz’s force, equipping them with 
samovars and kromeshis and passing 
them off as Eussians. Colonel Litl- 
titsch states that he is in agreement 
with Yudenitch, but against the Esth- 
onians, Letts, Allies and Bolsheviks. 
He is not quite certain how he stands 
with the other forces in the field at 
present. 

THE SPLIT INFINITIVE. 

{From a Beview of 1960.) 

The long-expected memoirs of Sir 
John Smith, K.B.E., D.Litt., etc., “ The 
Literary Liberator,” have at last been 
published and afford interesting read- 
ing. To us who are accustomed to 
split infinitives as one of the luxuries 
of everyday literature, the tyrannical 
restrictions of the past, against which 
Sir John waged such patient and un- 
tiring war, seem like some grim legend 
of mediaeval barbarity. 

In Chapter I, Mr. Smith (as he then 
was) tells us how his interest was first 
excited in the cause that was to be for 
him a lifelong crusade, and from which 
he was to at length emerge victorious 
amidst the plaudits of the English- 
speaking world. “I was convinced,” 
he says, “that the best ’authors wrote 
under a constant terror of infringing 
the law. I felt how firm Shakspeare 
had to be with himself when the idea of 
Hamlet's notorious soliloquy first struck 
him ,* the temptation to say, * To be or 
to not be,* must have been terrible.*’ 

Mr. Smith*s difficulties in the early 
days of the struggle are described in 
Chapter II. “ I appealed to members 
of the House of Lords,** he writes, “but 
none of them had ever heard of the law. 
It was the shocking injustice of a privi- 

lege which allowed the nobly-born and ' 
the politically - minded profiteer im- 
munity from an incubus which hung 
round the necks of the proletariat, toil- 
ing with nothing but five hundred 
pounds a year and unemployment al- 
lowance between them and starvation, 
that determined me to wholly and with 
single purpose devote my life to the 
ending of this scandalous abuse.** 

Truly a noble passage. 

The author’s efforts in other direc- 
tions were at first equally devoid of 
success. 

The Labour Minister of the day, he 
tells us, said he made a speciality of 
pure English and failed to see the diffi- 
culty; the Minister of Education ad- 
mitted that he left it to his typist, while 
the Foreign Minister repulsed him with 
the simple statement that ‘he was edu- 
cated at Eton. 

The only encouragement that he re- 
ceived was from a famous General, who 
told our author to mind his own busi- 
ness or he would not hesitate to damn 
well wring his neck. 

Undefeated, our author went to the 
editor of one of the greatest daily 
papers. 

“ Legitimatise the split infinitive!’* 
cried he, aghast. ** I don’t think. What, 
and scrap the splendid article begin- 
ning, ‘ Before an audience more watch- 
ful for split infinitives than critical of 
profundity of argument,” etc., which 
our readers look for when a Cabinet 
Minister speaks at the Oxford Union. 
“Bather,” he exclaimed with a fine 
gesture, “perish our ‘crack-of-the-rifle- 
on-the-moor * article, annual product of 
the Glorious First, or is it the Twelfth? ” 

Still the good work went on, and 
gradually. light began to almost imper- 
ceptibly dawn on the horizon. The 
final passages of the book give a noble 
instance of the decorum with which our 
author wears his laurels. ‘*It would be 
false modesty,” he writes, “for me to en- 
tirely disclaim credit for what I and my 
collaborators have achieved, but many 
things contributed to our success. The 
movement towards open diplomacy and 
the publication of ambassadorial corre- 
spondence helped us greatly, while the 
writing of books by great admirals and 
generals accustomed the reading public 
to a greater freedom of speech and pro- 
duced a tempered atmosphere in which 
our propaganda could take root. With- 
out their help all our efforts might have 
been in vain.’* 

So ends the noble record of a great 
work in the cause of freedom. 

Let us hope that we who reap the 
reward will never allow ourselves to 
quite forget the indomitable efforts of 
those who won us the liberties we now 
take with the English language. 
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THE COLOUE-SCHEMEES. 

I FULLY intended, had I been invited, 
to read a paper to a scientific associa- 
tion on the Influence of Decorative ilrt 
on the Emotions, Our house has been 
a sort of psychological laboratoiy, so to 
speak, and our visitors as well as our- 
selves the more or less unconscious 
media of interesting mental phenomena. 
As chief alchemist, Cicely is responsible 
for all arrangements and, I suppose, for 
most of the results. 

Our breakfast-room-cum-study is all 
flowery chintzes and stripes. Wall- 
paper, carpet and cushions are a horti- 
cultural dream ; Kew Gardens a barren 
wilderness in comparison. To correct 
the intoxication of the senses induced 
by this extravagance of floral decora- 
tion, vertical and horizontal lines are in- 
troduced into the f^atterns, giving a kind 
of geometric stability. They set latitude 
and longitude to thebotanic Utopia, as it 
were. The mental effect of this. Cicely 
and I agree, is a feeling of freshness 
and vigour. I leave the breakfast-table 
to catch my morning train 'with my 
mind alert and ready fo2#aTiythHigi 


The Vicar calls occasionally when he 
is bent on philanthropic piracy. Should 
he be shown into the drawing-room -(a 
cheerful orange), all is lost, and the 
most impracticable charity is richer by 
my guinea ; if I see him in the dining- 
room, amid its soft hanging lamps 
and rich Oriental draperies, my moral 
backbone turns to jelly and I weakly 
subscribe more than I ought to the 
Fund for the Preservation of the Sites 
of the Early Churches in Pamphylia 
and Cappadocia, Therefore I always 
inveigle the Vicar into the study. There 
the stripes and chintzes seem to stiffen 
my moral fibre and enable me to offer 
him a kind but firm refusal. 

Oonversdy, when I had enticed our 
landlord into the house the other 
week, I escorted him into the drawing- 
room. Its yellow mirth took him off 
his guard and he became cheerful and 
chatty. He tald a story, at which 
we laughed heartily. Then I showed 
him the rocky* side-entrance through 
which I bad to bring my motor-cycle, 
and the spot where an admirable sh^ 
could be- buflt: Observing that hm 
cheeibiln^ waJs wearing off, I led him 


back to the dining-room. Its insidious 
Orientalism stole over him and robbed 
him of his will-power. This was the 
place and moment for the attack. My 
fear was not that bo would resist my 
proposals, but that my own courage 
would evaporate amid the hj^-pnotio 
colour tones of the surroundings. 
Quickly I demanded that he should 
tar-pave the side entrance and build 
me a cycle-shed. He was cla^^ in the 
hands of the potter and would have 
consented to twice as much. 

Unfortunately Cicely in a spasm of 
jubilation carried him off to see the 
breakfast-room chintzes, and he re- 
covered. He pointed out that 'we had 
driven a nail into the wall to hang up 
a plaque. And before he left he had 
given me distinctly to understand that 
if he let me have my tar-path and cycle- 
shed he would be obliged to raise the 
rent by one pound per quarter. 

I told Cicely (in the oreakfast-room) 
that it was all her fault, and we might 
have quarrelled about it ; but when we 
talked it over in the glow of the draw- 
ing-room we grew quite light-hearted 
again. 
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THE NEW ELIXIE, 

{For senile decay 'try our Mojikey Gland), 

There was a time when friends expressed their wonder, 
Perhaps with just a modicum of truth, 

That at an age when many ’men go under, 

Or lose the charming attributes* of youth, 

I, who had almost compassed David’s span, 

Had not in second childhood merged the man. 

They saw my gracefulness of locomotion 

And marvelled how my years could stand the strain 
I put upon them in my weird devotion 
To toilsome pastimes, thinking in their train - 
My labours must bring something hard to bear, 
Though doing them I never turn^ a hair. ' ' 

And, more, they praised me for the transcendental . 

Ability with which I plied my „ pen. 

And showed eternal freshness in a mental 
Dexterity denied to other men ; ■ 

And still they gazed and still the wonder grew 
That I should have what Nature gives so few. 

Those days are past : a new elixir vitse 
Has been extracted from a simian gland, 

And since by Science Age is rendered mighty 
My friends will deem my vigour second-hand. 

And compliments will take this doubtful shape : 

He must have tapped a special brand of Ape.” 


THE CONTEIBUTOE. 

He was a lanky moon-faced boy from the back- veld — had 
not been lassooed more than a month, I should say — and 
he. gazed round my South African editorial office with 
interest and wild-eyed concern. It seemed as though at any 
instant he might leap down the lift- shoot or try to eat a file, 

. I sought to put him at ease in my gracious sympathetic 
way, and I 'was rewarded. 

“ My iarrer ’s a waiter too,” he said suddenly. 

“ Indeed. ' 'Writes in Dutch, I suppose ? ” 

. “No, he didn’t been a Dutsman already. My murrer’s 
DutSj but my farrer ’s er Engelsman.” 

He did not seem to have, taught his son much English, 
but one meets cases in the back-veld where the children of 
an English parent hardly know the language. 

“ What paper does he write for ? ” I asked. 

“ PxmtsJ* 

“ Punch ! ” I exclaimed. “ This is remarkable. Does he 
write much ? ” 

“ Yes, he p’raps writes something eats week, wort he 
calls his horby. * He starts in 1915 en sends him a funny bit 
wort he cut out of a Cape Town papers. So Punts writes 
something underneath and puts it in. Then my farrer gort 
werry gled, an’ now eats week he sends Ptonts a story or a 
poetry.” 

“ Do they put them all in ? ” 

“ No, he didn’ put in any move^et*^ 
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r\c DADi lAMciviT Liberals and ex-Ghancellok who had occupied the 

ESSENCE Or PARulAIYIENT. Labour men, secured its rejection. Woolsack for a few months in 1915-16 
Wed7iesday, October 22nd. — Alarmed, Tlvnrsday^ October 2^rd . — Since the would properly be considered a war- 
no doubt, by newspaper placards ^ an- passing of the Parliament Act in 1911 fortune, and if so at how many thou- 
nouncing “Parliament on its Trial,” the House of Lords, a body largely sands the orator would be assessed. 
Members attended the reopening of composed of ex -bankers and other It is not accurate to say that the 
the House of Commons in unusual financial pundits, has had no power Government have made no efforts in 
numbers. “Thrift, thrift, Horatio” over the national accounts. But though the direction of economy. The fleet of 
was the of nearly all the Questions it gan no longer bite it can still bark, motor-cars now used in connection with 
on the Paper. Minister after Minister Oddly enough it fell to Lord Buck- Government Departments throughout 
was interrogated as to the reductions in master, who was an enthusiastic sup- the country has dwindled to a mere 
his department, and delivered a stereo- porter of the Act above mentioned, to four hundred — a number that not so 
typed reply to the effect that, whereas deliver the first considered attack upon long ago would have barely suflSced to 
at the Armistice the staff numbered so Lloyd-Georgian finance that has yet take the officials of the Air Ministry 
many thousands, it was now some been heard in either House. out to luncheon, 

hundreds less, and vrould The Commons resumed 


hundreds less, and vrould 
by next year be approach- 
ing vanishing-point. The 
ardent economists below 
the Gangway were not en- 
tirely satisfied with these 
replies, and were evidently 
inclined to regard the pro- 
mise of the War Secrb- m/ 
TARY and Chancellor of 
THE Exchequer to “ lay- 
papers ” as a device for 
putting them off the 
scent. Captain Eeginald Mj 
Terrell jumped up to 
move the adjournment, 
but the Speaker jumped fH 
a little quicker and called 
the next question. 

Disraeli on a famous \w| 
occasion declared himself \wi 
to be “ on the side of the ll|] 
angels.” So, as regards his 
visits to the House, is our 
present Prime Minister, *''• 
He looked in f or a f e w min- 
utes this afternoon, but ^ 
only to announce that, 
while nothing would please 
him better than to come 
down and answer ques- 
tions, the urgent business 
of the country compelled [ 
him to postpone that self- 
indulgence. 












the discussion of the Aliens 
Restriction Bill. The atti- 
tude of the Labour Party 
was a little difficult to fol- 
low. They resisted the 
proposal to prevent alien 
Trade Unionists from in- 
terfering in the industrial 
disputes of other bodies 
than their own with such 
vehemence that Mr. Bot- 
TOMLEY was moved to in- 
quire whether the supply 
of native strike - leaders 
was giving out. Yet a little 
later Mr. Brace was de- 
nouncing no less loudly a 
provision by which in cer- 
tain circumstances alien 
pilots might be employed | 
in British ports. The gen- I 
eral feeling of the House 
appeared to be that the 
channels of trade, whether 
by sea or land, were best 
kept free from foreign in- 
fluences ; and in the ulti- 
mate division Ministers, 
opposed by an ad hoc com- 
bination of the so-called 
“classes” and “masses,” 


THE P AELIAMElsTARY PAPEH-CHASE, “classes” and “masses,” 

[Several White Papers have been issued by the Chancellor of the found themselves in a 
Exchequer and the War Secretary showing the extent of Ministerial of seventv-two 

retrenchments.] i 

J I ir* ino.-rm r» CT rtf rKics 


After Rat "Week. 


indulgence. learning of this re- 

Next to “Hang the Kaiser” and The ex-Lord Chancellor has one verse the PruME Minister is said to 
“ Make Germany Pay,” the most great merit, rare among his Peers : have remarked that, when he recently 
popular cry at the last election was you can hear every word he says, urged Capital and Labour to “ get to- 
• “ Britain for the British,” The ex- Prom bis opening description of Minis- gather,” he did not mean in this way. 

Kaiser is still at large, though we are ters involved in “ the mazes of a laby- ^ r^r- : ......i-', . 

told that all necessary preparations for rinth from whose tortuous pathways After Bat Week. 

his trial are being made ; and, far from there is no escape,” to the final prophecy Tprrifir Pitn (fn Jn^t WIint 

receiving any cash from Germany, we of National Bankruptcy, when “the in^he Eat War, daddy? 

have just paid her three-quarters of a waters of the Thames will wash de- 1 

millionfor a mass of potash. Sir Ernest serted wharves and empty palaces,” “ To-day in the Eoon Garden. 

Wild made a powerful appeal to Coal- not a syllable escaped one. Either string opinions or put them into 

itionists to secure the redemption of To avoid this dreadful fate, it seems, shallow tmys to store in some airy, frost-proof 

the third of their pledges by passing there are only three courses before us : L?®®’ "L . , , 

his proposal that no employer should a general levy on capital, a special levy o air oui s in the open. 

be allowed to engage more than 25 per on war-fortunes, or a ten-shilling in- u billiards.— Closing scores : Reece, rec. ' 

cent, of aliens. A majority of the come-tax. The Peers did not seem so i, 000 in 16,000 up (in play), *12,62712,627 * 

Coalitionists present supported him; perturbed at the prospect as I should Inman, 12,397.”— Paper. 

but the Home Secretary declared that have expected. Perhaps they were This makes Inman’s ultimate victory 

the new clause would be unworkable, wondering whetlier the pension of an all the more meritorious. 


Terrier Pup (to his father ) : What 


“To-day in the Food Garden. 

Either string opinions or put them into 








THE EMANCIPATION OF YOUTH, ^ 

A LAR0E and infLuential meeting, t 
convened by the League of Minors, I 
was held last Saturday in Hyde Park 
with a view to the repeal of the, statute i 
which excludes persons under twenty- i 
one years of age from Parliament. Mr. ] 
OswAifD Mosley, the youngest M.P., i 
who presided, began with a frank ad- 
naission of his tinworthiness to occupy ' 
the position of chairman. He was 
already in the sere and yellow leaf, but 
his sympathies were entirely with those 
who were agitating for this great and 
salutary change. With a full heart he 
could echo the saying of Shakspeaee, 

» Age, I do abhor thee” What they 
wanted was to make Parliament the 
nursery of greatness* instead of being 
the charnel-house of ossified and cada- 
verous nonentities. Old age was never 
good; it was only green in the. sense, 
of being mouldy and moss-grown. It 
was suspicious, unheroic, garrulous and 
miserly. As Disbabli said, ** Almost 
everything that is great has- been done 
by yontb.” And again, " The blunders 
of youth are preferable to the triumphs 
of manhood or the success of old age.” 


Literature unfortunately abounded in 
disparagement of the young, but, on t 
the other band, the world was not run c 

by literary men. ..14 

Mr, Anthoot Asquith, in moving the 1 
main resolution in favour of reducing < 
the age -limit of Parliamentary re- i 
presentatives to fourteen, - sounded a 
note of caution. He did not think they : 
were yet ripe for Baby Suffrage. Some 
of those present might even describe 
him as ah anti-Montessorian, and he 
was not prepared to- affirm in all 
respects his entire adhesion to that 
remarkable creed. Minors were ex ipso 
facto in the minority ; but, on the other 
hand, an eminent Victorian had boldly 
■ pronounced the majority to be mostly 
) fools. . Profoundly convinced as he was 
f of the righteousness of democracy, he 
' could not subscribe to this sweeping 
z condemnation. He did not advocate J 
3 the extermination of the old, however 
t painlessly it might be effected,. Old 
i raen, where they deserved.it, were en- 
t titled to consideration. ButtheShipef 
e State would never reach the haven or 
s happiness and prosperity until they had’ 
s youth at the prow instead of relegating 
it to the menial duties of the cabin-boy. 


Miss Daisy Ashford, who seconded 
the resolution, described herself as an 
extinct volcano, enjoying what was 
virtually a posthumous reputation on 
the strength of the achievement of her 
childhood. Properly encouraged at the 
time, she might have followed up The 
Young Visiters by a series of vital 
romances ; but the tradition of that 
period was too strong. By enlarging 
the horizons of youth and giving it 
earlier scope for its' creative activities 
they might prevent the recurrence of 
such a tragedy. At the present moment 
all that was noteworthy in letters and 
art and music was being done by the 

young. - , 

Lord Birkenhead, who followed, ob- 
served that he had been called the Boy 
, Chancellor, and, like Mr. Verdant Gram 
■ on a" festive occasion, he was ‘^prou 
) title.” Under the system which they 
r now were met to introduce he 
L have earned it many years sooner. This 
^ was a saddening thought, yet they must 
not repine, but rather push on to the 
goal with renewed energy and determ- 
i in&ition. For himself he had no inten- 


XXJIwUXV^JJ.* J- Vi 

taoti te liager superfluously on the seeue 
ohcb he was eonscious of any oechne 
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in his powers ; still less would he stoop 
to the humiliation of endeavouring to 
outwit the fiat of Nature by borrowing 
a fictitious vitality from the interstitial 
glands of the mandrill, the chimpanzee 
or the gorilla. 

Mr. Edmund Gosse said that fathers 
were inevitable, but it was the day of the 
sons, and the sooner they were admitted 
to a share in the government of the 
country the better. No one was more 
fitted to cope with the extravagance 
they all deplored than those who were 
inclined to it themselves. It was 
always best to set a thief to catch a 
thief. In conclusion Mr. Gosse ob- 
served that the true function of middle 
age was to applaud from a back seat 
the triumphs of conquering adolescence, 
and the only redeeming feature of old 
age was that it brought second child- 
hood in its train. 

The resolution having been unani- 
mously passed, a small committee, com- 
posed of Mr. Anthony Asquith, Prin- 
cess Bibesco, Mr. Gordon SEiiFEiDOE, 
junior^ and Lord Hadsburj, were ap- 
pointed to concert measures for further- 
ing a National Campaign on behalf of 
the movement. . - » , . . / 


COMMEECIAL PEOPAGANLA, 
If you are in no hwTy^ 'patronize 

TAXO 

The Taxi Man with 
THE G-nOVE-COVERED FlAG. 

When he has finished his tea 
HE WILL TAKE YOU WHEEE YOU 
WANT TO GO 

Provided your destination is on the 
Trail that leads him Home. 


Bveryone comes to Mm toko loaits. 
Why not try to persuade 
KARL SCHMIDT 
to order your Dinner for you 7 
This “Knight oe the Knapkin“ has just 
been demobilised from the Alexandra Palarce, 
and wishes to state that, in spite of the 

GEEAT PEACE 
he still retains his Swiss Origin. 


Do you want a wbonq numbeb ? 

SWITCHBOARD SUH 

‘ Will put you through. 


Men of England I 

STAND TOGBTHRR 

Om THE Underground. 


Those who mtend to spend 

CHRISTMAS ON THIS SOUTH 
COAST 

Travelling on the South-Eastern 
Railway should 
START NOW. 


A Romance of tlie Deep. 

“Kelt — ^Herring. — At the Parish Church 
of Dwygyfylchi on the 14th October, by the 
Rev. O. Williams, Andrew Kelt to Hilda 
Herring.” — Scotsmmi. 

A Heavy-weiglit. 

“Rugby Football. 

The Wanganui side includes two tons of 

Dr, , a popular Wellingtonian.” 

- Ecm Zealand Paper. 
Very useful in the “ scrum.” 

“CO-OPERATIVE SOCIETIES CANNOT 
PROFITEERS 

ALL PROFITS GO TO THE CONSUMER.” 

Advt^ in Provbioial Paper. 

“At Petty Sessions yesterday the 

Co-operative Society were summoned in 96 
cases of alleged profiteering. Of these 35 were 
heard, and convictions were obtained in each 
case.” — SatJiepaper, sanie day. 

We understand that an appeal has been 
lodged, on the ground that the Bench 
had not read the advertisement. 
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TO AN 

(On assuming office). 

Good Master, you ’ve shouldered the burden, 

The toil, the expense and the brunt, 

A task with no “ Thank you ’’ or guerdon, 
iPor you Ve now taken over the Hunt. 

The woodlands are waiting in ember. 

All serely look downland and mead, 

Will you hear, for 'tis hard on November, 

A word of good-spee<i ? 

Yes, now that the entry ’s been blooded^ 

And cubs have been taught to take wing, 

The farmers and keepers been studied, 

You 're up to the actual thing ; 

Your fields will be finer and larger 

Than late ones — of circumstance robbed. 

With Mars on a lashing ex-charger, 

Diana demobbed. 

And foxes ? We 've foxes too many — 

The War is the why and because; 

And the claims are the prettiest penny, 

And the Hunt 's not so liked as it was ; 

There 'll be crabbers, of course, and decriers 
(A Master’s the life of a dog), 

And, like frogs in the fable, the sighers 
Who sigh for King Log. 

But never you worry ; sit quiet 

And shape your own ‘course as you can ; 

There are hounds that ’ll babble and riot — 

We find the same failings in man ; 

You ’ve to be martinet in your habits, 

A GromwbXiIj in might to command, • 

And Captains shall tremble like rabbits • j 

At lift of your hand. 

But blend you the jackboot with- butter ; 

Be wise as the serpent, and' coo 
Like the dove ; take your hat off and utter 
Quick compliment, prompt How d’ ye do ? 

Be bland (but a Draco empowered) 

With a crowd edging in for a start, 

Though in cover a home-loving coward 
Is breaking your heart. 

Brom a goose gobbled up to the thoughtless 
Who ride over young grass and seed, 

The onus is yours, Sir, you ’re naught less 
Than scapegoat for every misdeed ; 

A tyrant the thrusters may rank you, 

‘But one of the rear of the ruck 
Endeavours, good Master, to thank you, ' 

To wish you Good Luck, 

Ebr trouble ’s your lot out of reason — 
Oomplaints,-correspondence no end, 

With, may be, say twice in the season, 

The gallop that makes the amend. 

When you ’ve slipped the whole crowd that was in it 
And, free from the “blundering mass,” 

There ’s nothing to stop you a minute 
Eor oceans of grass. 

Then, half-an-hour on, may we find you 
’Longside of the pack, in your place. 

Your huntsman a furlong behind you, 

A scratch and a grin on your face, 

Your fox at the end of his chapter, 

The tan heads all up as they view — 

Well, no one, young fellow, is apter - 
To be there than you. 


THE CALL. 

That morning the camp was startled by a call. 

Something of the stir of the Eeveille sounded in its first 
tentative notes, giving way to the gentle persuasion of the 
Ball In. The cheerfulness of the “ Cook-house Door” had 
hardly succeeded when the clarion certainty of the old 
Cavalry Charge call thrilled the morning air. 

It did not stop there. Bor one and all it had a personal 
message to deliver, and an urgent one. There was that^in 
it that made the Company Cooks think they might have 
put more sugar in the tea lately, that made the Quarter- 
master recall in despairing remorse the good food that had 
never reached the troops, the garments they had never 
worn. His clerk bent over the accounts he was trying to 
square and strove vainly to hide his tears. The Orderly 
Sergeant shakily decided not to bring Jones up on that 
crime after all, and broke down altogether upon hearing 
an agitated C.S.M. say “ Please ” to his batman. 

The Post Orderly had no doubts. It was the Letter Call, 
and he departed with an unusual springiness. The Mess 
Orderlies were already falling in ; the Eire Picket could be 
observed doubling up from divers occupations ; Orderly 
Sergeants and Sergeant-Majors were positively sprinting; 
their call, they conceived, had been “ at the double.” Tents 
could be observed in a state of violent agitation as their 
inmates made frantic last-minute touches to buttons and 
belts, while wild hazards -about Guards of Honour and 
General Parades floated therefrom. The experts, the spare 
buglers, stood aghast. 

A low crooning that succeeded a phrase suggesting that 
“Officers* wives have puddings and pies” turned the 
thoughts of the company officers from fantastic ideas of an 
early luncheon to the sudden certainty that a disastrous 
calamity was upon the camp. They turned pale in the effort 
to remember what particular crisis this unfamiliar summons 
might signify. Nobly they strode forth, all unprepared. 

The 0.0. ’s nerve broke at last at an effort that suggested 
“Danny Deever,” with perhaps a faint touch of The 
Last Post, and yet combined the glories of the Eegimental 
March Past with the slow beauty of the Cavalry Eeveille. 
Further, there was in it one'wild persistent note that never 
a military bugle had sounded before, something that aspired 
blindly to better things, not of the army. 

- “The Mutiny of the ’s over again,” he muttered 

hoarsely, and looked round for the support that was not 
.forthcoming ; Officers, Sergeant-majors, N.C.O.’s and men 
had long obeyed the call. He sallied forth to do something 
with them, and tried desperately to think what. 

Then the bugler blew again, emitting a cry of the heart 
so piercing, so awful, that everybody stood to attention as 
though the Birkenhead was sinking again. But he ended 
on one sustained note of glorious triumph and then walked 
calmly on to the parade ground. 

Thence, with a magnificent gesture, he flung back his 
bugle to the Buglers’ Tent and turned to the expectant 
throng. 

“ I ’m demobbed,” he said. “ Dis-miss / ” 


In a Good Cause. 

Mr. Punch begs leave to remind his readers of the appeal 
that he made last week on behalf of Bart’s, and to ask 
that donations may be sent to the. fund which he is raising 
in aid of London’s oldest hospital, “^hey should be addressed 
to the Secretary of Bunch, 10, Bouverie Street, Whitefriars, 
E.C. 4. He hopes that it may be said, in the words of 
Lord Macaulay, that — 

“ all along the van 

* Eemember St. Bartholomew ’ was passed from man to man.’^ 



October 29, 1919.] 


PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI, 


377 



‘‘You’re disturbing the whole house with your snoring, Sir. I know it’s 

A llOTTEN PLAY,' BUT YOU MIGHT GIVE THE AUTHOR A CHANCE,” 

, I AM THE AUTHOR.” 


WAR-TIME PROMISES. 

How are you getting along with 
yours ? 

I had always intended to keep my 
pledge to Edith to get the brougham 
on the road once more. Accordingly, 
when I heard that the new man at 
Holton had just the mare to match 
Hereward, I hacked over one afternoon. 

There was something vaguely fam- 
iliar about the man. But I have long 
since given up trying to fix the associa- 
tion of vaguely familiar faces. Besides, 
this man was all for business. 

*‘Yes, Sir, I know the mare you 
mean. She must be very like the kind 
of thing you want. Jimmy, fetch out 
that Otterstone mare.” 

I bought her. There was a direct- 
ness about the new man's methods 
of dealing that impressed me favour- 
ably, 

A boy brought out my own pony for 
my return. 

” Heavens I ” said the new man, and 
stepped up to it to correct the curb 
chain. “ Some of these fellows don’t 
know the difference between a bridoon 
and a breeching.” 

I found myself straightening up. 
I very nearly saluted. My heels all 
but clicked. It came back to me so 
suddenly. 

jfc s{s sj: >\i 

An elderly, much rattled subaltern — 
“a sporting old bird who had been 
farmed out on brigade transport,” to 
quote a lordly youth who joined our 
mess for a time. The subaltern salutin g 
every few seconds, partly from ner- 
vousness and partly from an idea that, 
a salute being the prescribed termination 
to an interview with a Brass Hat, a 
series of them might bring matters to 
a close. The Brass Hat — the new 
Brigadier, no less — seated amid his 
gilded and ungilded retinue of staff and 
attached. In the background the re- 
cently inspected Brigade transport, 
obviously, to a mule, breathing more 
freely. A sultry atmosphere peculiar 
to mornings which have not gone off 
according to schedule. The discovery 
of a rag, oily, one, inspection pattern, 
transport- driver for-the-use-of, under 
the arch of a saddle had at one period 
made the air almost thunderous. The 
fitting of harness, also I But let us 
leave it at that. 

“Not much of a show,” said the 
Brass Hat. 

“ I 'm afraid not, Sir ” (salute). “ Of 
course we are full of reinforcements 
after the last stunt, Sir” (salute), “ and 
they are very raw.” 

“They are. That, my dear Sir, is 
why you are here ” (threatened collapse 
of the subaltern). “Some’ of them 


don't apparently know the difference 
hetxveen a bridoon and a breeching 

^ 

Well, what was I to do? Is this, 
perhaps, what they mean by the Social 
Revolution ? I did my best. 

“That’s it, of course. I've been 
trying to think where we met before.” 
(One of the advantages of Peace is that 
I you can say you “met” a Brigadier). 
“You inspected my transport' at Meri- 
court just before I went to hospital in 
'17.” ! 

“ Really ? Well, 'you must have been^ 
with the 99tb, weren't you ? " 

“ Ye^» rather— for thr^e years.” 


“Splendid. Why, you’d know old ” j 

And we got “ right in among it.” 

^ * si? :Ic 

As I rode home an hour later I re- 
called a scene which had followed the 
transport inspection. The elderly sub- 
altern was holding forth in the Mess 
to' a sympathetic audience of men of 
like seniority and snfierings with him- 
self. Standing with solemnly poised 
glass, he concluded a vivid iAsum4 of 
the whole ceremony : — 

“I tell you fellows, if I ever meet 
that blighter for' five minutes in- civvy 

life", I promise you I'll ” 

Ah I those war-t’me promises. 
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historical plays for every theatre in has no fault to find -with tlie Stage in 
THE STATE OF THE STAGE. London. general, but wishes that at Drury Lane 

Impoetant Opinions. Sir Alfebd Butt says that the Stage itwaslarger. There were several effects 

The state of the Stage continues to is at the moment in so flourishing a which he wanted in The Great Day, 
be one of the thousand questions of the condition that no wise manager need but could not have on account of the 
hour, among them being the high price worry about stopping a great success restricted space. One, for example, was 
of clothes and their substitutes, the cost in the middle of a run and substituting a scene depicting dawn, m which.day 
of living generally, the shortage of coal, a revival. _ was to break and the pieces were to 

and the origin of fogs, which some Sir Sidnbt Lee says that everything be distributed among the audience as 
pessimists ascribe to the great number is wrong with the Stage. With the souvenirs. 

of American plays now being performed exception of the Old Tic and the Court Mr. Sbege Diaghilepe says that 
in London. Other prominent questions every theatre is disappointing and de- what is wrong with the Stage is too 
include the economy campaign, the grading. Shakspeaee should be played much talk and too little movement. If 
winner of the Cambridgeshire and the continuously everywhere. Sir Sidney only everything were done in dumb- 
chances of Mr. Asquith ever finding does not say that all adventitious aid show and danced, the Stage would have 
another seat. But, at any rate in cer- should be withheld. He would not no detractors. He would like to have 
tain circles, the state of the Stage way with such a play, say, 

comes first, and few are the papers . S'® Some and Beauty. With the 

so bold as to dispense with well- v -i.-, r i'P' scenery by the young geniuses of 

known actors’ views of the matter. N the Mansard Gallery, and Massine 

Mr. Ainley, for example, in The j||!j| |j!!|l| in Mr. Hawteey’s part and Kae- 

HuejimoWeios.finds nothing wrong. 'SriV'lT-j i savina in Miss Gladys Ooopee’s, 

Mr. Boueghie'E, in The Daily Dx- ||fW fjjjfjl'i I;ii«i |]i;j /; he would guarantee both an artistic 

press, even though gloomy to-day, fPi'; |!r,| lilWli |iiy| a financial triumph. Of course 

is aware of a bright light in the the story would be rearranged, 

future, when he produces Oliver iii IH' There would be no return of the 

Cromwell, Mr. John Deinkwatee’s first husband, no drawing lots, and 

masterpiece. °o cooking of the steak; but in 

The list of actors who have their place some very wonderful 

already rushed into print could be ‘i i'3 posturing, and twenty wreaths and 
extended, but, believing that it bouquets for each of the principals 

would be more interesting to lay ' every few minutes. 

new impressions before his readers, I'tt : ' Mr. Punch’s own opinion of the 

Mr. Punch has secured the services iFilfe | * fitei? Stage to-day— if he may intrude it 

of several dramatic celebrities for ^3^ —is that it is both vulnerable to 

his own pages. In response to in- . ' --- criticism and entitled to be a little 

quiries from one of his misrepre- proud of itself. 

sentatives the following replies are , . 

summarised;— CUBING THE STEIKE. 

Mr. Leslie Henson assures Mr. wimblbdon got its supply 

Punch that there is nothing wrong ^.n 3 e.tui 

with the Stage. Quite the reverse. they had to take t4 buU by the horns 

It is the ideal environment in ^ ^ and practically steal it. ’’—Z/ocaZ Pa 2 ?er, 

which to win one’s bride. • The bull seems to have been cowed. 

Mr. Oscar Asche also says that ^ 

there is nothing really wrong with . ^ defence of his 

the staff ft How could there be just have a look myself an’ see if Education Act in addressing a gathering 

YTrlian MoTHER IS BRINGING ME UF IN THE WAY I OUGHT of local educationalists this aftemoon. 
when the public extends its patron- n Economy, he said, consisted not m the 

age to the best ? It speaks volumes ^ ^ absence of spending, but in the presence 

forthe high level of taste and discriraina- quarrel with musical accompaniments, of waste.”--Z>a% Papier. 

tion during the past few years that the gorgeous scenery and so forth, so long No wonder the other Eisher says, 

most popular play should be so intel- as Shakspeaee- was the basis. He “ Sack the lot ! ” 

lectual and courageous a production as would, however, draw the line at re- . ^ . 

that at His Majesty's Theatre, which, entitling the plays. With the manager “ While at her moorings in Blyth Harbour 

beginning simply as Ohu Ghj.n Ghxw, who wished to. produce The Merchant sSiT“ My^one^eamar^fabr'^^^ 
has now reached such proportions as of Venice as The Voice from the Gam- he escaped.”— Pape7\ 

In such cases absence is always a 

(Jhtn uhoto. it would always be a be albw Antony aiid Cleopatra to fol- safeguard, ’ 

matter of pride with him that during loy7 the pre sen t-Hay market success as ® ^ I 

its phenomenal run he had lost only Mi^rmiies, As-a pure business proposi- » Another scene followed her visit to Oxford 
one camel. No, Mr. Asche concludes, tion it would be wise to put on Shak- in 1913 to the May Week with a cousin of her 
there is nothing wrong with the Stage, speare at every theatre. Since people husband’s.” — Evening Pajger. 

Herbert Trench expresses doubt must go to the theatre, it is a corollary All of which is unthinkable in Eights* 
ae to whether the Stage is what it should that-, if there wore nothing but Shak- Week at Cambridge. 

be. The tendency to produce musical speare they would go to Shakspeaee. : 

comedy and farce on week-days, and, Shakspeaee would .then prosper, espe- “Airs. — -’s wonderful hair tonic and cough 
confine serious dram% to the Day of cially -as there would be no author’s syrup. Try it.”— P^iw. 


■ 




just have a book myself an’ see if 
AIother is bringing me up in the way I ought 

TO GO.” 


his way with such a play, say, 
as Home and Beauty, With the 
scenery by the young geniuses of 
the Aiansard Gallery, and AIassine 
in Mr, Hawtrey’s part and Kar- 
savina in Miss Gladys Cooper’s, 
he would guarantee both an artistic 
and a financial triumph. Of course 
the story would be rearranged. 
There would be no return of the 
first husband, no drawing lots, and 
no cooking of the steak ; but in 
their place some very wonderful 
posturing, and twenty wreaths and 
bouquets for each of the principals 
every few minutes. 

1 Mr. Punch’s own opinion of the 
Stage to-day — if he may intrude it 
— is that it is both vulnerable to 
criticism and entitled to be a little 
proud of itself, 

“AIILK DURING THE STRIKE, 

how WIMBLEDON GOT ITS SUPPLY. 

The previous day they thought'® they 
never would get any at all, and finally 
they had to take the bull by the horns 
and practically steal it .” — Local Paper, 

The bull seems to have been cowed, 

“Dr. Fisher made a defence of his 
Education Act in addressing a gathering 
of local educationalists this afternoon. 
Economy, he said, consisted not in the 
absence of spending, but in the presence 


“ Sack the lot ! ” 

“ While at her moorings in Blyth Harbour 
a submarine was fouled by another submarine, 
and sank. Only one seaman was abroad, and 


* Another scene followed her visit to Oxford 


Pest disturbs him not a little. He is fee^^ to pay, 


open, he says,, wjrite ep< 5 ehrmaking j Mr. Louis N., Parker says fjkat he ] against the winter. 


And provide yourself with .a furrlining 




he’s eoebveb asking he aik, kakneb oe westions. And, 


I OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

Punch s StCr^ of ZjcciTncd Glories,^ 

V^ to a degree scarcely credible in so big a man, intol- 
erant of opinions other than his own, appraising everyone, 
Em® EnwAED downwards, according to 
whether he “backed me” or not, guilty of frequent and 
flagrant lapses of taste and fairness (not to mention gram- 
mar), and continually harping on the string, “ I told you 
Wishes would have no one but himself to blame 
It his Memories (Hoddee and Stoughton) were to widen 
the already too large circle of his enemies. Yet, despite 
all its faults and excesses, I fancy the volume will bring 
him more friends than foes; for it is a portrait, self- 
painted with the broadest of brushes, of a Man, and one 
to whom his country owes more perhaps than to any other 
single individual. But for the British Navy the War 
would not nave been won, and but for Lord Fisheb the re- 
distribution of the Fleet, by which, in Mahan’s phrase, 
eighty-eight per cent, of England’s guns were pointed at 
Hot liave been carried out in time for Arma- 
geddon. S^rom one of the many indiscretions which only 
iield-Marshals and Admirals of the Fleet may commit with 
impumty one learns that, if the author could have had his 
I “ Oopenhagened ” the German Fleet in 

I lyjf, and one cannot help speculating on what would have 
been the present position of this country in the eyes of the 
worldif he had been allowed to do so. .This is" the most 
startling of the many pieces of secret history revealed or 
toted at in this volume. But in truth there is not a 
duU page, and ivhether Lord Fishee is : discussing naval' 
strategy or excusing (without complete success) his part in 
to- Dardanelles affair, or telling us how he taught a Grand 
Duchess to waltz, he is always as lively as a schoolboy. If- 


he wants a sub-title for the second edition which wUl in- 
OTitably be demanded, I beg to suggest “ The Midshipman 
Who Never (quite) Grew IJp.” 

^-Oughtn’t somebody to break it gently to Mr. John Gals- 
woetht that there is a peace on ? I ask because to open 
his latqst story. Saint’s Progress (Heinemann), is to find 
yourself plunged into all the perplexities of the dark years, 
begun to hope had slipped behind 
us. Chiefly, here is a book about the problem of the 
pntly-nurtured unmarried mother, and you wiU not need 
telhng what blend of sympathy, of resolute unpreiudiee and 
rather grm todemess Mr. Gadswoetet brings to its treat- 
ment. It is into the refined, delicately-reared household of 
ths Meo Edward Pierson that the tragedy breaks, when 
his daughter, Noel, refused permission for what seemed in 
pternal eyes a war-marriage of indecent haste, determined 
to follow her own promptings, with the result inevitable in 
fiction. The unmamiad father is kiUed, and. the tale shows 
a group of eminently cbamcteristic Galsworthians facing' 
(and discussing) the situation. They talk sanely, imparti° 
ally, most of them with a strong modernity of outlook 
almost all considerably too much. And out of their talk 
ei^ges gradually the one figure of real tragedy, the broken 
old father, assailed in his deepest convictions, bis preiu- 
dic^, his whole system of life. Mr. Galswobthv has done 
nothing more poignant than this. Eorttt»e resi^^Iimye-i - 
fiinted, Saint s Progress prescribes very effectually the 
inixture ^ before, showing its author struggling with 
obvious ^ort against a conception of social conditions that 
has ^vanTOd ve^ little since the days of The Fairchild 
There is> for instance, a scene of the heroine 
t^ing a po<» woman with a hurt- hand into a swagger 
chemist a, and their, reception by its haughty patrons that 
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as a picture of life in firsfc-aid days, is fraakly farcical. Still, margins and excellent! press-work, I found also (to my 
a clever and well-written book, if hardly exhilarating. chagrin) the legend, “ Printed in America.** ^ 

To the yellow heart and the two jolly Cupids which make Edward Wyndham Tennant (Lane) is the latest volume 
; the paper wrapper of The DisUirhing Charm (Hodder and in a lengthening list of such appreciations, outcome of 
Stoughton) look like a valentine, Miss “ Berta Puck** love and sorrow for the heroic dead. I will confess that I 
ought really to have asked her publishers to add a legend have at tifnes wondered whether these tributes had not 
warning the public that the contents are “for the better have been reserved for their eyes only to whom the 
young.’* If ever novel was written which drew a black loss recorded is a personal one. But again (and especially 
unswerving line between the fogeys who do not live and in the present instance) I have doubted, in face of the 
the very young people who do, it is this pleasant senti- thought that no one could read this story of a short life 
mental story of four pairs of lovers, luckier in the matter without taking courage from its fineness, and from the 
of travel than most of us were (for the ladies at least had knowledge that this is still the inheritance of our race, 
no pressing reason to be there), who met during the War Lady Glenconner’s memoir of her son shows him as 
at an hotel in Western Prance and, after some slight besi- an attractive child who passsd through happy school- 


tation and confusion, set to 
partners. Olwe^i, the little 
Welsh heroine who distributes J' 
among the others the sup- 
posed love-charm, which seems — 
to have such great effect and 
turns out afterwards to have 
been a practical joke, is much . 
too nice a little creature for ^ 
the self-assertive Canadian, 
Captain Boss, to whom she 
is assigned ; and I don’t really == 
imagine that she did live as ^ 
happily ever after as her crea- ^ 
tor seems to believe. But best ^ 
of all I liked the widow, to 
whom, until she lost it, the 
cbarm appeared to attract the' 
Plying-man, the “ eaglet-faced” a 
“B ird-boy” (Miss “Berta 
Euck” insists on this or I ^ 
^wouldn’t quote it) , and my pre- 
ference may be just or may be 
due to a fellow-feeling I have \ 
for the fogeys. 






Samurai Trails (Hodder x \ a treasure so sacred as the last 

AND Stoughton), by Lucian x x.. \ \ \ ^ letter that she received from 

Swift Kirtland, is an ac- ' written only a few 

count, by a man who has his RESOUEGEFXJL HANDYMAN. hours before his death. Surely 

eyes open for the right thing, of Officer {during an engageme 7 it).^*WiL:B,B>^ GomawiTB. mother who has inspired 

the wanderings of two Ameri- glue-pot, you-— idiot?” nobility of devotion as 

cans with a Japanese doctor breathes in every line of this 

through highways andby- ways “WellV- might well go proudly and 

of Japan. The reader recelv^ Handyman. “ Well, n; 's a ™ msT, Sm.” thankfuUy all her days. 

something of a shock when he II 

learns that the travellers, so far from being millionaires of There is subtle delineation of character in The Tender 
the accepted pattern, have to make a nice calculation bf^^en Gons'cience (Secker). Gradually to reveal the effect of a 
and sen, and actually spend their last day in Yokohama worthless woman upon her idolising husband is a difficult 
senless and hungry because *their boat was a day late in ^task, but Mr. Bohun Lynch has performed it with a 
starting. A very charming picture is given . .of -the' restraint and skill which must command admiration. A 
hospitality of the Japanese common folk and the wayside cloud surrounded Jimmy Guise's marriage to his adored 
innkeepers. As for the author’s sense ^of style, the book is Blanche, and it increased all the more because they both 
something of. a “ curiosity- of literature.”- 'Quite simple chose to pretend that it did not exist. Clear explanations 
thoughts are wrapped in roomy veils of grandiloquence, might have saved a lot of trouble, yet nothing could really 
“ Messages from the cords of our legs were telling us to save Jimmy from paying for the mistake he had made. We 
, .concede some compromise to our particularity ” means no suspect Blanche from the very first, and the way in which 
, more than that the travellers had been walking too fast. Mr, LynCjh leads us on from suspicion to certainty shows 
5 “I then discovered two shaved ice-shops , . . and the him a master ^of technique. Apart from the leading charac- 
intoxication pitched my mood to full ebulliency ** means ters we are introduced to some people in one of the new 
. that the author liked ice. And Brbfessor “ Q ” might well Government War departments who must, I think, be drawn 
- pounce on “but.nothing proceeded to materialize” fox his from life. Eor I am inclined to feel that at present Mr. 
poignant chapter on “Jargon.” Binding the printed page Lynch’s powers uf observation are greater than his imag- 
extraordinarily pleasant, with admirably proportioned inative gift. 


“ days into the dawn of an un- 
‘ usually promising manhood. 

Happiness indeed is the note 
» , book. Delight in the 

^ ■ small pleasures of childhood 
(^^aking you recall that it is a 
r /f^ mother who writes), in good 

g health, good spirits, a clear and 
loving nature, and always a 
quite magnificenti popularity 
— seldom indeed can any life 
"" have been so surrounded with 
affection. “ Bim ” Tennant 
|p_:^ lived his crowded and laughing 
years as radiantly as any among 
those splendid boys in whose 
X record our age has found solace 
y . for its suffering. As a poet he 
might have done great things 
/ — you can read here the pro- 
/ mise of what he left in this 
A kind ; as a man he had already 
done them. May I be allowed 
one word more ? Lady Glen- 
CONNER, who explains her mo- 
tive, has shared with us even 
" ^ a treasure so sacred as the last 
letter that she received from 
her son, written only a few 
hours before his death. Surely 
GwiTH mother who has inspired 
such nobility of devotion as 
cLouBs breathes in every line of this 
might well go proudly and 
thankfully all her days. 
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we shall have the best telephone system proper attention, he gave the waiter a 
CHARiVARiA. in the world, has not yet been entered very liberal tip before ordering his meal 

A NUGGET of gold has been found in for the competition. and then asked him what he c 

the crop of a hen at Tintanbar, New recommend. Whereupon the w 

South Wales. A rush has set in and “ Something must be done,'* says recommended another restaurant, 
most of the fowls in the district have Mr. F. W. Fenwick in a contemporary, 

been pegged out. “ to use up the great stores of war The Ministry of Food states 


and then asked him what he could 
recommend. Whereupon the waiter 


been pegged out. “ to use up the great stores of war The Ministry of Food states that 

material.” The idea of arranging a restaurants are not now limited in the 
With reference to the two-year old few friendly little wars seems to have quantity of meat they serve. It is there- 
boy stolen in London last week and been overlooked. . 5 ^ fore still possible to get a shiiling's- 


recovered ^ain at Coventry, we gather 
that the hero has definitely decided 

not to write a book about it. 

* ♦ 


fore still possible to get a shilling's- 
worth for half-a-crown. 

It appears that the Basuto chiefs 

now in London are not anxious to visit One of the subjects down for discus- 
places of amusement. This is what sion at a Sussex village lecture is. 


The old warship Northampton^ while comes of taking them to the House of “ What would you get if you were 


passing down the Thames, collided with Commons. 

Blackfriars Bridge. No blame attaches 

to the vessel, which sounded its siren. As a res 


As a result of attending a spiritual- 
istic stance a man is reported to have 


rich?” The answer is simple. You 
would get heavily taxed. 

sit sic 

It appears that a photograph of a 


Members of the Surrey Volunteers I picked four winners in a dream. Only I group of Government officials taken at 


on being disbanded 
were told that they 
could keep their over- 
coats on payment of 
one pound. It is hoped 
that they may also 
be allowed a share in 
the next war on pay- 
ing their entrance fee. 

*Ic ♦ 

* 

Operatic singing in 
German has been pro- 
hibited in New York. 
Local patriots are de- 
claring exultantly that 
eating in German will 
be the next to go. 










f.'Vj ijlPa I . 




The rumour that % 

Sir Alpbbd Mond was 

about to^ retire is de- ^ 

nied, and the proposal . _ , _ ** Children's books 

to present him with a ^ ^ kotob irmevES nowadays always fin- 

suitably-engraved ho- — ish with the marriage* 

tel is therefore abandoned. the other day, after a supper of Welsh of the hero and heroine,” complains a 

rare-bit, a gentleman tried to back a writer in a weekly paper. But surely 
Cardiff Education Committee has nine-legged green-and-yellow elephant, this is a refreshing change from the old- 
decided not to have boxing taught in ' but the animal was warned off the fashioned ending, when they were made 
the elementary schools. It was urged course by the Stewards. to **live happy ever afterwards.” 

that no boy need ever find himself at' ^ 

a physical disadvantage as long as he One hundred and sixty burglaries The Admiralty, it is ^ stated, has 
can talk Welsh. ^ ,,, have taken place in Munich during the agreed to allow commercial travellers 

*' past month. This seems to prove the to proceed in every battleship sailing 

A pig has been discovered in the truth of the assertion that the Bava- abroad. The proposal that a bonus 
Malvern district infected with rabies, rians would be the first to settle down should be offered to any one of them 
The unfortunate owner will not even to normal business after the War. who manages to sell the battleship 
be allowed to sell it for American bacon. m route is being considered. 

** You must go in very slightly at the 

An American surgeon is reported to waist this winter to be really fashion- A number of men have been arrested 
have offered five thousand pounds for able,” says Miss Howe in The Daily in Paris for melting down five-franc 
the brain of Lenin. We understand Express, Upon reading this Mr, G. pieces. Meanwhile the grocer who 
that . Lenin has replied that if the K. Ohestebton is said to have smiled melts our sovereigns down to 75. 9\d. 

I surgeon will make it guineas be will grimly and repeated the lady's name continues his devilish work unhindered. 







Whitehall turns out j 
to be a failure. It is 
thought that one of 
them must have 

moved. ^ 

‘ ^ 

The passenger who 
was summoned for 
throwing bottles out 
of the window of a 
moving train on a 
certain South Coast 
railway has now been 
acquitted, as the opin- 
ions expressed by the 
passengers* as to 
whether the train was 
actually moving or not 
were very evenly di- 
vided. * * 


“Tie "es up careful, Jim, an’ leave the kid inside. 

STICKS AT NUFFIN’.” 


Them motor thieves 


throw in Tbotsky's. 

stt si« 

Messrs. Geobgb Newnes Ltd. are 


several times. 

“It will bo good news for the housewife that 
A City gentleman had a most extra- there is likely soon to be a reduction in china 


offering two hundred and fifty pounds ordinary experience in a fashionable glassware.”— 

for a short story. The one by Mr. restaurant the other evening. It ap- It has long been chronic in most house 

Illingworth, to the effect that in time peari that, in order to make sure of holds. 


VOL. OLVII. 


n 
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A HOME OFFENSIVE. 

“Lives of great men all remind us 
We can ma^ie our lives sublime.” 

When I address my civil wits 
To read the Lives of Men of War 
(The papers quote the plummier bits, 

A service I am grateful for) ; 

When I review their multiplex damnations 
Of Jacks-in-office, prone to err, 

This endless stream of turbid revelations 
Impinging on the Powers That Were; — 

(And, mind you, all has not been told; 

Thei'e 's talk of scandals yet to come ; 

I could — but won’t — myself unfold 

Tales that would make Whitehall to hum ; 
Peebler would grow its appetite for dinner, 

And redder yet would burn its ears 
If I consented to expose the inner 
History of the Volunteers) ; — 

When I survey what serves the Bosch 
Por sustenance in lieu of meat, 

And mark the laundry-men that wash 
Our dirty linen in the street — 

Staggered afresh with each ajppalling blunder 
Unmasked by these, the Mighty Pour, 

I put myself the question how in thunder 
We ever came to win the War? 

I rather think there must have been 
A certain few, the silent sort, 

Who ,weiit about their work unseen 
Nor made of it a loud report. 

Nor hinted how much better they ’d have done it 
Had fools but understood their aims, 

But simply took the War in hand and won it — 
And I should like to know their names. . O. S 


LOCAL COLOUR. 


be more profitably used in making mouse-traps or wire- 
sieves. Our money is beino wasted. . . , 

{The N— s.) 

Sir,— I write to protest . . . rubbing of the wire. 

Our misguided Government, not content with starving 
German babies, tortures dumb animals. Were we allowed 
freely to import the vastly superior German muzzles all 
would be well. . . . 

{J—n B — ZZ.) 

Sir, — I write to protest . . . rubbing of the wire. 

If your valuable paper will collect further evidence and 
ventilate the matter it will soon be put right. I know 
your power for good. . . . ' 

HINTS TO YOUNG HUNTEES. 

{Being the advice of a South African trader ivho writes from 

the Native Territories) 

I SEE in the papers there ’s a lot of young men going to 
come to Africa nowadays to travel and get big' game and 
things like that. Now I been watching animals in the 
veld\li my life and I thought perhaps 1 could give a few 
hints to young hunters which might save them their lives 
one day. 

Por instance, when a rhinoceros shakes his ears, he is 
very tired and just wants rest. You might go quite near 
him then and he wouldn’t want to do you anything. But, 
when he blinks his eyes, beware. Get out quick, because 
he can run. Mind you, a rhino got very small eyes and 
you got to be pretty close to see him blink. Not many 
living people seen a rhino blink. 

Ehinos don’t eat men, like I read in one travellers’ book. 
They eat grass and simply trample men into the ground. 

If you ’re near some elephants and one lifts up his trunk 
you best get out smart, because he ’s got your scent. If 
an elephant gets your scent he generally gets you. We old 
hunters say if you see an elephant lying down you can go ! 
and twist his tail and he won’t mind. That ’s because no 
man ever seen a wild elephant lying down. 

I read in lots of travellers’ books about how, if you 


I wrote recently to a leading London daily on a matter ^^xit to hear a long way, you put your ear on th^ ground, 
of public interest. ^ ^ Perhaps they can do this in travellers’ books, but not on 

The paper in question, while printing the^ greater part of \q going to get if you try those tricks 

my letter as I sent it, added a tag representing its opinions jg some dirt in your ear or else bit by something. If you 
rather than mine, and then appended my name. ^ gQ^ gj, good Zulu boy, or better still a Hottentot, make him 

I have below indicated the probable result if this course hearing for you. 

were generally followed by organs of public opinion: Don’t go thinking you can make fires on the veld by 

(Oricfinal letter ) rubbing two sticks together, because you can’t. Those 

S 1 B.-I write to protest°agamst the suffering inflicted on ‘^ings you get in travellers’ books too, as easy as striMng 
our pets by these Lrible muzzles.- My precious Tiny is ^ match but I only seen a few Swahili people do it up Bast 
developing a bare patch on his nose, caused by the constant ^ 

rubbini of the wire. 

Can no ingenious scientist evolve an equally efficient but srnart people. You t^ke ma c es. _ . , 

Tou™ f.itUoUy, O^OPHn:. 

(As it might appear in The T s.) ^ twice at the same leopard. 

Sir, — I write to protest . : . rubbing of the wire. There ’s plenty more hints like that I could give. One 

It is doubtless due to the incompetent nincompoops of good one is, Don’t you go reading those travellers* books. 

the Board of A that this atrocity is perpetrated. ■ " 

Sack the lot I . . . Erom the report of a boxing match : — 

{The M g P — t) “Becoming groggy, the referee intervened and stopped the bout 

— I write to protest . . . rubbing of the wire. in ’s favour.”— Paper. - ^ ^ 


Erom the report of a boxing match : — 

“Becoming groggy, the referee intervened and stopped the bout 
L ’s favour .” — Sunday Paper. - 


if the Government would devote its attention to this Shouldreferees be teetotal? The answer is in the affirmative, 
matter of real importance, rather than to harrying the loyal- II " 

i,l. ot . 'temeay w.«U ..o. bo lomd. ... „ ““ as.” 

{The D ly M Z.) ' "^The Connoisseur.^' 

Sib,— I -write to protest ... rubbing of the wire. The refractoriness being Caused, no doubt, by the “ six long 


“Genuine Uneestobed Antiques 
10 ft. Long Eefractory Table, 6 Legs . . £35.” 

Advt. in ^^The Conjwisseur." 

The refractoriness being c'aused, no doubt, by the “ six long 


The wire wasted on these instruments of torture could [legs all here and there” (Edward Liear.) 
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UVe (to returned golfer ). “Bo you liku thb soup, dear— or ark you still playing badly ?'* 


SNATCHCORK. 

“ Have you ever heard of * Snatch- 
cork ’ ? ” asked Frederick. 

** If he 's a man/' answered Percival, 
I met him at Efcaples in '17 ; if it 's a 
patent medicine, my Aunt Catherine 
used to give it to me every morning 
when I was a kid ; but if it 's a new 
temperance drink I never heard of it.*’ 

“ It ’s none of them. It 's a game.'* 

** Why couldn't you say so before ? ” 
said Percival crossly. 

“Because, my sunny cherub, you 
never asked me, I asked you. I’ve 
just been taught it by a real Staff- 
Captain, and I 'm going to introduce it 
into Mess to-night. Most frightfully 
nervy game, he says it is. They had to 
prohibit it during the War on account 
of its demoralising effect.” 

“ What 's the drill? ” yawned Percival. 
“ It ’s a combination of beggar-my- 
neighbour and Sb. Vitus’ dance. If 
there are six players you put five corks 
on the table; then, taking a pack of 
Service playing-cards, you extract all 
the aces, kings, queens, knaves, tens 
• and nines, and put 'the remainder on a 
slow fire or any old , where. By check- 
ing my figuring you will find there 
will be' twenty -four cards — nines to 


aces — in play. These are thoroughly 
stirred — shuffled, I mean — and issued 
in a ration of four cards per player. 
Each player in turn then grasps his 
cards firmly between the first finger 
and thurnb of his left hand and tries 
to palm off a card he doesn't want on 
his neighbour, the idea being to get a 
collection of four aces^ or four kings, or 
four anythings of the same value. Got 
me, bud ? ” 

Percival passed his band wearily 
over his brow. It goes like an A.C.I.” 

“ Good ! Now, as soon as a player 
has a complete set he just says no- 
thing, but assumes an air of vacuity 
and quietly takes a cork. Then everyone 
else snatches for the other corks, and 
the man who doesn’t get a cork puts a 
franc into the pool and drops out.” 

“Well?” said Percival without en- 
thusiasm, 

“ Well, after that you do it again 
with only twenty cards, ffve players 
and four corks — like musical chairs, 
you know — till you get down to one, 
and he scoops- the -pool. , But it’s der 
liriously exciting. The snatching makes 
you so jumpy. .The Dumpshires won’t 
let a m^an play without a certificate 
from the M.O. that his heart is sound/’ 

That evening Frederick was posi- 


tively scintillating. In addition to being 
the pioneer of the new game he had 
discovered absolutely the latest smoking 
mixture, “ Hookah Honey,” which, he 
declared, “ smoked as cool and sweet as 
vanilla-icing and had an aroma like a 
Persian rose-garden.” He circulated 
his pouch lavishly before hostihties 
commenced. 

“ Patrons an’ gen’lemen all,” he said, 

“ before introducing this game to your 
notice I might mention that my com- 
rade, Percival, havin’ been nine - fly 
finalist of the Brigade and knucklebone 
champion of the Battalion, can whisk 
a cork off the table with such celerity 
that spectators are apt to think that he 
keeps his own troupe of trained corks. 
Now, in order that there may .be no 
deception, I propose that we play with 
marked corks taken from the bottles on 
the sideboard.” 

“Eight you are I ” said Binnie ; “ Cork, 
Mark X, taken from the Major’s bottle 
of super-flavoured sulphuric acid and 
cayenne - pepper ; itemt another cork, , 
marked 0, from the Skipper’s ration of 
the same; two, branded respectiyely ; 
F and P, from the soothing-syrup of 
our esteemed brothers, -im- arms ; and 
another, Z, identity and contents of 
bottle unknown.” , * - ^ ^ 
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“ That 's the count,*’ agreed Fred- 
erick. “Now, my hearties, light up 
the aromatic weed and let the play 
proceed.” 

The game was a huge success. It 
went with verve and enthusiasm, ex- 
cepting for an unfortunate interlude 
when all the players- claimed to be in 
possession of a cork. However it was 
found that Percival had only got the 
top-joint of Binnie’s forefinger, and he 
was adjudged to be a loser. Eventually, 
after many games> when the promoter 
was several francs to the bad and the 
players showed a disposition to grab at 
nothing in particular, it was decided to 
bring the entertainment to a close. 

“ Quite a decent rag, Freddy,” said 
Signals. “ And the baccy was a great 
improvement on the medicated chaii* 
you *ve imposed on us lately.” 

“ Eight- 0 1 ” said the gratified Fred- 
erick. “We T1 just replace these corks, 
to prevent evaporation, and toddle off 
to bye-bye. Was the Major’s the nearly 
full or the half-bottle ? ” 

“ Hanged if I remember,” said Binnie, 
automatically snatching at a fly. 

“ Well, I’ll give him the half-bottle, 
although I *m probably sowing the seeds 
of a lasting feud between him and the 
Skipper. Percival, I ’m a cork short, 
and I suspect you. Hand it over.” 

Percival’s dignity had been ruffled 
by events earlier in the evening. 

“ It *s my cork, won by lawful con- 
quest,” said he, having been victor in 
the final spasm. “ I refuse to hand it 
over at your bidding.” > . " 

“ Give it to me. It ’s from my bottle, 
an’ it ’s putting temptation in my way 
to leave it out.” 

“ I shall return it,” said Percival, “at 
my own time and place.” And so say- 
ing he retired. 

Next morning Frederick awoke with 
I the consciousness of having achieved 
I two notable successes. It is not given 
to everyone successfully to “produce” 
a new tobacco and a new game on the 
same evening. His elation however 
was somewhat damped when the ap- 
pearance of an orderly from Percival, 
returning a tobacco-pouch found in Jihe 
Mess, reminded him that Percival had 
also threatened to return a cork “ at his* 
own time and place.” A knowledge of 
Percival’ s methods made him peep in- 
side his teapot to see if the cork was 
swimming on the surface ; it also made 
him carefully cut his breakfast-roll to 
see if it had been inserted therein. But 
nothing happened, and, seeing the Major 
tapping his pipe for his after-breakfast 
smoke, he determined to add to his 
triumphs. 

“I’d like your opinion on a new; 
brand I ’ve got here, Sir,” he said, prof- 
fering his pouch. 



















/ 





M.O. (to Jock, trying to get excused from 
WEAK HEABT?** .{No answer*) “Come on, 
Jock, “KaEBODY ME. ’M TE] 

The old gladiator methodically filled 
his pipe, and Frederick waited on him 
solicitously with a light. After the 
third unsuccessful match he felt that a 
little encouragement was required. 

“It takes a bit of getting going, 
Major,” he said; “but afterwards it 
smokes like cream.” 

Thus encouraged, the Major, with a 
suction worthy of a vacuum pump, 
succeeded in. creating a draught. A 
cloud of acrid smoke, smelling like a 
burning resin factory, filled the at- 
mosphere, and the Major showed pro- 
nounced symptoms of asphyxiation, 

“ Of all the poisonous garbage 1 ” 

he spluttered, and disappeared in search 
of healing and solace. 

Frederick watched his retreating 
figure in amazement. Then he opened 
I his pcmch and turned over the contents 
1 with hfc finger. The “ Hookah Honey ” 






was intermixed with desiccated frag- 
ments of something that was certainly 
not tobacco. 

“ Pity the old boy was the victim,” 
he said. “ But anyway I ’m safe now. 
Percival ’s returned the cork all right,” 


“CITY, COUNTY AND UNIVERSITY 
TI3ME TABLE. 

Tho Regius Professorship of Postal Theology, 
University Preacher at St. Mary’s, 10. 30 a.m.” 

Oxford ^ajper. 

We presume that in honour of the new | 
post the preacher took his text from | 
the Epistles. 

“ In the Commons this afternoon, Hr. Bonar 
Law announced a wide extension of the 
Cabinet. Practically all chief ministers of 
the crew will be included .” — Scotch Paper, 

We cannot approve this flippant way of 
aUuding to the Ministers 




386 PUNCH, OE THE LONDON CHAEIVARI. [Noybmbeb 5 , 1919 . 



Ex-Infantryman {watching private firework di^lay). ^Stbikb me, BillI the old geysbb ain’t ’aee sendin’ up the S.O.S. 1” 

» — ■ ■ ■ — ■ ■ M ., ■ 


THE SPORTSMAN. 

I. — ^Pishing. 

George is a gentleman — that sort of 
gentleman on whose gentility no asper- 
sion s can possibly be east. He is always 
well-dressed, but never dressy. His 
face is beautifully tanned. The state 
of the weather or the season of thej 
year does not seem to bear any par- 
ticular relation to the complexion of; 
George, I don’t know when I admire 
it most. It is very effective when you 
catch sight of him hurrying through 
a Pebruary fog to his office in the City, 
but perhaps, after all, it sits most 
naturally upon him when he is in 
Scotland for his summer holiday, in his 
well-cut coat of Harris tweed and the 
rest of that distinctive tout’ ensemble 
that goes to make up George. 

When he asked me to join him and 
Archie in their fishing and shooting 
holiday, I was at once flattered and 
flabbergasted. 

“Just a little rough shooting,” he 
said, “ and a very decent loch.” 

“ Of course I should love to come,” 
I said tentatively, “ but I ’m afraid I 
don’t shoot,” 

. “Don’t shoot? Is thut all? Well, 
don’t let that worry you, . As a matter 


of fact the shooting isn’t very good. 
It ’s the fishing.” 

“But,” I ventured, “I can’t fish — 
at least I don’t think I can. I’ve 
never tried.” 

“Then you’U come,” said George, 
“ Good. That ’s settled.” 

It was settled; bub I am not sure 
that it was altogether good.* Never 
shall I forget the first fish that I got 
on my line. It happened in this way. 
I had been there about a week without 
having noticed that the loch contained 
anything more lively than weeds. 'I 
was in the boat with George, who was 
“ ghillying ” for me, and we were drift- 
ing before the wind. I had just suc- 
ceeded in disengaging my fly from the 
mahogany-coloured back of George’s 
neck and in making my next cast, when 
a great swirl in the water attracted my 
attention. 

I remember thinking that it wasn’t 
quite the kind of splash that I was 
accustomed to make when casting. 
Then I heard the line whizzing off the 
reel and I knew I had hooked a fish. 

The brute dashed away at full speed 
and then doubled back straight under 
the boat. I was frightfully excited. 

“What do I do now^ George?” I 
screamed. 


George seemed a bit out of sorts and 
answered shortly, “ Keep him your own 
side of the boat.” 

I leant far over the side to see where 
he had gone. The line was taut up 
against the keel. I was aroused from 
my contemplation by a chilly voice 
which said, “If you don’t look out 
he ’ll bite your leg.” 

I staggered to my feet and saw a 
great and fearsome -looking monster 
floundering at the bottom of the boat 
and making what I took to be frantic 
efforts to reach my calf. 

“What in Heaven’s name do I do 
next ? ” I managed to gasp. 

George rubbed the back of his neck 
softly, thought for a moment and said, 
’*“It’s a pretty nasty position to be in. 
The fish jumped in by mistake while 
you were looking the other way. The 
only thing to do now is for you to dive 
in with your rod, swim under the boat 
and get in on the other side. That 
wiU have the effect of disentangling 
your line.” 

Then, seeing that I hesitated, he 
added sharply, “ And don’t waste any 
time about it.” 

Thus encouraged I took the plunge. 
The water was icy. My nod, 'my line, 
my two other flies and my breeches got 
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Wily Shopper (to salesman). *‘How much is this oisrE? (Turning io friend) What time is ’it oub pROFiTEEitma CoMioTrEE 

MEETS THIS AFTEEHOOK, DEAE?” 


badly mixed up in my passage, and it 
must have T^een nearly ten minutes 
before we all arrived again in l^e boat.; 
Once there I rroriced wiifh dismay that’ 
the only other occupant -was George,' 
who was sadly mopping the back of 
his neck with his pocket-handkerchief.' 

“ Lost him ? he asked, and I thought 
W.etected a smile hovering on his hand- 
some face. It ’s just as well perhaps. 
As soon as you went over the top he 
was after you like a flash. That was 
what the professors call ‘ Salmo canii- 
mnis ^ — a dirty customer to meet under 
water.” 

I am cold and rather wet,” I mur- 
mured faintly, “ Let us go home.^’ 

Our Erudite Contemporaries. * 
“ That evening found Jack Drayton running 
about . . . begging . . . ‘Dor pity’s sake, 
lend me a Datin dictionary someone,’ He 
got one at last and . . . therein he learnt that . 
‘ JSysteron proteron ’ means ‘ the cart before 
the horse.’ ” — Monthly Magazine. 

I From a concert advertisement : — 
-<’<D®EE Teade Hall, Manchebtee. — S ide 
Area (keyboard side) 3/- plus tax 6d., 3/6 
opposite side 2/- plus tax 4d., 2/4 (unde 
served ).” — Promncial Paper ^ 

PossiMj’ ; but even music-lovers musfe^ 
help to pay Ibr our recent discord. 


THE EIGHT TO BEEATHE. 

(A BesignaUon in November.) 

The fettei^ of obedienoe chafe, 

I weary of the State's control. 

Of nightly locking in the safe 
The little lump of part-worn coal. 

The politicians and police 
Prevent my eating what I wish ; 

I do not find that axle-grease 

Goes very well with orange squish. 

They snare the whisky in their nets ; 

The sugar— wheredoes sugar hide ? 
I may not purchase cigarettes 
Nor chocolates at eventide. 

But I may chew the autumn mist 
And bite miasmas when I will ; 
The fog-wreaths round about me 
twist 

And fog remains unrationed still. 

Wet vapours I may freely drink 
Unhampered by restrictive terms ; 
It fills me with delight to think 
There is no closing hour for germs. 

x\nd so I wander to and fro 
And snuff the consecrated breeze ; 
** Achoo ! aehoo ! ” men l^ar me go 
And like a trombone is my mmm. 


From food and wine and warmth 
debarred, 

The musks of my soul resounds ; | 

There is no registration card I 

To keep my bellowing in bounds. 

Through Westminster I walk and see 
The men who cut my dinners short; 

But what of that ? The air is free, 
And this is England. I can snorL 

Evoeu 

A TTniq^ue Case. 

“Ehlisting as a Private in 1914, at the age 
of 42, and fighting thus in the early days of 
the War, in Prance, I was eventually de- 
mobilised in January, 1919, retiring with the 
rank of Honorary Major. 

My spending capacity falls short of nay in- 
come.” — Advt. in “ Irish Times. 

“The first half of the 72-ball four-hole j 
match for ^60 a side was played over the 
course of the ISTorthumberland Ciub at New- 
castle on Wednesday.” — Pr&vincial Paper. 

Wo understand that on this occasion i 
no stimies were allowed, 

“ This well-known restaurant has long been 
the favourite resort of all Cairenes seeking 
alfrescod inners amidst the palm groves.” 

Egyptian Gazette. 

Personally we never fresco our inn^e. 
A little “ whitewash ” 'after the sweets 
is the most we permit ourselves. 
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THE IMPRESARIO; 

OB, A Masterpiece in Search op 
Success. 

When I first met Gideon he occupied 
a small and remarkably inaccessible 
office in the vicinity of Orange Street. 
Gideon has gone up in the world since 
then; indeed, his name is getting a 
perfect nuisance on all the Tubes as 
“presenting” this and that “by ar- 
rangement with,” etc., etc. Very few 
people seem to do anything in the way 
of theatrical productions without mak- 
ing arrangements with Gideon. 

Like all truly great men in the em- 
bryo state, Gideon had his weaknesses, 
and if he did practise a little harmless 
deceit to impress the young idea in those 
early days surely it has been justified 
by his subsequent success? Under his 
table and near the telephone he had a 
little bell which could be rung surrep- 
titiously by hand. Hardly had the bud- 
ding playwright begun to pour forth his 
tale to the sympathetic listener when 
“ting-ting” would go the telephone 
(apparently), and with a deprecatory 
gesture Gideon would break off the 
conversation and begin a sparkling 
monologue with Tree or any other 
imaginary speaker that his fancy dic- 
tated ; and for several minutes the as- 
piring author would be enthralled with 
the technicalities involved in the leasing 
of theatres wholesale, the engaging of 
stars at princely salaries, the negotiating 
for unwritten plays by all the best au- 
thors, and last, but certainly not least, 
the mention that he had just- come 
across a particularly clever play by a 
new author who was with him at the 
moment. 

It is not to be wondered at that when 
he finally turned, with relief apparently, 
to the interesting matter in hand, the 
JEschylus sitting opposite him would 
be ready to offer the world’s rights of 
his rnasterpiece on any terms in order 
to keep in with the man who appeared 
to be the hub of the theatrical woxld. 

Yes, Gideon has got on, and yet he 
is singularly unspoilt. A little more 
portly, a little more urbane, a little 
more brusque to his secretary — that is 
all the difference that success has made 
to him. He still greets me with the 
old "effusiveness, and it is impossible to 
believe that it is fifteen years since 1 
first called upon him to hear his opinion 
of my four-act play, Who Shall Testify 9 

What a glorious time it was, sitting 
comfortably in a straight-backed chair, 
hearing one’s own play “cast” with 
practically every prominent actor and 
actress of the day I I remember how 
the first year we shook our heads doubt- 
fully and wondered whether George 
Alexander, then in his zenith, “ could 


touch it.” As a matter of fact I am at 
liberty to tell you now that he couldn’t 
— or didn’t, anyway. “ What a glorious 
time it ivasf' did I say? No, I am un- 
grateful, it still is ! 

Every year 1 come back and there is 
Gideon , still cheery, optimistic and ready 
to sit down and re-cast my play with 
thelatest stars until, after a few minutes, 
the office seems to fade and its place is 
taken in my imagination by the spec- 
tacle of a crowded theatre, a breathless 
audience, and the eminent representa- 
tive of The Times (relegated to the upper 
circle owing to the crush) gripping on 
to the sides of his -seat with excitement 
or mirth; or both. 

“ Ah, yes,” he will begin, and by his 
comprehending manner 1 know that the 
play has never really been out "of his 
thoughts since last year. “Ah, yes, 
your play, Tioo in Trouble — no, no, Who 
Shall Testify 9 — as you say. Yes, we 
must certainly do something about that. 
Would it suit Hawtrev, do you think ?” 

I remind him that a version was 
prepared especially for this actor eleven 
years ago. “In some ways, you know,” 
he goes on indulgently, “your play is 
rather too clever. The public are rather 
tired of comedy, farce or drama” — 
whichever this particular version was ; 
“they i-eally want” — whichever the 
play was not. “H’m, would it suit 
Boubchibr, do you think ? ” 

I express an opinion that no other 
actor could do it greater justice, especi- 
ally the version I prepared for him eight 
years ago. 

“ Good, good. Let me see. What are 
the characters again ? Ah, yes, of 
oonrse.now I remember. The man’s part 

is Quite so, as you say. Then 

what about So-and-so as So-and-so, eh? 
And what about So-and-so as So-and-so 9 
Excellent, don’t you think ? And Marie 
Tempest? — no, I’ve just settled her 
next two plays: but what about Ibis 
Hoey, now ? Yes, adapted, of course, 
but if ” 

And so merrily we go on. Gideon, 
I am sure, enjoys it as much as I do. 
There is not an actor or actress of note 
who has not at some time or another 
appeared in my play. There have been j 
at least eighteen versions, each for a 
particular cast and each adapted to 
meet the trend of popular taste. 

. I begin to agree with" a friend of 
mine, who conscientiously read all the 
eighteen versions during his three 
months in hospital, that it should never 
be produced. As it stands to-day it is 
more than a mere manuscript ; it is 
history itself. By the records I have 
kept of the casts suggested one can 
trace the rise and fall of every star 
within the last decade. See how youth 
begins the gallant ascent, rising from 


“ James, a page-boy,” to “ John Atlas, 
a mercantile giant in grey tweeds, etc.,” 
and to other prominent parts. Then, 
alas, see how, as years roll by, some 
retrace their steps on the downward 
grade, moving fitfully along by way of 
“iff?'. Snack, a solicitor in frock-coat 
and black bag, etc.,” until they pass to 
the great beyond by way of John 
enters with the coffee.” The meteoric 
rise of Owen Nabes is shown vividly 
by the fact that he pass^ in a single 
year from “ Tom, an undergrad in Nor- 
folk jacket and brown shoes,” to “ Jas- 
per Marx, the somnambulistic hypo- 
chondriac” himself; while Miss Lohiu 
leapt in a few months from “ Priscilla, 
a pretty girl of eighteen in love with 
Tom'* to “ Glorianaf without ever 
being cast for the intermediary parts 
of “iffh?/ and Ethel, school chums of 
Gloriana's and much under her in- 
fluence.” 

Production, I am convinced, would 
kill the true value of the play by 
reducing it to a stereotyped version. 
Some day, when a three-year course 
for playwrights is inaugurated at the 
University, Who Shall Testify 9 will 
be dragged into the light. Professor 
Gollancz and other literary anatomists 
will seize upon it, study it, dissect it and 
pronounce it a technical masterpiece. 
Then and not till then will the masterly 
cleverness be made manifest by which, 
with a few strokes of the pen,* the whole 
atmosphere of the play is changed in 
order to suit this or that particular cast 
and, what is still more subtle, this or 
that particular cast under varying 
shades of popular taste. Then and not 
till then shall I receive just reward and 
recognition for my work, and Who Shall 
Testify 9 will be handed down as an 
elementary text-book. 

Pinally, then arid not till then shali I 
be able to pay the bill for typing, which 
amounts, up to the present, to fifty- 
seven pounds and elevenpence. L. 


Alarming Spread of Bolshevism. 

“ An * At Home ’ was held at the Vicarage 
last evening ‘ . the first of a series arranged 
in aid of the fund for providing red cossacks 
for the choir .” — Provincial Pamper. 


“GOALYILLB AND DISTRICT LEAGUE. 

Woodville White Rose wrote reporting Bag- 
worth Town for failing to fulfil ‘fixture on 
Sapteniber 20th, and claimed £5 loss of ‘ gate,’ 
and 12/3 expenses. — The Bagworth secretary 
said the brake proprietor failed them at the 
last moment, and they could not get another. 
There was not a convenient train as most of the 
players did not get home from the colliery in 
time, the train leaving Bagworth at 12.45. — 
A Woodville representative said their players 
always put football before work on Saturdays.” 

Coalville Times. 

Gallant fellows, determined at any cost 
to maintain the output of goals. 











“ NITCHEVO.’’ 

{Meaning It doesn't matter” “ Qa ne fait rien” ** 
right” “ C'est la guerre ”), 

I HAVE nursed great ambitions in my time ; 
Yeanied, with the childish zeal of innocence, 

To be a ringleader of buccaneers. 

To drive a char-a-banc or reach a Pole^ 

Later, my dreams were of the Lonsdale Belt; 
Then of the drama I was bound 'to write 
And stir the wondering heart of all the world; 
Then of a fortune that would line the years 
With crimson velvet. But the War began, 

And I preferred to be a Brigadier, 

Biding about and telling people off 
While glowing honours gathered on my breast. 
Like all the rest, this proved a blighted dream, 
And bore no fruit but three precarious pips. 

Yet, still a visionary and idealist, 

I came with England's boldest to the North, 
Spurred by an aspiration strong as strange 
To imitate the curious sounds by which 
The careless Bussian folk express themselves. 
Five summer months I sojourned in their land 
And learned to laugh at that fantastic hope ; 

For now I 've seen a vision of true peace 
"Which soothes ambition's fever. Let me be 
Some day the skipper of a Dvina barge, 
Beguiling sunlit time upon an ark 
Slow-sliding in the wake of some smaE tug, 

Or on a yellow: sand-bank run aground 


Between the splendour of a boundless sky 
Arid its repeated splendour in the flood, 

The mighty breathless river, bright like glass ; 

And, when our gliding voyage found its goal, 

My^ only task would be to wait content 
Un^l my monstrous sun-baked argbsy. 

Stored with new freight, was ready to be towed 
Interminably back through days and nights. 

The hot blue days and brief sun-tinted nights ; 

And if fed Englishmen were there to rave, 

Expebting me to hurry, I should feel 
But cooler for their heat and vehemence. 

I would escape the wear arid tear of life, 

' ' The" eagerness to reach one journey's end 

But to'begin the next, the English fret 
I ' That makes them slaves to clocks and time-tables ; 

I ForL should bask upon my barge’s deck, 
j . Close to my samovar, and drink pale tea 
j And note the sand-banks nearing, quite aware 
i Tha| we must run aground and to myself 
I Murmur contentment's password, “ Nitcbevo.* 

Commercial Candour. 

“ The demand for our machines at present exceeds the output. We 
are not surprised, hut you will be when yon use one.” 

Manufacturer's Circular, 

^ “Mr. writes: — *It is now six or seven weeks since I discon- 
tinued your medicine, and I may say I have never felt better in all my 
life.* ” — Advt, in Provincial Paj^er, 

“Alarm clocks are still very expensive and very scare.** — Daily Paj^er, 
We always want ours to be very scare, . 
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c* cMr^c nn* dadi iamcmt ^ woman. The House of Commons House when suddenly there was an 
ESSENCE OF PARLIAmENT, evening, however, did its best to unwonted animation on the Treasury 

Monday, October 27th . — The fact that turn women into men, by its amend- Bench and a ripple of cheering from 
at the present rates of pay a miner need ments to the Sex Disqualification (Be- all quarters of the House. The new 
work only twenty-five hours a week to moval) Bill. In its zeal for uniformity Loed Peesident op the CouNCiri had 
earn one hundred and thirty pounds a it went so far as to insist that a peeress quietly entered and taken his seat 
year, helps to account for the fuel- in her own right should be permitted among his colleagues. Strictly speak- 
shortage. Chilly householders may, to sit and to vote in the Upper House, ing, I believe, he had no right there, 
however, be glad to know that the As under the existing law she is also for his labours in Paris had prevented 
Proceedings of the recent Coal Com- eligible for the House of Commons, we him hitherto from taking the oath, 
mission will shortly be available to re- may ere long see a noble States woman The House of Commons would, how- 
plenish their cellars. flitting along the corridors to charm ever, forgive a mtich greater sin on the 


plenish their cellars. flitting along the corridors to charm 

Many times during the last three - the ears and eyes of Lords and Com- part of its most popular Member. The 

years Mr. Bonae Law has been asked mons alternately. cheers broke forth again when a little 

to announce the members of the Cab- Tuesday, October 28th. — Lord Cue- later he advanced to the Table, took 

inet, and has replied by giving the zon came down rather heavily upon the Oath, and once more wrote *‘Aethue 

names of the Big Five. This afternoon Lord Sydenham for having asked him James Balpoue in the Boll which has 
he surprised the House by quickly reel- questions about Afghanistan which had contained that signature in eleven suc- 
ing off no fewer than twenty names, been answered in advance in a White cessive Parliaments. 

including those of the new Bemembering that Gole- 

Ministers of Labour and 
Transport. There seems 
no obvious reason why Mr. 

Geoege Boberts should 
have been excluded ; but 
it is supposed that Mr. 

Lloyd George, when 
drawing up the list, sud- 
denly recalled the old nur- 
sery-rhyme, and, exclaim- ^ 
ing, “Nineteen — twenty 
— I 've had plenty,’’ threw 
down his pen. 

The Postmaster-Gen- 
eral was startled to hear 
an hon. Member appar- 
ently inquiring whether 
the ex - Kaiser was in , 
constant telephonic com- 
munication with this coun- 
try.” He was just about 

to deny the absurd accu- nr i ^ xt. rr c. x o « Jjimergency Juaws 

.. i. u ji of “At THIS POINT, Sir, YOU SWEAR.” 4.; v, Tim « 

sation that anybody, ex- -njr ^ xr, \ A t r ^ (Continuance) Bill, a 

-cr • i. ^ li Mr. Balfour (forgetting that he not on the links). “Tut, tut I” J 

Kaiser or not, could pos- \j j j j * measure designed to keep 

sibly, while the Post-Office maintained Paper issued last August. Premising D.O.E.A, on our necks for another 

its traditions, be in this privileged posi- (not very politely', perhaps) that other year. Mr. Bonar Law, who, remem- 

tion, when a colleague explained that noble lords were in a like condition of bering last week’s upset, made plain- 

the words were *‘his country,” not ignorance, he made a long statement tive reference to the difficulty of ex- 

“ this country.” regarding our relations with the present plaining a case so that the House of 

Seeing the Prime Minister on the Ameer. The gist of it was tliat we Commons would understand it, declared 
Treasury Bench some Members jumped had dropped the subsidy formerly paid that if tha Bill was not passed chaos 
to the conclusion that the Government to His Highness’s predecessors, and would ensue. Even that possibility left 
defeat last Thursday had convinced with it the right to control his foreign Coalitionists rather cold. But, when he | 
him of the necesfsity of reverting to the relations. As in practice these too often added that in that event the Govern- j 
custom of his predecessors and being in proved uncontrollable I fancy the Gov- ment would regard it as a notice to quit, 
constant attendance at the House. Not ernment of India has made a good bar- the malcontents sat up and took notice, 





Clerk of the House. “At this point, Sir, you swear.” 

Mr. Balfour (forgetting that he is not on the links). “ Tut, tut I ” 


RIDGE, in his famous lines 
about Cologne, includes 
among its drawbacks “ hid- 
eous wenches,” I have al- 
ways taken a good deal of 
discount off the stories 
that an epidemic of exotic 
matrimony was devasta- 
ting our Army of Occupa- 
tion. Still it is pleasant 
to learn on official author- 
ity that the register of Co- 
logne Cathedral contains 
no record of any British 
soldier of any rank having 
married a German woman 
since the Armistice. 
f/f The Government had 
some awkward corners to 
turn before it secured a 
Second Breading for the 
War Emergency Laws 
(Continuance) Bill, a 
* measure designed to keep 

D.O.B.A, on our necks for another 


at all. He had merely looked in to gain both ways. 


with the result that the Bill passed its 


give bis moral support to the Leader Lord Amethill complained that the Second Beading by a majority of 170, 
of the House while he unravelled the Foreign Secretary had not com- Wednesday, October 29th. — The 
tangled knot in the Aliens Bestric- municated with Lord Sydenham instead House of Commons is, of course, 
tion Bill And very deftly Mr. Law did of inflicting upon him this “ elaborate perfectly sincere in its desire for na- 
it. After he had spoken, Coalitionists rebuke;” b^ut Lord Sydenham himself tional economy. I assume therefore 
who had voted against the Govern- passed no comment upon the Minis- that the two Members who selected 
ment were loud in their declara- terial statement, unless his apology this particular day to press the Gov- 
tions that they had intended no slight “ for having wasted so much valuable ernment for a decision as to the issue 
either to France or to His Majesty’s time” was intended to convey a subtle of free railway passes to Members of ' 
Ministers, depreciation of its value. Parliament were anxious to be told 

It has been said that Parliament * 


Ministers, depreciation of its value. Parliament were anxious to be told | 

It has been said that Parliament Questions were ambling along imtheir that it was impossible, and were cor- 
can do anything but turn a man into usual dreary fashion in the Lower respondingly disappointed when Mr. 
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Bonar Law said that the matter had 
not yet been settled. 

The offieial statement, recently issued, 
showing that the jdehcit for the year, 
estimated in the Budget at two hundred 
and fifty millions, had now swollen to 
four hundred and seventy-three millions, 
had prepared us for the appearance of 
the Chancellor op the Exchequer 
as a humble penitent, clad in a White 
Paper, and prepared^ to seek vicarious 
absolution for his own sins by inflicting 
further pecuniary penalties upon the 
rest of us. 

What happened was quite otherwise, i 
Mr. Chamberlain, far from 
being cast - down, was posi- 
tively jaunty. At th e very out- 
set he relieved our apprehen- 
sions by saying that no new 
taxation would be necessary, 
either this or next year, un- 
less the House insisted on in- 
curring further expenditure. 

As for the War Debt of eight 
thousand millions the mirac- 
ulous operation of a half-per- 
cent Sinking Eund would clear 
it off in fifty years. / 

The Chancellor’s state- 
mentjthat months ago he had 
instructed the Board of Inland 
Eevenue to explore the possi- 
bilities of a levy on war for- 
tunes, took most of the wind 
out of the Opposition sails. 

Sir Donald Maclean made 
such play as he could with the 
contrast between the Chan- 
cellor's optimism of to-day 
and his pessimism in August, 
when he declared that the coun- 
try was “heading straight for 
national bankruptcy.” Later 
on Mr. Henderson and others 
tried to bring the House back 
to a becoming condition of 
gloom, but without much vis- 
ible success. 

Thursday, October SOtk.^JJudov the 
new arrangement the Lord Lieutenant 
OP Ireland and his Chief Secretary 
are alternative Members of the Cabinet, 
by a sort of Box and Gox arrangement. 
To-day Gox was on duty, and he had 
to undergo a §evere cross-examination 
regarding the present administration of 
the more than ever distressful country. 
Home Euler though he is, he made it 
quite clear that for the moment the 
restoration of order is his chief concern, 
and he roundly asserted that for the 
long list of crimes recently committed 
Sinn Fein and no one else was respon- 
Mble. 

Mr. Olyns^ reopened the financial 
debate Mth the best speech yet made 
on the (^position mde. He gently 


the House to support their proposals, 
“however drastic,” for the improvement 
of the financial situation, when as a 
fact they were making no fresh pro- 
posals whatever to that end. But he 
did not spare his own colleagues, some 
of whom were slow to appreciate the 
necessity of increased production. A 
reasoned and moderate appeal to the 
Government not to exclude the levy on 
capital from their proposed inquiry 
ended a statesmanlike utterance which 
fully justified Lord Eobert Cecil’s 
encomiums. 

Otherwise there was not much force 



8%r Gordon Emmrt “I have pleasure in peesentino our 

OLD FRIEND DoRA IN HER LATEST MODE. ThIS IS POSITIVELY— 
OR SHALL I SAY POSSIBLY? — ^HER LAST APPEARANCE.” 

in the Opposition criticisms. The 
Prime MpisTEB evidently felt that he 
had nothing to beat, and might kick up 
his heels accordingly. For fifty minutes 
he entertained himself and the House 
with a series of pungent phrases, chiefly 
devoted to the outside critics who con- 
fused pessimism with patriotism, and 
thought a deficit worse than a defeat. 

The cheers which greeted his peroration 
w^e followed by persistent cries of 
“Divide, divide!” and, though the 
debate went on for some hours longer, 
all the steam was now out of it, and 
the^ Government secured a gigantic 
majority. 


chaffed thi© Government for inviting 


“ Boys’ Blue Serge Knickers at 3/11. 

V ’Cannot be beaten.” 

wv JE^oviiidal 

Higiily popular, we imagine, for school 
outfits. 


THE BOND, 

“Life’s rum, isn’t it?’’ were thn 
first words Standish said as I took the 
vacant chair beside him at the Club 
“ In what partic^ar ? ’’ I asked. ‘ 

^ “In most,” he said ; “as always But 

just at the moment I was thinking of 
imperfect sympathies; I was thinking 
of the long time it often takes to under- 
stand some people ; how one waits upon 
the happy moment ; and so on. When 
I was at Winchester thirty and more 
years_ ago there was a boy I rather ad- 
mired. But I never quite got on with 
him. He was reserved, and so 
was I ; he was a little senior 
to me ; he had a rather aloof 
.way with him. Sometimes we 
seemed to be on the brink of a 
complete understanding, and 
then it all went wrong. Per- 
haps the best way to put it is 
that he attracted and repelled 
almost equally; but one never 
knew when the currents would 
change. Anyway, we went 
through our time at Winches- 
ter without ever getting pro- 
perly on terms, and I regretted 
it then with some acuteness, 
and have regretted it mildly 
ever since,” 

“Yes?” I said. 

" We never met after leaving 
school,” he continued. “I 
went to Oxford and he didn’t, 
and, except that I heard of him 
at the Bar, I knew nothing of 
him . For thirty years and more 
—thirty-three, to he exact— I 

had never seen him till 

Well, it was as long as that.” 
He paused. 

“You know the phrase, 

‘ How little did I think ! ' It ’s 
always cropping up in our 
lives — a perpetually recurring 
tribute to the way in which the more 
distant and apparemtly irreconcilable 
events are linked together. ‘How 
little did I think 1 ' You ’ve said it to 
yourself scores of times ? ” 

“ More like hundreds,” I replied. 

“ Yes, hundreds,” he repeated. " But 
never have I said it with more astonish- 
ment than this morning. I '11 teH you. 
You know my son ? ” 

"The one who was lunching 
you the other day? ''I asked. 
sailor?” 

“ Yes, I ’ve only one.” 

“A nice frank boy I thought 
I said. 

Yes, I think he is ; I hope so. The 
sea ’s good for them. Gives them level 
eyes ; keeps them simple. Well, any-, 
way, he’s been having some leave, and 
he seems to have spent it in the nemal 
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J\ ,-v» cv n,s Miwi’ 


uiriisfs Wife (to husband cleaning out fowl-house). “Geobo-e, Sib John and Ladt Wormwood have come to see your work. 
Artist. “Right-0. It's just finished.” Lady W. “Very interesting I’m sure; but wjs meant your pictures.” 


way,,fel: ho came to me the other day 
and said he was engaged. The prettiest, j 
sweetest girl in the world, and all the I 
rest of it. It was sooner than 1 had 
been hoping; I bad even made some 
foolish plans about holiday jaunts with 
him alone. What’s the use?” He; 
sighed. “Anyway, there it was, andj 
as everything seemed settled I had to 
acquiesce — always provided that there 
was similarly no objection on the side 
of the girl’s people. Her father, it 
seemed, was being told at the same time 
that I was. ‘What is her father?’ I 
asked. Odd how one says ‘ what ? ’ before 
‘ who ? ’ The -^boy didn!t know — ^very 
characteristically. His name, then ? 
Hurley. The only Hurley I had ever 
met was my school -fellow at Win- 
chester — the boy with whom I had 
never been able quite to get on terms. 
You see what 's coming ? ” 

I said that it. looked easy, but there 
was often a catch. | 

He continued : It was arranged, that 
I should call on him, and this naorning 
I did so ; and he was my ,Winph€;Ster 
Hurley, after all these years. Qf course 
he was ; he had to be I Well, fixed 
up the engagement and I saw the girl 
— she ’s pretty, right enough — and then 
we began to talk, and I told him just 
what I ’ye been telling you about my 


feelings for him at school; and what do 
you think he said ? He said, * That ’s 
exactly how I used to feel about you. 
I wanted you for a friend, and I couldn’t 
get you, and it worried me.” He was 
silent for a moment. Then he added 
with a smile: “He’s dining with me 
here to-night.” 

“ Splendid,” I said. 

“ But the joke is,” he went on, “ that 
suddenly we both began to say, simul- 
taneously, ‘ How little did I think * ” 

I laughed. “ Of course.” 

“ It is odd, isn’t it, life? ” he resumed. 
“ Here were two boys failing to get to 
know each other, and then, thirty years 
after, they are brought together, and 
without any of the old hesitation or 
awkwardness, by the agency .of, their 
children. Scboql-bpys’ children 1 Child- 
ren unborn, unthought of, were to fix 
it up. Devilish rum I ” 


The Crrowing Popularity of Bigamy. 

“ According to the ‘Petit Farisien.,* ofdoial 
statistics of civil marriages 'which took place 
in Paris in the years 1915, 1916 and 1917, 
show that :-T- . . _ ^ * 

726 French women married Bdlgians. 

330 Belgians married Prehch women. 

Evemng Paper. 

. “On Hovemjb^ Pixie Rid bearfi 

Chelsea 3 — 0 .” — Liverpool Paper. 

§ome Kid I 


OF THE EETURN. 

Oh, London Strand, ’tis all a-hum 
And thronged with wheels and men, 
But I would. slack till kingdom-come 
And never touch a pen. 

For I am fresh caught from the spells 
That haunt the home of deer, 

And I have heard the heather bells 
That sound so small and clear. 

Oh, London Strand ’s a sounding shore, 
Laborious and murk, 

Yet I would idle evermore 
And never set to work, 

For I have drunk "of days that shone,' 
That fast as grouse-packs fiew, 

And looked, ipayhap too often, on 
The hills wheh they were blue. 


“During my -walks abroad I am keeping a 
wajy eye on prices, and it is no long^ a 
miasma that these are stepping down*” 

Laily Paper. 

Judging by pur own experience it is 
unfortunately more’ like a mirage. 


“M. Painlev^ believed that the war would I 
be lost if Joffre vTere not displaced. Mr. Lloyd 
George feared that it oould nos be won by 
Haig. 4 

^ Mr. lioyd George was equally confident that 
it cfould* be -Won by Haig ,” — Evening Paper. 

We congratulate the Prime Minister 
on bis second thoughts. 
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“It must have been awful,” she said, moment. Whose idea- was it, Archie, 
A LUNAR ECLIPSE. .<But I do wish you’d got under proper that we should stand up to them and 

A MOST unfortunate thing occurred cover instead of bothering about me. pot them as they passed ? 
the other night which threatens to mar “ It was pretty bad,” admitted Simp- “ Yours, he said truthfully, 

the impression that Simpson has for son. He paused for a while, then added, “ Was it r I d forgotten. Anyhow, 

some time been helping me to make “You know, Dora’s never been in an Miss Simpson, there might have been 
on his sister. She had accepted so un- air-raid.” about thirty of them, big fellows too, 

reservedly our account of other battle- “ [Really, Miss Simpson ? ’ coming round and round in a circle, 

field exploits that there was nothing It seemed almost a pity not to go flying very low and shooting straight at 

at all to prepare us for what actually on, so I thought I would reOaember us.” 

happened. having been fired on by a Bosch aero- “ Shooting at you on purpose? ” she 

“ Then that night in Quelquelieu in plane. I turned towards Archie. ‘'You asked with sympathy in her tone. 


3 n. He paused for a while, then added, “Wasiij? I’d forgotten. Anyhow, 
You know, Dora’s never been in an Miss Simpson, there might have been 
ir-raid.” about thirty of them, big fellows too, 

“ Eeally, Miss Simpson ? ” coming round and round in a circle. 


1918,”’! was saying. “The " 
night, you know, when the 
Boscli flew over in droves, 
dropping ^ bombs every- 
where, and the narrow 
squeak we both had. Have 
you told her about that ? ** 

“ Oh, do tell me, Archie,” 
she cried. 

Simpson’s garden-chair 
creaked as he slightly 
shifted his position. 

“ Oh, that night ! ” he 
said, looking up at the 
stars. “ Yes, that wSis a 
nasty business, if you like. 
How many was it they 
dropped ? A hundred ? ” 

“ Including the two duds. 
We were having a little 
dinner, you remember, in 
that restaurant in the Rue 
de r Occident, to celebrate 
your sister’s birthday that 
day.” 

“ Mine ? ” she asked, and 
she seemed pleased. 

“Yes. .We had just 
ordered a bottle of cham- 
pagne when the first bomb 
fell about thirty yards off 
— thirty - five, perhaps. 
The cork and the bomb 
went off one after the 
other. I remember quite 
well the contrast between 
the two sounds; it was 
most marked.” 

- , “ It was,” agreed Simp- 
s'on. “ It ’s odd you should 
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kiiiiiiilliiiiiiviiiiiimillliiHiiiiiiiiillfillllllllliil. 


XJrchin, *' Oo — ^look I ’E ^s letting somethink out.’ 



“ I ’m* afraid so. At 
both of us, of course. 
There was nothing really 
personal about it.” 

“But how could they 
see you ? ” she pursued. 

I hadn’t thought of 
that. 

“The moon, my dear, 
the moon,” pleasantly put 
in her brother, doing his 
best. 

“How stupid of me,” 
I explained. “ I ought to 
have told you. Well, we 
took our stand on the 
pavement with our backs 
to the wall and drew our 
revolvers, determined to 
sell our lives dearly. Then, 
hastily writing our last 
messages to those we 
loved, we counted our am- 
munition and found we 
had just thirty rounds 
between us. But you 
have to be very lucky, or 
else a very good shot, to 
bring down thirty planes 
with thirty rounds, and 
revolver rounds at that — 
haven’t you, Archie? ” 

“ It ’s not easy,” he said. 

“So we thought of a 
way of ”, 

“Did Archie write a 
message to me?” put in 
Miss Simpson. 

“ We both did. I mean 
— that is — where was I ? 


have noticed that. I noticed it too. mustn’t forget about the Rue de la Gare Oh, yes. So we thought of laying our 
You had the bottle, and you went on — shortly after, you know — when we sights on the moon and keeping our 
filling the glasses as though nothing sauntered out thinking the worst of it fire till .a Bosch aeroplane passed in 
had happened. And when you lifted was over, and how they suddenly came between.” 

yours to drink to Dora I particularly back and began machine-gunning the A slightly suspicious sound came from 

noticed how steady your hand was. streets. Tell her about that.” her way. Her voice, however, was 

You didn’t spill a drop.” “And the fight we had with them, quite calm as she asked if we brought 

“Nor did you, you know,” I mur- with nothing but our revolvers,” he any down. 


mured. ^ ^ added, piling it on a bit. Of course, we couldn’t actually I 

“I can’t pretend I altogether liked “ But how thrilling I ” she cried rap- prove anything,” replied Archie, “but! 

it,” he went on, “the bombs, I mean, turously. “Did you have to kill any certain things came out afterwards, and 

But you, Jou never turned a hair. And of them?” an A; A. battery stationed quite close 

there was that Major fellow in the There was no help for it. - claimed four machines in the morning.” 

corner, with^the D.S.O. and J)ar, fidget- “As your brother says,’’ I resumed, “They do that on principle,’’ I ex- 
ing all over.” « they came back and started machine- plained. 

Miss Simpson leaned forward and gunning the street, as we were going VSo you brought down four?^’ she] 
clasped her hands round>her*knees. f back to our-billet. It was an anxious* said. , . , „ 


there was that Major fellow in the 
corner, with the D.S.O. andjjar, fidget- 
ing all over.” 
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We kept a modest silence. ~ 

“ Anyhow/’ she continued, “ I think 
it was very clever of you to have thought 
of that about the moon.” 

** Oh, I don’t know,” we both mur- 
mured. 

“I do/’ she said pleasantly. “Be- 
cause I remember the night of my 
birthday that year perfectly well. I 
happened to be at Folkestone — ^not so 
very far from you — and there wasn’t 
the faintest ghost of a moon.” 

NOW— AND THEN. 

(The style of Ifr. Philip Gibbs is so 
infectious,) 

To-day, as I went along the Barking- 
Ilford Eoad in one of my touring cars, 
there was nothing to show that, only 
a month ago, this was the scene of a 
grim struggle during the Great Strike, 
a fight which raged without respite for 
over a week. Our objective in those 
days was the City, and day after day 
our sturdy Londoners, grimly humor- 
ous, and with their round bowler hats 
cocked at an angle, fought in a bitter, 
unceasing conflict for the cars* . , . 


Where the line intersects the 

Hoad there still stands an estaminet. 
Within, a comely lass of the district 
used to dispense refx’eshment during 
those momentous days of last month. 
Sunbeams lurked in her hair, and the 
blue of the East Ham heavens was in 
her eyes, so that one rejoiced to behold 
her. Here our boys would come, fresh 
from the conflict, to drink the bitter 
beers of the country, and to gloiy in 
the light and warmth of the place, so 
that I, sipping a more expensive pota- 
tion, would marvel at their high spirits 
and the indomitable angle of their 
round bowler hats. To-day I have 
visited the place again. Outwardly it 
was little changed, but within the girl 
was no longer there. Mine host, as 
he carefully mixed my drink, told me 
sorrowfully that she had gone beyond 
recall. “But yes, we are desolate,” 
hd said in his patois ; “ but what would 
you ? Always the poor little one found 
herself milking the till. , . 

To-day I have tm.velled to London 
by way of the G.E.B, From the win- 
dow of a first-class carriage — there was 
no Fullman on the train — I saw fiasb by ! 


all the strong places by the soap-works 
and the tanning - yards which made 
our progress so difficult in the mighty 
struggle of last month, when London 
was our objective. . . . And so one 
came to the end of the journey, and 
through it all one could not but admire 
the chivalrous spirit of our clean-limbed 
fellows towards their former foes. The 
latter were much in evidence, still in 
their blue uniforms, with here and there 
the gold-laced cap of the High Com- 
mand. Occasionally one saw their 
Guards — big burly fellows these, with 
silver buttons and badges. . . . They 
suffered from no shortage of foodstuffs, 
for I tasted a sandwich at the terminus 
which had come through the Strike 
remarkably well. 


“Good Child’s Push-chaib Wanted. 

Local Pajper, 

Bather rough, though, on the good 
child, 

“ He maintaiDed that the referee should be | 
"brought to boot.” — Local Paper, 

A variant upon the too common method 
of bringing tbe boot to the referee. 
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THE PASSING OE EMMA. 

(The adoption of a Twenty-four-hour GlocTc is suggested,.') 

IjABY, though other devotees have drifted 
Away and none steps forth to break a lance 
On your behalf, nor any voice is lifted 

To murmur, “ Hang it, give the girl a chance 1 ” 

I will be true ; I will not pass unheeding 

When thus you ’re threatened; will not turn my back. 
But take my stand against the superseding 
Of Emma (Pip and Ack). 

What shall it profit us, suppose we lose you ? 

Will roseate hours seem longer if you go, 

Or shorter those that wear the baleful “ blues’ ” hue ? 

I can’t delude myself this will be so. 

Or when they bid us rise, and willy nilly 

(Knowing that we shall get no peace from them) 
We do so, will 6.30 seem less chilly 
Because it ’s not a.m. ? 

It won’t. But when there come our hours of leisure. 
The all too brief reward for duty done, 

And almost at the outset of our pleasure 

We hear some clock proclaiming twenty-one, 

The young hour thus unwontedly inflated 
Will tweak our consciences until, misled. 

We make for home, and, feeling dissipated. 

Crawl wearily to bed. 

There shall be mourning then, there shall be sighing. 
Lugubrious looks and countenances dour, 

The splash of strong men’s tears and voices crying 
“ Emma, thou shouldst be living at this hour ; ” 

But you ’ll be dead and gone, though not forgotten ; 

Too la^ we ’ll learn in grief’s relentless grip 
How truly times are hard and life is rotten 
Sans Emma (Aok and Pip), 


LEST WE EEMEMBEE. 

The deep interest excited by the new system of mental 
training known as “ Bliv,” and the extraordinary results 
achieved by pupils drawn from every class of the community, 
lately encouraged one of Mr. Punch’s young men to solicit 
an interview with the founder and director. The request 
was graciously granted, with the sole condition that the 
anonymity of the director should be respected. No one in 
all his enormous staff of assistants knows his name. Some 
of them aUude to him familiarly as ^*the Blivver;” but 
I this is a matter of no importance. It is enough to say that 
I he is a man in the prime of life, of commanding personality 
and extraordinary cranial development, both frontal and oc- 
cipital, taking an evenlarger sixein hats thanMr. Gjoadstonb. 

“You want to know something about ‘Bliv’?” he 
remarked. “Good. I will teU you. ‘Bliv’ is the short 
for Oblivion. The root idea of my system is to disencum- 
ber the mind of useless knowledge, to jettison the cargo of 
memory and tradition, to concentrate on the present. But 
let me interpose a word of caution at the outset. We 
must forget the dead ; we must be careful how we forget 
the living. It was because he forgot Gosohen that Lord 
Eandouph wrecked his career. Again, while we should at 
all times strive to free ourselves from the dead hand of 
the past, we need not altogether disregard those utterances 
in which old authors recognised the supreme value of forget- 
fulness. Oblivion, wrote one of them, is the remedy for 
injuries. To forget, wrote another, is the best revenge. 
Sorrow’s crown of sorrows, wrote a ishird, is remembrance 
of happier days in misery. But I do not wish to labour the 


ethical value of forgetfulness ; it is rather as an instrument 
of efficiency that its cultivation is indispensable. 

“The Bourbons forgot nothing and shattered their 
dynasty. Statesmen, within the limits noted above, can 
achieve nothing without mastering the art of forgetfulness, 
otherwise they will be perpetually restrained by musty pre- 
cedents. I have in my hand a letter lately received from 
a Cabinet Minister of the highest rank, in which he says, 
‘ Since studying your wonderful little Blue books I have 
entirely and absolutely forgotten, and am no longer troubled 
by, the opinions I expressed or entertained before taking 
office. The relief is incalculable, and I now come to the 
discussion of the most vital problems with a mind fresh, 
alert and unfettered by pledges.’ 

“So much for politics. In literature ‘Bliv’ is equally 
essential. Hitherto writers have been hampered and par- 
alysed by the tyranny of ‘ standards,' the greatest curse 
of creative effort. I have received many gratifying testi- 
monials from distinguished young Georgian poets ; but the 
critics are less ready to acknowledge the value of a system 
which seeks to dethrone pedantry, to abolish the invidious 
practice of parallel-hunting and to silence the parrot-cry of 
plagiarism, 

“ It is the same in art. Artists must not only forget the 
Oorreggiosity of CouEEGaio and the Titianity of Titian, but 
the Sargentry of Saegent if they are to produce anything 
in vital harmony with the spirit of true Modernism. 

“ So too in music. How is a composer to be original 
unless he forgets — I do not say Beethoven and Bach, for 
they are already relegated to the limbo of back numbers, 
but Wagnee and even Steauss? for, as an eminent British 
musical critic has recently remarked, Steauss in all but 
the physical sense has been dead for many years. 

“Eor all these evils ‘Bliv’ is the best — the only cure.” 

The interview ended here, but the effect on Mr, Punch’s 
representative was so profound that several hours elapsed 
before he regained full consciousness of his identity or was 
able to remember his name. 

THE GEEEN LOCH. 

Eak in the hills the Green Loch lies. 

Its emerald water mocks at the skies ; 

Be they garmented grey or blue 
The Green Loch never changes its hue ; 

Eor at earliest dawn, when the winds are still, 

Over the brow of the western hill 
The fairies come in a happy throng 
With elfin laughter and elfin song, 

Trooping down to the water-side 
To bathe in its cool enchanted tide. 

Over and under they flash about, 

They race with the shy little silver trout. 

They twist and tumble and dart and dive 
Till all the lake is alight and alive, 

And glows with a tremulous sparkling sheen 
Like the jewelled robe of an Eastern queen. 

But ere the morning has well begun 
They all come leaping forth to the sun ; 

They hang for a shimmering moment there 
Shaking their curls in the warn), bright air, 

While the water drops from their delicate wings 
And dapples the lake with quivering rings, 

Then rise like thistledown over the trees 
And float away pn the heather-sweet breeze. 

They leave not a sign, they leave not a trace ; 

A slumberous calm lies over the place ; 

Only the green, green waters bide 

To tell the seotet they never can hide. ’ E. 1\ 
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OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

{By Mr. Punches Staff of Learned Glerks.) 

It was my singular good fortune to read Allegr‘a (Mueray) 
on a couch of sickness, an experience that I have no hesi- 
tation in passing on by recommendation to others. As an 
example, indeed, of the gentlest possible fictional nourish- ; 
ment, where everything happens according to the most 
restful plan, and no one ever, or hardly ever, does anything 
that could conceivably agitate the pulse of the (literally) 
“ patient ” reader, I should certainly say that Mrs. L. Aleen 
Harker's new novel has deserved the thanks of the medical 
profession. How, for instance, could a beef-tea story begin 
better than with a literary gent and a budding actress 
thrown together at the most exquisite of country inns? 
Later, when the hero is handed the best-seller of an un- 
dramatic novelist to adapt for the stage at fifty down and 
one per ■'cent royalty (I will say for Mrs. Haeker that she 
at least does not share the too prevalent delusion that 
dramatic authors start from payment by thousands), what 
more natural than that a gentle combination of circum- 
stances should guide Allegra into the position of star-girl 
in the show? Thus far, indeed, all Was so well that my 
nurse beamed and my physician only too palpably con- 
templated enlarging his fee. But — well, I said there was 
a something. The protagonists, by this time Londoners 
established, had arranged an afternoon motor-drive out of 
town, and proposals hovered in the air, when by that 
morning's post he received word from the original country 
inn of their first meeting to say that the little child of the 
proprietors was in extremis^ and inquiring, in the most 


pathetic of literary lispings Well, I still think that in 

treating his abandonment of their expedition, fully explained 
by wire, as reason for an even temporary betrothal to his 
rival, Allegra was hardly playing the game by Paul, or 
doing justice to tlie idealism of her own beautiful nature. 
But, this apart, the tale remains an admirable febrifuge. 

To me certainly tliere are no books more attractive than 
those in which an expert lays himself open to a friendly 
button-holing on his own subject — or subjects. And of 
such volumes very few more amiable examples have come 
my way lately than that in which Mr. Edmund Gosse, O.B., 
allows us, as it were in a confidential hour, to share Some 
Diversions of a Man of Letters (Heinemann). It is an open 
question whether this delightful little collection of papers 
will be the more welcomed by those who have, or have not, 
had the extra pleasure of hearing one of our few remaining 
talkers putting his thoughts into living words ; anyhow, to . 
command a friendly book-chat with Mr. Gosse on a score 
of the subjects that he has -made his own (“ The Author of 
Pelham," “ The Charm of Sterne,” and many others) makes 
in these days a singularly good bargain at seven and six- 
pence. I will attempt no further catalogue of the contents, 
which are sufficiently varied, from historical research, 
through criticism, to contemporary portraiture. Nothing 
in the list is more appealing than the few vivid pages I 
devoted to the late Lady Dorothy Nevidl. Much as has I 
been written concerning her piquant personality, I was 
easily persuaded that there was still ample room for Mr. 
Gossb's most originally painted miniature. Elsewhere you 
have some admir^le criticism — I found it first-class fun^ for 
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example, to follow Mr. Gosse’s chuckling and appreciative wife’s sister (who might just as well have been something 
retorts upon the author of JEjninent Victorians ; and in a else), and a shower of decorations—-** thirty-four knight- 
paper upon Some Soldier Poets a friend who could hoods and two hundred-and-twenty minor honours ” among 
appreciate its exquisite truth was startled by the phrase, a population of rather over six thousand, • I feel that Mr. 
« sparkling deference,” applied to one well-recalled attitude Huefeer very much enjoyed inventing that. 

of Bupert Brooke. Here, in quite unassertive style, is one ^ 

of the most companionable books of I don’t know how long. Perhaps the publishers of Panther (Hurst and Blackett) 

are more susceptible than myself. Certainly the fascinations 

I liked so well the earnestness of Mart Pulton’s novel of Mr. E. A. Poster-Helliar’s heroine, named Imp, seem to 
about Patricia bereaved by the War and finding peace at have got home with them in a fashion lamentably absent 
the tail of The Plough (Duckworth), that I regret that the from my own case. ** Her charm sparkles on every page,” 
relics of an artistic conscience compel me to point out that they write almost estatically on what appears to be called 
the author will need to discipline herself not to let the ** the turn-over of cover.” ^ I can only repeat with regret 
things she wishes to say to her readers make„hay with her my entire failure to detect it. Other qualities I do not deny 
characterisation. She has something to say and is so her, conspicuous among them a fine imperturbability in 
desperately eager to say it that she deals out her mes- circumstances of trial. The position was that, owing to a 
sages through the mouths | ^ ^ j complicated legal tangle, 


sages through the mouths ' 
of all and sundry, irrespec- 
tive of their characters and 
temperaments. I am afraid 
also that she allots to them 
speeches in much too rhe- 
torical a vein for plausi- 
bility. Perhaps she suc- 
ceeds best with the minor 
characters (notably the 
shop-girl, Hettyj and the 
parson’s seventh daughter, 
who became Patricia' s 
fellow-workers at Crow’s 
Nest Parm) just because 
she is less tempted to make 
them the oracles of her 
earnestness. And I think 
she would do well to keep 
the Oxford abridged diction- 
ary at her, elbow and ques- 
tion her more ambitious 
adjectives. Miss Pulton 
has the heart of the matter 
in her; she can feel. She 
merely needs a little practice 
in delivery. . . . An inter- 
esting book, which the per- 
nickety professionalism of 
a reviewer must not be 
allowed, and does not de- 
sire, to decry. 

It always seems to me 




Ko 

SMOKlliC 



of all and sundry, irrespec- jr|.. with the details of which I 

tive of their characters and j!| j M Jj . ir will ^ not bother you, the 

temperaments. I am afraid ■ ' Ul)| ^Tivn heroine’s step-noother had 

also that she allots to them Ji ([> hntra ' an interest in Iw decease. 

f?-nftftehfts in much too rhe- ^ lIlUT/f^ n n rc- llfL_ onlv / So the first thing she did 

was to substitute depilatory 
tablets for aspinn as a re- 
medy for Imp’s neuralgia. 
This worried the acute legal 
mind of the hero not a 
little, both as a solicitor and 
as the lover of Imp; cer- 
tainly he did no less than 
his duty in advising her to 
keep a careful eye in future 
upon the elder lady. She, 
however, now played her 
ace by presenting Imp with 
an electric blanket, the 
feature of which was that, 
if folded in a certain fashion, 
it invariably set fire to the 
bed. But of course fate 
and the hero contrived that 
* this should be just so much ; 
good money thrown away. 
Finally, the stepmamma, 

nickety professionalism ot faint but pursuing, fell back 

t the national awakening. pponpriiBitivemethods,and 

allowed, and does not de- a quartz paperweight, with 

It TS BUMOURED THAT OUB EBOPAUANDIST GOVERNMENT IS GOING 

® TO INSTAL A NEW DEPARTMENT AT THE ZoO POB THE ENCOUBAGBMENT but pOSSllDly yOU 

OP INDUSTRY BY EXAMPLE. havs heard enough. One 

It always seems to me , .thing more however I 

something of an achievement when a grown-up author | simply must tell you. Bemember, our heroine had from 
succeeds in writing from the point of view of a child, the first been cognisant of these repeated efforts at her 
Sometimes I have suspected autobiography in such removal. On the night of the final, or quartz, fiasco, she 
efforts; hut his own experiences cannot here have knocked timidly at the door of the hero’s room. What is' 
helped Mr. Oliver Madox Hiteffer much, although’ the matter? ’ be asked sharply. ‘Nothing,’ she assured him, 

** Jane Wardle” appears beneath his name in brackets. *is wrong ; only I have got the horrors and cannot sleep* ” j 
Dinah, his heroine in Little Pitchers (Stanley Paul), The' italics are mine. It was her first and last word of I 
is a real little girl, full of that jealous consciousness complaint. What a heroine 1 And — what a story] I 

of her own personality which often makes the girl child ================-=^^ ^ 

what nurses call **a handful,” while her less introspective 

brother is being tiresome for much more understandable; Better Bead* 

reasons. Apart from Dinah, who only has one really big' “^^7 pressed the Government to solve the question. It will ' 

adventoe and doesn’t get much excitement out of i^.LUtle 




THE NATIONAL AWAKENING. 

It is rumoured that our propagandist government is going 

TO INSTAL A NEW DEPARTMENT AT THE ZoO POB THE ENCOUBAGBMENT 
OP INDUSTRY BY EXAMPLE. 


Better Bead* 

pressed the Government to solve the question. It wiH ^ 


T,*. T i! Ti* « adopted a nonposthumous attitude .” — Indian Pamer, 

Pitchers is a somewhat cynical account of life in war-time 

in a little country town. Mr. Hueffer places the affairs “The war was supposed to he going to put an end to the wearing 
of Crowmarsham in the hands of two dishonest but affable of top hats ; but I looked round church last Sunday, and could ! 
solicitors, who employ themselves chiefly in digging pitfalls count only two men who were not wearing them.” — JEvemng Paper. 
for each other. He brings his story to a happy ending We fancy the writer must have got into a synagogue by* 
with a missing soldier’s return, a marriage with a deceased mistake. ^ \ 
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CMARIVAPtA rumoured that, with the view of Dealing with the forecast of the Oabi- 

CHAKIVARIA, ^ saving coal consumed in running the net Committee’s report on Ireland The 

‘"WillParliament comeinto itsown?'' lifts, several Whitehall departments ikfa;/Z points out that the scheme 

asks a morning paper. We can only have requested their officials whenever bears a marked resemblance to that sug- 
say that it seems to be coming into possible to go out to tea before they ge^tedihy The Tirnes. We can only hope 
ours all right. ^ ^ return from lunch. that the plagiarism was unintentional. 


Since the Peemiee's speech on Na- “ The Goeben” says a telegram, “ has The male cook has come to stay, says 
tional Expenditure w’e understand that been surrendered and is in charge of a a contemporary. Well, that is more 
in future the Northcliffe Press will ac- skeleton crew.” We think that Lord than seventy-five per cent, of the other 
cept no responsibility for any of the Parmooe and his Eight-the-Famine sort do. ,u ... 

opinions expressed by members of the friends ought to see to this. * 

Government. ^ Women’s gowns,” says a fashion- 

^ ^ Upon being told that he could have a writer, “ are being designed to show a 

As a result of prohibition, says The new house by the end of the year 1921, normal feminine figure,” A jaded hus- 
Science Journal of New York, it is ex- an enterprising gentleman, anxious not band writes to express the hope that 
pected that Americans will live much to be left in the lurch, remarked, they may soon hover round about the 
longer. It may seem longer, of course. “Then I ’d better at once order the figure of five guineas again, 

plumber to come and mend the bath- 

“ The Government,” according to an pipe.”- Steps are being taken to abolish can- 

official notice, “havel^ I nibalism on Malekula 


purchased large quanti- 
ties of currants.” They 
are being fitted into 
buns with all speed. 

r sI' ?ic 

5|S 

It is rumoured that the 
Amalgamated Society 
of Sewer Cleaners have 
demanded representa- 
tion on all future Par- 
liamentary inquiries. 
*=:.* • 

Scandal pursues the 
best of us. An evilly 
, disposed person is go- 
ing about declaring 
that he distinctly saw 
Mr.PuSSYFOOTJOHNSON 
enter aDublin hotel and 
call for a porter. 


Steps are being taken to abolish can- 
nibalism on Malekula 
Island, For a start, 
l' L missionary ration-cards 

! ; ijln* are to be introduced. 








/.A ■ 




Ne7'voiis Cyclist [who is very slwrUsighted). “Why the deuce don’t you -is 

inree tons oi nsn sound your hooter at corners ? ” rnu * 

are stated to have been The owner of the first 

caught at the Hastings Angling Festi- “ The Americans are anxious to abol- wooden house in the Birmingham dis- 
val. A reporter who moved freely ish the breakfast habit in the United trict is glad to say that it has been 
among the competitors declares that a States,” says a gossip writer. Another successfully leaned against, 
fourth ton of fish bit clean through the consignment of their bacon and they 

line and made good its escape. should accomplish the same trick in “ How will the Church regard the 

this counti7. ^ n, Prize Bond ?” asks a contemporary. A 


“ Why is the cheap 
motor-car delayed ? ” 
asks a trade paper. We 
can only suppose that 
it must have broken 
down on the road some- 
where. ^ 

* 

Will the gentleman 
who stole the 20-h.p. 
green motor-car from 
outside the Motorwheel 
Club on Wednesday 
evening last please com- 
municate with x.y.z., 
c/o The Club, with a 
view to early arrest ? 


line and made good its escape. 


The Piver Dee Fishery Board has * 

decided to charge a licence to all “ Are we becoming an unmar 
fishermen over the age of fifteen. In Nation?” asks a contemporary. We 
the event of a fisherman over fifteen fancy not. Only the other day a strap- 


ild accomplish the same trick in “ How will the Church regard the 
counti 7 . ^ n, Prize Bond ? ” asks a contemporary. A 

* ' married contributor writes to say that 

Are we becoming an unmannerly in his opinion the Church invented ife. 


The Blue Fuel Commission is nro- 


being unable to produce bis licence banger offered a lady his seat if she posing to obtain power by harnessing 
the fish will be entitled to be put back could find it. ^ the tides round the French coast. It 

at once. must not be confused with the Blue 

• The Medical Eesearch Committee Fuel-Consumer, who is quite powerless. 
The Divisional Court has been asked suggest that the influenza germ^ should ^ ^ 

to decide whether the dispensing of be annihilated by sulphur-dioxide gas. An interesting legal question ^ has 
drugs constitutes the performance of It seems the best plan is to strap the been raised in the Sister Isle. A Kerry 
services or a sale. The answer is germ down to a table and 'then squirt man while out shooting missed his 
simple. If you recover, the druggest the stufi at Kim through a syringe, policeman and hit a neighbour’s cow. 

' did you a service; if not, you were sold. The question is whether he should be 

' “I have a cat,” says a correspondent made to pay for the cow. 

Mr. H. G. Wells is reported to be in the Press, “ which kills several rats 

engaged on a History of the World every day.” Tliose of the New Poor Wanted, a reliable Carter, with accommo- i 
from Bible times down to Mr. Arnold who can no longer afford to keep up dation for storing Margarine.” Local Paper. 
Bennett. .their mongoose will welcome the news. But suppose the fellow prefers butter ? 


VOL. CLVTT. 
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THE GLAD NEWS. 

Abmistice Day. 

“What*s the date?” inquired the 
Company Commander as he prepared 
to sign a number of documents destined 
to appease the insatiable lust for statis- 
tics of that sinister organisation which 
passes under the pseudonym of “ Q.” 

The Quartermaster-Sergeant appeared 
to consult the adjacent portion of Bul- 
garia. 

“The eleventh, Sir,” he decided. ^ 
“Oh, ah, yes, of course,” said the 
Captain. “And what month ? ” 

The Q[.M.S. decided that the Captain 
had really been in the Balkans a bit 
too long. . ' ' 

“November, Sir. And the year’s 
1918, Sir.” 

The Captain carefully dated all his 
returns, and the top of the writing-pad 
he was using as a desk. 

. “ Rations are up, .Sir. And it ’s local 
beef again, no jam and no cheese.” 

“ You/ear that ? ” remarked an astral 
voice outside the tent. “ Bloomin’ J ugo- 
Slav cow, no cheese and no blinkin’ 
pozzy.” . • 

“ I suppose,” said the Captain diffi- 
dently, as if hesitating to suggest an 
absurdity, “ no rum issue ? ” 

“ Rum, Sir ? ” the Q.M.S. lowered his 
voice as one who speaks of holy things ; 

“ why, the Quartermaster himself ’s out 
of rum.” 

“Good heavens!” ejaculated the 
officer, much moved. “-That makes 
three we'eks since the last rum issue.” 

“ And three weeks since the last fresh 
meat, not counting local beef. Sir.” 

“ And three weeks since the Mess 
ran out of grape-juice in any form,” 
added the Captain. “ These Bulgavs 
had better be careful or we shan’t come 
here again.” 

A clicking of heels and a vibration 
of the atmosphere indicated the pres- 
ence of the* Sergeant-Major. 

“Beg pardon, Sir,” observed that 
warrior,* “rifle inspection ready. Sir.” 

“Give me that thing I brought in 
with me, Quartermaster-Sergeant. No, 
not that — try the pink thing. What 
does that say ? ’’ . - 

The Q.M.S. scanned the ill-written 
wire. 

“ Armistice with Germany came into 
force 11.00 hours,’’ he read, “ at which 
time hostilities ceased.” * 

“ That ’ll be it,” said the Captain. 
“Do your best with the stew. Now, 
Sergeant-Major. ’ ’ 

In due course the platoon com- 
manders, having examined each man’s 
thumb-nail by medium of his rifle 
barrel, reported all as well as possible. 
The Company Commander cleared his 
throat. 

“ Company — ’shun ! ” he rasped. 

“ The War stopped at 11.00 hours this 
morning. Rail out the officers 1 Dis- 
miss 1 ” 

“An’ time too,” commented Private 
Gudger, as the parade moved off, grous- 
ing gently, “ keeping us standin’ there 
a perishin’ week.” 

“Did you ’ear what *e said?” re- 
marked his mate. “That about the 
War,? ” 

“Ay. An’ what if it is over? R 
won’t do us poor blighters no good. 
They’ll leave us ’ere m blinkin’ Bul- 
garia while they talk for a year, an* 
then start fightin’ the French and the 
Yanks over tlie Pfeace terms. I tell youj 
this War ’s not goin* to finish; never no 
more. It ’s‘ grown into a nabit.” 

5!< sis >1« ^ 

The quick Bulgarian dusk was falling, 
and each canvas shelter was coming 
out a twinkling point of light, when a 
sudden burst of cheering came from the 
distant railhead dump. The ammuni- 
tion column took it up. Brigade H.Q. 
buzzed with it. The mule lines neighed 
furiously. 

An orderly from the signal office 
thrust a pink message form into the 
Captain’s hands which sent him hurry- 
ing with shining eyes to the bivouac of 
the Sergeant-Major, who received his 
order with incredulous -delight. 

“These English celebrate their vic- 
tory,” said Captain JZogitov of the 
Bulg£|,rian Army to his Lieutenant, as 
they listened to the cheering, ‘and in 
perfect unison they spat expertly upon 
the floor. 

“Boys,” the Sergeant-Major was 
shouting with beaming face, “the ration 
train’s just up with some trucksful of 
rum, and a. double issue is authorised 
for to-night. It ’s on the way up now. 
Fall in in ten minutes.” 

And the welkin boomed anew. 

THE GREAT CONSPIRACY, 

“Why is it that women have no 
notion of economy ? ” inquired Henry. 

- All women are familiar with this 
question; but because we are so wise 
'we never attempt to answer it. How 
can we, when we' know that the whole 
world is in conspiracy to prevent our 
saving, so that most of us poor victims 
give up the struggle as 'hopeless ? 

I want to save ; I do indeed. I think 
at this crisis in the country’s affairs we 
ought all to be frugal, to make sacri- 
fices. Besides, my account at the bank 
is getting very low. 

Thus I decided I would not have a 
new coat this winter. It was hard, 
now that these new fascinating hearth- 
rug collars are so much in vogue, but I 
was determined to stand firm. Then 

— this is where the conspiracy begins — 

I saw the advertisement. It showed 
the coat, well-cut, elegant, all-wool, 
desirable and — think of it in these days 
— priced.eighty-nine and six. 

My pulses throbbed. I realised that 

I could make sacrifices for the country 
and have my coat as well — without the 
newest collar, perhaps — but, as I have 
said, now is the time when we must 
learn the stern lesson of self-denial. - 

I hurried to the West-End emporium 
without delay. 

“ You 'wish to see our advertised 
coat at eighty-nine and six,” said the 
assistant jn answer to my fevered re- 
'quest. “ Certainly, Madam.” 

The garment was placed upon me, 
but only for an instant. 

“ Will you try on this other one. 
Madam?” said the voice „ of the con- 
spirator in my 'ear; “it is so much 
newer, and then look at its superb ligne ^ , 
its perfect mouvement . . (These, by, 

the way, are the expressions they send 
us with the models from the Paris 
ateliers. Of course you only pay to 
hear them in the most exclusive West- 
End establishments.) 

You are now able to seethe conspiracy 
in full swing. Any woman will under- 
stand the subtle suggestion in those, 
words ; and every woman knows what 
followed. 

I tried 0 ^ other coats. Models rich 
in fur and superb in cut were folded; 
about me in rapid succession. Losing' 
all sense of proportion I plunged my 
arms into sleeves of coats bearing , 
prices which but an hour before would 
have staggered me. In fact there were 
brief intoxicating moments when I 
found myself hesitating between a seal- 
skin with skunk collar at two hundred 
guineas, and a sable-trimmed velour, the 
ticket of which was marked with the 
sinister sign MNK — three hundred and 
eighty guineas. * * ^ - 

Prudence came to my aid in time 
and persuaded me to purchase some- 
thing cheaper. No, it wasn’t the coat I 
set out to buy. You can’t get'“ line ” and 
“ movement ” for eighty-nine and six. ? 

‘ sic sic sic sic 

“ Henry dear,” I remarked that even- 
■ ing in the awful lull that followed my 
request for an advance of twenty pounds, 

haven’t they a system in men’s shops 
of persuading you to buy something 
much dearer than you intended ? ” . 

“Indeed they have not,” replied 
Henry emphatically. “ You just ask 
for what you want and they give it you 
— that ’s ail.” 

So you see ; the shameful conspiracy 
is directed entirely against women. I 
am sure that men originated it so as 
' to get us more into their power. No’ 

. wonder we are not able to save. - ' 
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Wife, “Tell me what you think op it, James? Aftee all, you ^ve got to pay foe it.” 
James,^ “ I leave it to you, my deab. Aftee all, you ’ve got to wbae it.” 


Woory V?. 


LLOYD GEOEGE AGAIN. . 

Though but a visitor to the village 
the Vicar asked me to take the chair at 
the Parish Hall when he lectured on 
the Wonders of Astronomy. I modestly 
I'efused till he put it to me in this way: 
“ If I don’t ask a stranger I shall have 
to ask one of my churchwardens. One 
of them articulates defectively and can’t 
talk. The other can’t stop talking. In 
fact, on previous occasions he has caused 
me to deliver.my lectures in very trun- 
cated form. Besides, our village audi- 
ence loves a fresh face.” 

I could not deny the villagers the 
pleasure of gazing upon my fresh coun- 
tenance. 

^ The audience was large but impas- 
sive. When I sat down after a very 
few introductory words a sympathetic 
deaf lady in the front row said very 
loudly, “ ’As the poor man forgot his 
spe^h ? Give ’im a clap.” The ap- 
plause that followed was too forced to 
be flattering. 

Soon the Vicar was under way. Now 
the subject of astronomy is a somnolent 
one. When one thinks, of stars one* 


thinks of night; when one thinks of 
night one thinks of bed; when one 
thinks of bed one snores — ^at least a 
gentleman at the back did. Soon the 
audience became comatose. Those who 
were not physically asleep were men- 
tally asleep. The Vicar could have ex- 
pounded^ the Muggletonian belief that 
the sun is just one mile from the earth 
and no one would have noticed it. 

All at once he bjnrst forth : “ Now as 
Mercury goes round the Sun in eighty- 
eight days the Mercurian year only 
lasts eighty-eight days ; whilst, as Ne{)- 
tune is the most distant planet, the 
Neptunian year is equal to a hundred 
and sixty-four of our earthly years. In 
which of those spheres would you pre- 
fer to exist, my friends? I' pause for 
a reply.” 

The Vicar might have paused through 
a Neptunian year without getting a 
reply from that audience. However, 

* these novel astronomical facts im- 
pressed me. I thought that I would 
regain rqy reputation as a speaker when 
the lecture was over by indicating my 
chojce in humorous fashion. _ 

' So when at last the Viear- finished I 


said the usual nice things and then 
turned to this question of years. I said 
that I found great attractions in the 
Mercurian year. Supposing Saturdays 
and Sundays to arrive every seven 
days,iis on earth, and assuming the 
UjSual half-dozen Bank Holidays and 
the usual month’s summer holiday, it 
was evident that in the Mercurian year 
of eighty-eight days there would only 
be thirty working-days. That seemed 
indeed admirable. But I also observed 
that quarter-day would come every 
three weeks and that the rate-collector 
would call every six weeks. Then I 
tprned to Neptune. Existence in thalt 
planet had its advantages. One could 
live^ there a hundred years without 
paying Income Tax. Quarter-days 
that were forty earth- years apart 
seemed, too,- a most desirable ar- 
rangement. I was just going to telL. 
the audience that I was a confirmed 
Neptunian when all at once it occurred 
to me that I was born in £he early 
autumn. Had that been my lot in Nep- 
tune I might have -attained the credit- 
able age of a hundred earthly years 
and after all miss my summer holiday^ 
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and the county cricket season. So I 
plumped for Mercury, even if its quar- 
ter-days come every three weeks. 

The Vicar chuckled all through my 
remarks, and the wakened audience sat ^ 
open-mouthed. I thought that they 
would see my jokes later, and pictured 
the blacksmith three days hence burst- 
ing into guffaws in his forge, and the 
pig-dealer overcome with mirth as he 
drove his charges to market during the 
course of the week. 

But when I walked out of the hall 
with ,the ,Vic^r I heard angry voices 
arguing in the darkness. 

“ I tell you *e comes from town and 
knows what 'e's talking about. If 
Government could alter time o* day it 
stands to reason it could alter quarter- 
days." 

“A nice lookout it is for us with 
quarter-days coming every three weeks. 
I tell you that Lloyd George didn't 
do so bad in the War, but when it comes 
to making new quarter-days 'e 's taking 
too much upon 'isself.” 

More voters lost to the Coalition. 


UNCONSCIOUS ART. 

It was not intended to be humorous. 
It was a serious poem and its theme 
was martyrdom. I was not induced by 
admiring friends to type-wrilie and send 
it out on its travels, as so often seems 
to happen in the' fairy tale called “ real 
life"; my friends were of the other 
kind, who would simply have said 
“ Tosh I " if I had given them the 
chance to read it. So, without offering 
it for their criticism, I did it up in a neat 
parcel, with a stamped envelope en- 
closed, took it to the post myself, and 
waited to see what happened. 

What happened was the return of it 
within three days, accompanied l^y a 
memorandum : — 



THE NEW POOR. 


Bishop, ** Abe shebe Aisrz rea^dly poor families in your parish, Mb. Iones ? ** 
Country Parson, “Only my own, my lori>.” 


“ Bear Sir, — ^Your poem has merits, 
but we regret, to say we cannot publish 
it. It is top long and not of sufficient 
general interest. As, however, judging 
from certain lines ‘ of the poem (espe- 
cially 6, 36 and 107), we gather that 
you have a sense of humour, we sug- 
gest that you should write something 
in the lighter vein that seems suited to 
your natural style, and send it to such 
a paper as Gheerio^ or to one of the 
definitely humorous magazines. 

■Yours faithfully, The* Editor.” 

I looked at the lines indicated and ! 
could see no humour in them ; certainly 
any fun that they suggested was un- 
designed. I was deeply aggrieved, but 
i cheered myself with the thought that 
all the martyrs have not yet won their 
and crownsi and set . myself to 
the humorous article,^ for which, 
at any rate, one person seemed to think* 


I was fitted. I chose to express my- 
self in prose this time, as I was rather, 
disheartened .about verse — just a brief 
sketch of contemporary life, which 
seemed to ^ow out of my fouptain-pen 
as if I had been a humourist all my 
life. I typed and sent it off in a glow 
of self-satisfaction, and back it ‘came in 
the allotted three days, with the usual 
little note to keep it company. 

“Bear Sib,” the note paid, — “We 
regret that, as we only use humorous 
articles in our magazine, we must re- 
turn your' MS. with many thanks for 
the offer. If we might tender a sug- 
gestion it would be that, you should 
eliminate the .mora- flippant phrase 
that are scattoed somewhat at hap^ 
hazard through the article, and send 


the amended MS. to some serious 
magazine, such as The Athenaeum, the 
subject,, apart from its treatment, hav- 
ing $ome.merit and interest. 

Ypurs faithfully, Ed,” 

So I have at least learnt that my 
natural genius lies in the direction of the 
two great arts of unconscious humour 
and unconscious seriousness. I say 
“ great,” for, if it is the business of Art 
to conceal itself from the general eye, 
it is the business of great Art to con- 
ceal itself also from the artist. I shall 
now set myself to practise both of these 
Arts with earnestness and assiduity. ' 


«* War wants light situation.” 

- f - Prtmndal Paper, 

Anybody can see through this. 




AN ERROR IN LANGUAGE. 

[Addressed to Sir A. H. Stanley, who adjures passengers on the 
Underground Bpailway to **he patient until we put things straight.”] 

Does one exhort the lion in mid- spring 
To show endurance ? , Or placate the heart 
Of hermit elephants a-trumpeting, 

With “ Steady on, old bean I " Does Beauty start 
Untouched by fury to the remnant mart. 

Or the White Hope of Hoxton feel no pique 
When the swart Hthiop swats him -on, the cheek 7 

Have we mot tom our ticket f ream the cage^ . 

Savaged the guardian of the gate, of steel. 

Moon after angry moon, and red with rage — 

Here a loud bellow, there a piteous squeal — 
Trodden or else been trodden under heel 
(No chivalry is shown, no quarter here ; 

Youth spares not age, nor Lancelot Guinevere)-^ 

Till someone gains, the goal fp;r which we pant, - 
His headgear and^his kerchief both forsook, ' 

And still fights on with foes like adamant, 

A reticule around his brblly^s crook, 

Biting the mangled pagk of a hook* 

By E. M. Dei/I/, and clutchihg„in despair 
A broker's spats and half a typist’s hair— 

His left leg by a porter firmly gripped 
To hale him to the platform, but his nose 
By some-ikind fate -within the doors is nipped, 

And through the tunnel at the last he goes. 

And struggles to a strap and finds repose. 

Till what remains of him, wild-eyed and wan, - i 
Beaches some G.O.S. at Kensington ? 


And such an one, emerging from the gloom 
To London’s traffic slopping through the grease, 
Hearing the motor-buses’ busy boom 
The while he straightens out his facial crease, 

Shall he not joy in that recovered Peace ? 

And if he thinks about your simple ad. 

Shall he not smile, O Stanley ? Yes, my lad. 

Tell us to train our muscles night and day ' 

With P.T. antics, and to punch the ball, 

See red, and nervous for the frightful fray, 

And practise every wrestler’s trick and fall 
On tailor’s dummies propped against the wall 
Or wax-made models fastened by a thong — 

So the dread zero hour shall find us strong. 

But “ patienc^,” Stanley ? No, or not until 
^ Eternal trains shall run to every bound, 

Silent, unending and too large to fill, 

And even non-stop Barkings make no sound. 

And Peace arrive with Ealing olive-crowned, * * 

And Hope and Charity pass down the car — 

Till then the wild-cat’s rage, the warrior’s scar, 

— " Evoe. 

** The purple paftch that in the hands of Milton, Donne or Mac- 
aulay rose like a wave from the deep, waa employed by liiTn vrith the 
conscious brush of a decorator ,” — Times Literary Su^lement, 

While here, you will notice, it is simply sewn on with a 
thowel.' \ ^ . ' 

(( The evidence was to the. effect that eleven o’clock on the morniiiK, > 
in question two police ojB&cers saw the men served out of a black 
little. They were of opinion that it was Whisky, and a portion of 
liquor upon being seized and analysed was found to contain 
alcohol .” — Liverjoool Daily Post, 

It must have been pre-war whisky. 




Noveimber 12, 1919.] 


PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVAEL 


407 



THE SPOETSMAN. 

II. — SHOOTINa 

You have still to hear how I landed 
my first fish, 

I think I mentioned that when 
George asked me to join his party in 
Scotland he didn’t say much about the 
shooting. His actual words, if my 
memory serves me aright, were: “ As a 
matter of fact the shooting isn’t very 
good. It ’s the fishing.” 

It was not until we had been there 
nearly a fortnight that George came 
down to breakfast one morning looking 
healthier than ever and adorned in a I 
superb shooting-coat, complete with 
leathern shoulder-pads and cavernous 
pockets. 

**I am going shooting to-day,” he 
announced. 

Archie, who up to then had taken 
his gun out nearly every day, looked, 
seriously alarmed. 

Are you ? ” he said. “ Then I think 
1 11 go and fish.” And before we could 
utter a word he had bolted like a rabbit, 
got into the boat and rowed swiftly out 
of range. 

Left in the lurch, I donned my waders 
and sallied forth to fish alone. George 
disappeared. 

I had been fii^shing for barely an hour 
I when the same alarming symptoms 
occurred which I have already tried to 


describe, I had hooked a fish; only 
this time I felt there was no cause for 
alarm. It was clearly a small one. 

At this moment a tame duck, cack- 
ling insanely, flew over my head, fol- 
lowed at a respectful distance by a large 
number of leaden pellets and a deafen- 
ing explosion. 

The bird alighted on the water just in 
front of me, and, turning ray head, I 
found myself looking down the barrels 
of George’s gun, not five yards away. 
At this juncture he selected to fire his 
second barrel. I was surprised and not 
a little relieved to feel no answering 
thrill of pain, and was just coming to 
the reluctant conclusion that be had 
missed me altogether when a certain 
coldness about the legs revealed to me 
the awful truth. Pellets had penetrated 
my waders in several places. 

“ Brute 1 ” I shrieked. “ You ’ve 
punctured me 1 ” 

The water streamed in apace. I took 
on a heavy list to port and sank slowly 
by the stern. 

George hauled me out and began to 
apologise. 

“ I ’m awfully sorry, old chap,” he 
said, “ but the fact is I ’m not much of 
a shot — 7 -” 

** Don’t mention it,‘”I answered sadly; 

I bear no resentment against you for 
having hit me. I remember that when 
you invited me here yon WMned ma* 


that the shooting wasn’t very good. 
But what does rile me,” I continued, 

** is that you have made me lose my 
first, my only, indeed I might almost 
say my ewe fish, and ” 

Geoi'ge interrupted me by pointing 
dramatically towards the loch. 

“On the contrary,” he cried, “I 
have merely killed him for you.” 

Following the direction of his finger, 
I saw, first, the duck, still sailing un- 
dismayed in the immediate vicinity; 
second, the top of my rod protruding 
from the water, and last— and by far 
the least — a small fish, no larger than a 
sardine (and still further resembling 
that succulent comestible in that it had 
no head) lying on the surface, stone 
dead, with one of George’s ubiquitous 
pellets, no doubt, in its little heart. 

I fell upon it with a shout of joy and 
bore it triumphantly ashore. 

I had caught my fii'st fish. 

It was also my last. I had learnt my 
lesson. The risk that the intrepid 
angler must run seemed hardly com- 
mensurate with the prize. George, 
actuated by somewhat similar motives, 
also gave up sBooting. 

If only he had known it, the little 
fellow — I refer now to the fish — had 
every reason to be proud. For he repre- 
sent^ in his own chubby person not 
oijly the total catch from my rod, but 
also the total bag from George’s gun. 
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A DOG DAY. 

{Every dog has at least one of them,) 

** He 's asleep in the sun, behind the 
greenhouse,'" said Albert Edward, re- 
turning from spying out the land. 
“ Push ahead." 

“ What 's his name ? " I asked. 

“I’ve heard the old girl call him 
Rupert; but never mind about his 
name ; make a noise like muffins until 
you get him in range and then — click ! " 

“ It 's all very well, but " 

“Eor a chap who, according to his 
own showing, has made a decent living 
stealing sheep in the Colonies, you 're 
strangely sticky over a little job like 
this," he sneered. 

My reputation, it seemed, was at stake. 
I stripped ofif my coat, leapt lightly over 
the fence, crept round the hydrangea 
bush, did a serpentine tummy wriggle 
through some raspberry canes and 
arrived within grappling distance of 
Rupert. He was, as Albert Edward 
reported, asleep on a sunny patch of 
grass, drugged with lunch and looking 
very much like a hairy sucking-pig. 
He did not hear me approach, and when 
he woke up his head was swaddled in 
my coat, his barking apparatus firmly 
muzzled by my strong right hand. ’ 

We found Claudia and Chloe dis- 
cussing jumpers (knitted, cashmere) on 
some mossy boulders at the head of 
the lane. 

“We’ve got him," Albert Edward 
announced triumphantly, 

“Less emphasis on the *we,"" I 
said. “ Who stole the blooming dog j 
— you or I ? " 

Chloe’s large blue eyes widened to 
about the size of Delft saucers. “ Stole ? " 

“Nothing of the sort, dearest," 
Claudia comforted her. “ We 've merely 
asked it out for the day. It belongs to 
that old woman who is lodging at Mrs, 
Tregenza’s, and it does have such a 
deadly time. It 's never allowed out by 
itself, and the poor henpecked darling 
just creeps along at her heels with its 
head and tail down, shooting such 
glances of envy at my cheery Peke that 
it nearly breaks my heart. So I thought 
I 'd give it one jolly good day at any 
' rate, and sent these people round to 
invite it.” . 

“Remove the invitation from Rupert’s 
head and let him hear the good news," 
said Albert Edward. 

'Rupert’s porcine countenance camei 
to light; he appeared to be on the 
point of tears. 

Claudia snuggled her cheek against 
the creature’s hairy neck. “ Cheer up, 
old thing ; we 're quite respectable, 
really. Chloe’s uncle is a dean and 
seven curates have proposed to me." 
“Let’s all swank," - said Albert Ed- 


ward. “ The King once wrote to me as 
his * trusty and well-beloved ’ ! " 

“ He took it back when he demobilised 
you, though," said I. grandfather 
got drunk with the Peincb Regent." 

“ He 's quite reassured now," said 
Claudia, fondling Rupert’s elongated 
proboscis — “ and urns is going to have 
the time of urns’ ickle life, isn’t urns?" 
She turned to .me — “ I think you had 
better carry him a bit further ; he 
might be still slightly suspicious, i 
Come on, Chloe." 

The two girls set off at a brisk pace 
across country, swinging their sticks 
and discussing lingerie (cr^me, nun’s 
veiling). Half-way up Penmenor Hill 
I paused. “ Here, you bear the burden 
for a while." 

“ Oh, go on ; you don’t tell me you ’re 
tired," safd Albert Edward scornfully. 
“Why, I’ve seen a man carry a hun- 
dred-pound bag of flour to the top of 
Kosciusko without opening a pore." 

“ Maybe you did, but I wasn’t that 
man, if you remember. Take the dog^ 
or I drop it.” 

“Drop it^ then. He should follow 
us now.” 

, Rupert lay where we dumped him, 
on his back, his legs in the air, appar- 
ently studying the cloud effects. 

“Let’s leave him there and he’ll 
trot home presently. We can say he 
bit us and escaped. Oh ! *’ 

Claudia had appeared on the top of 
a bank. 

“Where’s Rupert?" she called. We 
pointed. “ Why is he upside-down like 
that?" 

“Hush! he ’splaying authors. He’s 
Gilbert K, Eilberton at the moment, 
hatching a paradox." 

^ Claudia frowned. “ You ’ve offended 
him^ somehow and made him suspicious 
again. Pick him up, one of you." - 
We hesitated. Claudia made signs 
of jumping down. 

“ Well, if you two great brutes won’t, 

I will. Of course Chloe and I are but 

weak women ; still I daresay " 

Albert Edward returned and gathered 
up Rupert. We dipped down a sunny 
slope, crossed a stream and breasted the 
earn on the other side. Albert Edward 
began to grunt. 

“ I once saw a fellow carry a hind- 
quarter of beef up Kilima N’jaro," I 

began, “and he neyer " ^ 

“ Turned a hair," Albert Edward com- 
pleted, dropping Rupert into a bed of 
bracken. “ Yes, I know, some men are 
wonderful, aren’t they? -Look here, 

I 'm going to drag this animal. Lend 
me your handkerchief ; mine ’s in the 
wash this week.” 

I felt all over myself with no result, 

“ I had one once, I knov?. Must have 
dropped it somewhere. More expense." 


Chloe, perched upon some giant 
boulders, hallooed and waved her stick 
at us. I groaned and picked up Rupert 
again. 

. *** ^ ‘fi -iJ- sjs 

"Tired?” 

“ Yes.” 

“ So am I. Still nothing matters as 
long as the dog enjoys itself, does it ? ’’ 
“ No, of course not. Let ’s try car- 
rying him between us. You take his 
front legs, 1 11 take his tail. Got ’em ? 
Eight-b ! Forward ! ” 

**' *1' sjs ,{5 

At Crows-an-wra (which is Cornish 

for Zawn-a-Bal, or Pedn-men-du or 

something) we met the two girls re- 
turning. 

“ What on earth have you been doing 
all this time ? " Claudia inquired. 

“ We ’ve been giving Rupert pick-a- 
back rides and playing horses for him," 
I replied. “ It ’s his birthday. Didn't 
you know ? " 

“Well, you’ve missed your tea, at 
any rate. You were such an appalling 
time coming, so we had it without you. 
It was a scrumptious tea, wasn’t it, 
Chloe? Saffron cake and blackberrv 
jelly." 

“ And cream," Chloe murmured bliss- 
fully,-^“ a cow-full." 

“ Don’t talk like that before an empty 
dog," I implored ; “ it 's cruelty."' 

“ Oh, we didn’t forget him, you may 
be sure," said Claudia. “ Didn’t forget 
Mumsie’s ickle diddums, did us, dar- 
ling ? Here, eat this." She proceeded 
to hand-crorm Rupert with chunks of 
golden saffron cake. Albert Edward 
and I watched the operation fascinated. 

“Didn’t happen to remember Mumsie’s 
ickle Albert Edward by any chance, did 
you ? " that gentleman inquired. 

Claudia stared. “ My goodness 1 
Did you hear that, Chloe ? The great 
lazy brutes expect us to fetch them 
their food, now. No, of course not," 

“ Quite right too," I agreed. “ What do 
we matter as long as the dog 's happy ? ", 

“ And now for home," said Claudia, 
as ^Rupert' removed' the last crumbs of 
cake from* his whiskers. “ Come on, 
Chloe.’-’ . 

The^ two girls set off at^a brisk pace, 
swinging their sticks and discussing 
afternoon dance frocks* (c6rise taffetas, 
pieot-edged). We followed them. A 
hundred yards further on Claudia 
halted — “ Hello, where ’s Rupert ? ’’ 

’ “ Over there, on his back again, wait- 
ing for the little stars to twinkle, twinkle. 
There 's astrology in his family." 

" “We can’t leave him like that. One 
of you must carry him." 

^ “ Oh, I say I Steady on. He ’ll find 
his way home." 

“No, he won’t ; it ’ll be dark pre- 
sently. Besides, I expect he *s tired." 
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Can’t we be tired too ? ” 

Claudia shrugged. **, Chios and I 
must do it then. We are but weak 
women, still ” 

“ Go ahead,” I grumbled; gathering 
Eupert to my bosom. 

* 5j: sis ^s 

“ Put him on the grass hy the green- 
house,” said L ‘"That ’s* where he 
came from*” 

“ Not me,” said Albert Edward. 
“Wha stole the blooming dog, you or 
I?, Catch 1” 

A large figure loomed out of the dusk. 
It was Trembatb, the local sleuth, * 

He coughed. “ Been a fair old 
rumpus over that dog, gentlemen. 
Party what owns it says it was * stolen 
from her garden this afternoon.” 

“ S-S'-stolen ? ” I stuttered in amaze- 
ment. 

“ Stolen ? ” Albert Edward gasped, 
horrified. 

“ Stolen,” the constable repeated 
coldly, “was the word, Sir.” There 
was an awkward silence broken only 
by the shuffle of Albert Edward’s feet 
and the chatter of my teeth. 

“ Stolen ? ” came the voice of Claudia. 
“ Stolen ? Why, of course, why didn’t 
we &ink of it before ^ The gipsies^ 


must have stolen the poor little dog 
and then got tired of carrying him or 
something. How lucky we were walk- 
ing up the valley this afternoon and 
found him ! By the way, how is your 
rheumatism, Trembath? He suffers 
agony from it, Chloe dear, and yet never 
lets it interfere with his duty for a 
moment. Did you ever hear of any- 
thing so devoted ? Good night, Trem- 
bath. And, oh, you quite understand 
about those fiendish . gipsies, don’t 
you?” She beamed bewitcbingly on 
the wretched man. 

He drew a deep, deep - breath, 
“Quite, Miss.” 

We turned homewards down the lane. 

“ Whee-eet 1 ” A soft whistle brought ! 
me about. It was Trembath ; he held 
something white in his hand. 

“ Ahem, them fiendish gipsies didn’t 
steal a handkerchief of yours by any 
chance, Sir?” 

I fingered the rag nervously. 

“ Yes — er — no, I don’t think this is 
mine.” • ; * . ■ 

“ It ’s got your name on it, Sir.” 

“ Oh, yes, so it has, by Jove 1 — er — ^er 
— where ?”^ • • . > 

“ In the garden, Sir,”eaid he, ‘"where 
the dog- came from*” ^ PamilIlOTBb* 


. THE CHAMPION. 

Sing, sing, my Muse, the fury of the 
fray, . 

When in the chill of dawn last Saturday 

Innocent Youth first met in mortal 
strife . ^ 

Grey Infamy, that fought for very 
life. 

Slily the villain crept with fell intent 

To rob the poor of needed nutriment; 

Hardly had been obtained the precious 
food* 

'Which should sustain the beautiful and 
- good ^ » 

(Meaning ourselves), and we could get 
. no more 

Should he succeed in plundering -our 
store. -''i 

Fought he must be — and was. When 
morning came, ^ 

Tired yet exultant, clothed in deathless 
fame/ 

Panting -beside the corse the victor 
lay. 

Who can forget the wonder of that 
day 

When, to the pride and glory of the 
house, 

Poushkins, our six-inch kitten, slew a 
^mouse? 
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Mother, ‘‘Wot abb you holding up youb hand, darling?” ' ^ 

^ KITTLE GIBLS AK0 


, SUPEE-SALABIES. 

Sir . AiiBebt , Stanley’s^ remarkable 
declarations as to the ample supply of 
£10,000 jobs if the right: man coulcL'be 
brojight to the top have excited so .much 
comment that Mr. Punch haa^thQughi 
it desirable to "collect the'^opinions of a 
few“ leading ‘men on the*subject^ ' 1 . 

^ The §HAH ‘ of; "Persia cordiallyi.en-- 
dorsed Sir Albert. ;STANLEY'a;<^^c^^Am 
that the -greats difficulty lay in finding, 
men big enough to bear the burden of. 
big positions. He, added that he was 
doing his best ; he Was only twenty-ohO, 
but he weighed twenty^tone. jr -,* 

Lord Eisheb thought that $ir Albert 
Stanley was talking, .rot though his 
hat. The only good work /done now- 
adays was done by men out: of jobs. 
The papers were full of advertisements 
from people who said.‘iSalary no ob- 
ject/' If all the ten-thousand-pounders 
were sacked, as they ought to be, there 
was plenty to go round. 

Mr. Asquith .said he had read that 
Lenin only received a salary of £1,500 
a year. No doubt he would be dubbed 
a Bolshevist for calling attention to the 
statement. He had recently been read- 
ing Samuel Warren's Ten Thousand a 


Tear, but it threw little light on Sir 
Albert Stanley's contentions. 

' Mr.* Harold ' BIigbie vras specially, 
interested in the statement that it was 
not brains that were lacking;'but trained 
brains.- That,*" he renaarked, “is a 
^rnost .poignant and pregnant saying, 
and it falls in exactly , with what- in 
season and’ out oL season I have. been 
preaching : f o^ inany years past / ^oii 
cannot, have"^ big brains unless ^ you have 
room for them, : Brain-trja,ining pres.up-. 
poses craniaLdrill. You cannot lodge an 
A1 brain in a 03 skull,'; ®ut. any nian'. 
or woman ,*(^anhaye an Al.skull..if he. 
(or she) will only give the same^ambunt 
of time to skull-drill that he,(or s^)‘npw 
gives to Swedish. exercises* on face,tiass- 
age. Sir Oliver Lqdge told me,' ih .one 
of our many interviews; that between 
‘the ages of seventeen and ‘forty- thtee 
his head had. increased, in diameter by 
almost one-third: The method is simple 
and not' -painful, and consists of dis- 
tending the cranium by *a "current of 
compressed air driven through the eu- 
stachian tubes. Then as the cranium 
expands the ' brain follows suit. * Of 
course care is needed to secure an 
equable pressure, otherwise a bulbous 
appearance. may result, instead of the 


beautiful dome-like, protuberance which 
is" generally associated with greatness. 

, But headanot only wax ; they wane; I j 
remember ’* — here Mr. Be&bie adopted 
a , flute-like tone of infinite pathos — 
“that when I. saw the- Kaiser; at 
Amerongen- I was at once struck by 
the shrinkage of his cerebellum. Per 
contrajMx, Q. K. Shorter tells me that, 
since devoting his energies to finding 
a^ sblution of ;the Irish' problem which 
will satjsfyjhe’ generous aspirations of 
the Sinn Eeiners, he has been obliged 
to exehange a 7-inch'fof a'7|-inch h;at, 

I ^ “The whole subject is of enthralling 
I initerest ; perhaps too .enthralling wtien 
one tMnks of the hereditary predispjcisi- 
tion of shatters Jo insanity. But I'am 
srtre that we give far too little thought 
to' s^^stematic and scientific cranial dis- 
tension as an indispensable preliminary 
to greater efficiency, uplift and salary- ^ 
earning capacity. That is the mpral 
of a little poein I have just composed, 
in which a beautiful girl, before con- 
senting to becoming engaged, asks'her 
suitor one vital question : — 

“ Thrilling with a soft emotion 
To her love she sweetly said, 

. Tell me,, Edwin, tell me truly, : 

„ Mow are yoH round the head ?/ ” 
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ESSENCE OF PARLIAWIENT. 

Monday, November Brd , — Sir Auck- 
land Geddes manfully withstood 
the attacks of the hard-shell Tariff 
Eeformers, who complained that he 
was permitting the free importation 
of all manner of foreign goods and 
thereby promoting unemployment. In 
his opinion what the country chiefly 
wanted was goods, and Labour would 
not be seriously injured by the importa- 
tion of toothbrushes from China, arti- 
ficial flowers from Japan or even mouth- 
organs from Germany. 

The mention of this last article 
caused a sympathetic spasm in the 
breast of Lieutenant-Commander Ken- 
worthy, the champion mouth-organizer 
of Central Hull. He complained that 
the price of these instruments was now 
four hundred per cent, above the pre- 
war level, and protested against any 
obstacle being placed in the way of 
their importation. 

This poignant appeal must have gone 
home, for when Mr. George Terrell 
endeavoured to move the adjournment, 
in order to call attention to the ** great 
menace to the reconstruction of in- 
dustry involved in the policy of the 
Government, only thirty Members sup- 
ported him, and the motion fell to the 
ground. 

The gas supplied to the London 
householder now compares unfavour- 
ably with that generated in the House 
of Commons, which, if not particularly 
illuminating, at least produces a cer- 
tain amount of heat. Nowadays the 
mot d'ordre in the gas-cooking house- 
hold has to be, “Polly, put out all the 
lights before you put the kettle on ! ” 
But a Bill obliging the gas companies 
to charge according to quality instead 
of quantity is in course of preparation, 
and is expected to produce an improve- 
ment before, say, the winter of 1920-1, 

The usefulness of Question-time has 
sometimes been challenged. But its" 
value was proved this afternoon. With- 
out its aid the First Commissioner of 
Works, who wants twenty thousand 
bedsteads for the Boyal Air Force, 
might never have known that the 
Deputy Minister op Munitions had 
nine thousand of them for disposal. It 
was the Member for Hertford who 
effected the introduction and gave rise 
to the ’Lobby conundrum : “ Why is 
Billing like adversity? Because he 
makes us acquainted with strange bed- 
fellows.^’ 

In a calmer atmosphere than pre- 
vailed on previous occasions when the 
Aliens Bestriction Bill was before the 
House steady progress was made. But 
when Colonel Wedgwood moved a 
series of Amendments designed to 


enable aliens to change their names — 
the best way, in his opinion, to turn a 
bad German into a good Englishman 
— he met with no encouragement, the 
House evidently considering that a bad 
German by any other name would be 
equally malodorous. 

Tiiesday, November MK — Lord Charn- 
wooD introduced a Bill to render clergy- 
men eligible for the House of Commons 
and other representative bodies. Their 
present disability, he pointed out, dated 
from a time when the clergy taxed them- 
selves separately through their own 
assembly — a halcyon period, whose 
restoration our starving parsons would 
infinitely prefer to the faint chance 
of election to Parliament. The Arch- 
bishop of Canterbury opposed the Bill 
on the ground that it would involve 



EAKL BEATTY OP THE NORTH SEA. 

the clergy in partisan controversy, and 
drew an ingenious distinction between 
them and the Bishops, who, though 
they sat in Parliament, were not tied 
to party organisation^ Nevertheless 
the Peers gave the measure a Second 
Beading. 

Having now had time to read the 
White Paper on Afghanistan Lord 
Sydenham made a renewed attack on 
the Government policy, and on this 
occasion was supported by Lord Isling- 
ton, who thought that we could hardly 
have given the Ameer greater con- 
,cessions if he had beaten us. But the 
two noble lords got no change — in 
any sense of the words — out of Lord 
CuRzoN, who again pointed out that 
the negotiations were not yet com- 
pleted, and added that the control 
over Afghanistan's foreign relations, 
which we had now relinquished, had 
been of so unsubstantial a kind that 


the late Ameer had concluded a secret 
treaty with the Germans. 

The delay in the appointment of a 
Consul-General at New York is due, 

I according to Mr. Harmsworth, to the 
great difficulty of finding “ a man pos- 
sessing the requisite commercial train- 
ing, knowledge of America, business 
capacity and experience for so import- 
ant a post." Mr. Bottomley, who put 
the Question, is convinced that the 
Government have not really been trying. 
He himself is prepared td find such a 
man within five minutes and without 
leaving his own office. 

The evening was occupied by a dis- 
cussion on the appointment of a soli- 
citor as Goal-Controller. Mr. Brace, 
who led the attack, said that the Gov- 
ernment seemed to think that the one 
thing necessary was that this official 
should have a legal mind. Well, why 
not ? Surely in these days a very desir- 
able qualification for the post is a 
working acquaintance with Goke upon 
Littleton, 

Wednesday, November 5th , — A fresh 
breeze from the North Sea dispersed 
the vapours of the House of Lords when 
Earl Beatty, escorted by Earl Howe 
(descendant of another naval hero) and 
the Earl of Lytton (Civil Lord of the 
Admiralty), marched up the floor to 
take his place among his peers. Those 
who expected him to notify his arrival 
to the Lord Chancellor in the time- 
honoured phrase, “ Come aboard. Sir," 
were disappointed, but the quarter-deck 
voice with which he declaimed the 
oath greatly impressed the attendant 
peeresses. 

There followed him two outstanding 
figures of the War on land, Lord Baw- 
LiNSON of Trent and Lord Byng of 
ViMY, who received an equally cordial 
welcome. 

After fencing for some time with the 
vexed question of premium bonds, 
Mr. Bonar Law announced this after- 
noon that in a fortnight or so he would 
give a day for a discussion on the sub- 
ject and leave the decision to the free 
vote' of the House. Naturally the 
humourists on either side seized their 
chance. Mr. MacQuisten put in a 
plea for the poor bookmakers, so soon 
to be deprived of their livelihood, and 
presumed they would be given the 
unemployment dole ; and Dr. Murray 
suggested that the Government should 
send a special mission to Hamburg to 
study this Hun-hallowed system of 
finance in its spiritual home. 

Before 1914 the Member for Stoke- 
on-Trent was chiefly noticeable as the 
possessor of a somewhat truculent 
manner and the most umbrageous hat 
in the House. Though he was known 
to have done the State some service as 
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a private soldier in the Soudan, he was AgeicuIiTUeb made a sympathetic reply mir-p 

generally regarded as a dangerous re- to a question regarding the increase THE NEW DISEASE* 

volutionary. But, as in so many other of seals in the Wash. It should be Standing by the Marble Arch the 

cases, the War brought out the real observed that the Great Seal is not other day I noticed, coming towards 
man. Having done fine service both implicated. Since the refusal of the me over the grass, a man and a boy. 
on sea and land, he returned to-day to House to sanction the Loed Chancel- They were walking briskly, and the 
deliver, amid the plaudits of a delighted loe’s bathrooms its ablutions have man was looking about him with viva- 
House, the most tremendous philippic been suspended. cious interest. Just before reaching 

that has yet been launched against the The suavity of the Ministee op the Arch they stopped ; the man pro- 
Bolshevist tyranny. Eor over an hour Laboue secured a second reading, duced from his pocket a leather case 
he described, from personal experience, nemine contradicente, for the Industrial from which he took a large pair of 
the miseries of the hag-ridden Eussian Courts Bill. In deference to Trade black spectacles, and, having adjusted 
people. Lieutenant-Colonel Malone, Unionists’ objections to anything likely these to his nose, he was led away into 
who also has been lately in Eussia — on to interfere with the workman’s cher- Oxford Street as though he had lost 
“ a kind of Cook’s tour with Teotskt,” ished right to “ down tools ” the his sight. Had he been of a needy 
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reflection ■ before Labour disputes be- How?” 
n come irreconcilable. “Strike, but bear Because of tbe boardings. Not onlv 


illusory bbndness ; but bis 
air of prosperity precluded 
that suspicion, and I went 
on my way wondering. 

Chance has now brought 
me^ the key to the mystery. 
This man, I have learned, is 
a victim of a new disease, to 
which no name has yet been 
given, but which may be 
called variously Tractabilitis, 
or Plasticenza, or Acute Com- 
plaisancy, for it consists in 
such a loss of will-power that 
the patient obeys every in- 
struction on which his eyes 
rest. Normally we are able 
to resist certain of the public 
adjurations. Hundreds of 
persons, for example, do not 
keep to the right, do not 
wipe their boots, do not stop 
smoking in the lifts, and so 
forth. When, however, we 
contract Plasticenza we be- 
CQme so pliant as to develop 
into a nuisance both to our 
friends and ourselves, and, 
worse than a nuisance, we are 
in danger of passing through 
the Bankruptcy Court. 


strayed over the border by mistake. reflection before Liabour disputes be- 
■O irreconcilable. “ Strike, but bear Because of tbe boardings. Not only 

• ® M^oVea-gh is unself- me,” is its motto. In its new form does the victim of tbe new disease obey 
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1 j pohee and Mr. Cltnes, who thought, however, keeping clear of gates and bewaring 

mibta^ m Ireland bad made more that it was too ambitious, and that of pickpockets, but he endeavours to 
domioibary raifls than the German 3 ,did the Government would have done better do all that tbe advertisements tell him 
m ±5elgitm, the Insb Attoknbt-Gen- to confine themselves for tbe moment to. too. At any moment be may buy 
EE^ pobtely replied, “I regret I was to securing tbe continuance of tbe articles of luxury that he doesn’t wank 
not a member of the German Goyem- existing rates of wages “which War or burry off to Claoton-on-Sea when 
uZ 4 .U i i admission who can conditions had compelled employers to he ought to be in London attending to 
Ulster was once m league pay.” Is Labour also among the pro- bis business. 

- The poor fellow whose story I have 

Government Housing^^lieme Is not streets wliile the cMldreu are 

' ° uoc playing games and dancing. They will only although he lives at Shepherd s Bush, 
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worst. Every. lew 'minutes in the day 
he would take out a pen and pad and 
write to 0'6hn Bull about it, and in fact 
do everything he was told. He obeyed all 
the advertisers' injunctions. He bought 
The Daily Sketch to-morrow ; he took 
a tonic tabloid every other minute; 
nothing but the fact that he was not a 
mother prevented him from nursing his 
own baby. Naturally his health began 
to sniffer, for he smoked far too many 
brands of cigarettes and drank far too 
much whisky — not because he liked 
either form of excess, but because he 
had become so desperately amenable; 
in short because he was down with 
Plasticenza. 

The result is that now, wherever 
posters are to be seen, he has to be led 
in blinkers. The Park is the only safe 
place for him, and that only in the 
middle : ’ if he were near the edge a 
command on a passing bus might catch | 
his eye, a.nd in a twinkling he would be 
on his way to acquire by purchase an 
0-Henry Besom. 

Safety Pirst.! 

“There was a'very old and tpe saying that 
it was ‘better to be car with; your new love 
before you were off with the old.’ — Mr. 
Walter Lorn {as reported m “ The DcMy 
Graphic**), ’ ' i > ' 


BIG PLEAS AND LITTLE PLEAS. 

(A Siudy in NmTZSCHE an Ethics,) 
You who can distinguish right from 
wrong. 

Sages, ponder well this little song. 
Showing how the weak enslave the 
strong. 

During his command in Northern 
Prance 

Our poor Colonel never had. a chance, 
Por the Major led him such a dance. * 

Not, however, that I blame the Maj. ; 
He was not a creature prone to rage, 
But the Cap. stood firm at every stage. 

Nothing that the Captain did would suit 
Sense of duty governing the Lieut., 

So he always kept as mute as mute. 

Lieut, knew weE which side his bread 
was buttered, 

Not a word below his breath he mut- ] 
tered, ‘ j 

Heeded every word the Sergeant ut-’ 
tered. 

Sergeant was a nervous little bean ; 
When the Corporal buUied made no 
scene, 

Pollowed slavishly the Corp.'s Tontine. 


T was Private; when the Corporal’s 
face 

Showed complete misjudgment of a case 
I it was who put him in his place. 

II. 

Pussy is a darling little, thing, 

Bound her basket draws a magic ring, 
In it won’t have Pido trespassing^ . 

Pido is a pleasant little card ; 

When the baby plays in Pido’s yard, 
Pido straightway bites him good and 
hard. 

Baby is a charming little fellow, 

'But he pinches Sister blue and yellow. 
Smacks her face to make her howl and 
bellow. 

Sister is a gentle little creature ; 
Education is her strongest feature ; 
Watch her'educating Ma, her teacher. I 

Mother is a loving little wife. 

Keeps her end up in this game of strife ; 
I, her husband, lead a dog’s own life. 

“ Miss ’s small but select stock of wines 

made prices ranging from 13s. a bottle for 
Moselle to 6s. 3d. for Pomarde.” 

Daily Paper, 

There, my boy; that’s the stuff to 
make your hair curl.” 
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AT THE PLAY. 

Summertime." 

When Silvia came from Australia to 
the England that she only knew from 
her books and dreams, she found in 
Devonshire (so she told us) the same 
birds singing, the same flowers blowing, 
the same old cottages smiling that sang, 
blew and smiled in the days of Herrick, 
Jane Austen and Miss Mitford. She 
even had the good luck (which I have 
not shared) to hear some girls of the 
Land Army singing “ Sumer is icumen 
in," which she cleverly assigned to a 
period one hundred years before Chau< 
OER. This gives you the note, on its 
rustic side, of a play as guileless as the 
prornise of its title. 

' If I could suspect Mr, Louis Parker 
of cynicism (a thought that is abso- 
lutely repugnant to me) I should guess 
that he, had said to himself, ^‘People 
complain that the Stage is becoming 
sophisticated and prurient ; that there 
is too much bedroom in it ; that its 
indecencies are too bare-faced and too 
bare-backed. Well, this time they shall 
have something in the best Victorian 
manner, which will not bring a blush to 
the cheeks of the youngest brigadier." 
Such cynicism in our authorjs unthink- 
able, and I prefer to credit him with a 
laudable desire to remove us" far from 
the jazzing crowd and bring the scent 
of Devonshire lanes and the* taste* of' 
Devonshire cream, as they say, “ across 
the footlights.'’ ^ . 

To accomplish this good end he has 
not scorned the uses of stage conven- 
tion. Lovingly he stretches out to,.us 
the long arms (for there are two of 
them here) of coincidence — (1) when 
Willoughby Spencer engaged himself 
inadvertently to three several girls 
who happened to be the respective 
daughters of three partners in^ the 
same firm of solicitors ; (2) when this 
trio of blighted maidens, seeking dis- 
traction in' the Land* Army, chanced to 
find themselves in the menial employ 
of three love: sick men who, in conjunc- 
tion with Willoughby i • had fled for soli- 
tude to a cottage in. the wilds of Devon,' 
Upon this bachelor society, penetrated 
with disillusionment, where everybody 
was on edge, and losing pride in him- 
self and tolerance for his fellows, all 
for lack of a woman's refining influence, 
suddenly Silvia, an unknown cousin of 
Willoughby's, blew in from the Antipo- 
des, , Stepping at once into the hearts 
of all,, she restored amity and self-re- 
spect, reorganised the cuisine, converted 
the slatternly kitchen-wench into a 
dapper maid and filled the place with 
flowers, cocktails, antique furniture, 
and other emollients material and! 


Here was a chance for Mr. Louis 
Parker’s notorious gift in pageantry ; 
and though limited, of course, by con- 
ditions of space and matter he never- 
theless contrived to have two separate 
meals (breakfast for five and dinner 
for eight) laid out before our eyes with 
the greatest particularity of detail. 

Briefly, within twenty-four hours — 
and it seemed even less than that to us 
— Silvia had employed her magic to 
such purpose that the three jilted girls 
had pair^ off with the three jilted men 
(thus releasing WUloughby from the 
threat of an action, in triplicate, for 
breach of. promise), while Willoughby 
himself fell to the Australian fairy. 



A LIGHTNING ENGAGEMENT. 


Testimonial to Mr. Lotus Parker’s 
Matrimonial Agency: — 

“ I cannot THANK YOU ENOUGH. TwENTY- 
POUR HOURS AGO I HADN'T SO MUCH AS SET 
EYES ON THE GiRIi.” 

Willoughby . . Mr. 0. Aubrey Smith. 

Silvia , . , Miss Pay' Compton. 

Twenty-four hours, as I say, sufficed 
for this reconstruction, and the same 
respect for the unities was noticeable in 
the scene, which remained unchanged 
throughout, except for tbej ornamental 
modifications that were, due to Silvia's 
cultured taste. 

‘It would have to be a pretty poor 
play that could not be redeemed'by Mr, 
Aubrey Smith’s ease of manner ,and 
Miss Pay Compton’s personal chatm. 
But even Mr. Aubrey Smith could not 
quite carry the burden of a rather ama- 
teurish first Act; though later, in- his 
passages with Silvia, he had better 
chances and took them all in his stride. 
Miss Pay Compton played with a rather 
constrained gaiety, as if. she would 
have preferred to be pathetic, but Mr. 
Parker .wouldn’t let her. Miss .Mary 


Brough made a superb housekeeper in 
the broad style, and Mr. Whitling 
handled the more reserved humour of 
the butler wiHi great dexterity. Miss 
Gwyneth Keys showed something 
more than talent in her study of Selina^ 
the reformed kitchen-wench. 

Much of the fun was of the sort that 
has to be rollicking if it is to be of much 
use. And Mr. Louis Parker's fun 
never really rollicked. But there was 
some very pleasant prattle between 
Willoughby and Silvia, though I only 
recall one touch of the higher humour 
where he prefaced the confession of his 
three-fold dalliance with the plea, “I 
was so war- weary." 

Summertime, it seems, has added a 
new responsibility to the promoters of 
Armageddon. 0. S. 


AT THE OPERA; 

“OoQ d’Or." 

Everyone wishes that gallant Sir 
Thomas of so many arduous and 
fortunate emprises may have the very 
best of luck with his Opera-in-English 
Season at Covent Garden. I happened 
t6 get the bird in the ingeniously varied 
bill of fare, which has been designed 
tp please every palate. The cognoscenti 
tell me that Coq d'Or was better done 
dany hundred years ago in 1914. But 
that is'the Way of these folk. It may 
vety well be true ; but it is as true that, 
tp one who unfortunately missed hear- 
ing and seeing it then, it is a quite 
admirable and exciting entertainment, 
and provides one of the best possible 
proofs of the able way in which our 
native talent has been developed. I 
say this to forestall criticism by the all- 
wise to the effect that Coq d' Or is. in 
too exotic mood for our island sobriety. 

! Mr. Percy Pitt led his orchestra 
boldly and successfully through the 
mazes of Eimsky-Kobsakov’s fantastic 
themes and rhythms — more success- 
fully, I think* than the singers in general 
dealt with their material. It is a grave 
handicap to wed a none too easy music 
to.-the niost difficult singing language 
in the world, and I privily wonder 
whether the gain derived from the. ability 
to hear a phrase or two in an occa- 
sional passage of recitative balances 
this indubitable disadvantage. One 
may go further and doubt if from the 
musical point of view an opera ought 
ever, to be sung in any language but 
that in which it was written. But this 
need not prevent us from welcoming 
the new. movement, , if it will bring 
more music-lovers for Sir Thomas to 
delight: , ^ 

The brilliant dicor inherited from the 
Eussians, which looks sp easy to do 
and is (as certain affected imitations 
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prove) so desperately difiBcult, provides 
a continual imaginative accompani- 
ment to the music. The grouping was 
extraordinarily effective; the dancing 
admirable. Our supers still fix the 
vacant eye too frequently, except where 
manifest stage directions and explicit 
drilling have dictated a temporary show 
of interest. 

It was entertaining to see the gay 
Cockerel, having nose-dived and duly 
outed King Dodon, develop engine- 
trouble on rising and with difficulty 
regain his lines. But the humours of 
the evening were not confin-ed to such 
accidental diversions. Mr. Fostee 
Eichaedson (the King) and' Mn Hee- 
BEET Langley - (his - General) acted 
throughout with a fine sensei of the 
grotesquery which distinguishes this 
Bolshevik pamphlet — for you may set 
it down as that in effect. Miss ‘Sylvia 
Nelis has a voice of beautiful quality,- 
but looked much too nice for the un- 
worthy manoeuvres which were ex- 
pected of her. • The fine tenor of the 
Magician (Mr. Geeald O’Beien) was 
a pleasure to hear. A very delightful 
evening and a golden feather for Sir 
Thomas’s cap. ‘ T. 

THE MAGPIES OF YERDUIM. 

** I THINK this must be the .place,” 
said the magpie. 

** What place ? ” asked Jimmy Gan- 
der. 

“The place I am looking for,” re- 
turned the magpie. 

He was sitting -perkily on the muzzle 
of Number 6 gun in the farmyard, of 
M^re Bigaud, and Jimmy and Jane, 
the mascots of Ai52 Battery, 9th Div- 
ision, had come out to do the honours 
of • their temporary home. Jimmy 
always made a point of explaining 
everything about the guns to any new- 
comers, and Number 6 gun was a very 
good object-lesson, as it had been sent 
back to the waggon-lines -to be over- 
hauled and for the time being could 
neither bark nor kick. - • 

“ Yes,” mused the magpie, ** I seem 
to have struck it this time. Here’s 
the weathercock with the little ship on 
it, and there ’s the orchard between the 
two streams ; if only an old dame in a 
blue gown would come out now I should 
be qiiite sure.” 

“A blue gown?” echoed Jane, in- 
terested. “M^re Bigaud, wears a blue 
gown.” 

“ My dear,” said the gander, it is 
perhaps natural that geese should con- 
cern themselves with — ah — gowns; 
but this gentleman would no doubt 
prefer to. discuss some less trivial topic. 

' That gun, Sir, upon which you are 
^sitting ” . , ' I 



“ Do you think I have never seen a 
gun before ? ” asked the magpie with a 
cackle of laughter, “ Why, my boy, I 
have just come from a place where 
they stand as thick as the cabbages 
yonder.” 

“ Ah, you come from the gun-lines,” 
said Jimmy, unabashed. “Then you 
must be acquainted with my brown 
men. Fine fellows,. Sir — fine fellows.” 

“ilfy men are blue,’' returned the 
magpie. - “ I come from Yerdun.” 

. Both Jimmy and Jane looked up at 
him with new interest. They had 
heard of Verdun. M^re Bigaud’s son- 
in-law;was there, and^from all accounts 
it could not be nearly such a pleasant 
place as the waggon-lines:* « 

It was the dinner-hour, and the farm- 
yard basked empty in the keen Spring 


sunlight. A cosy clatter from the kit- 
chen was the only sound, except the 
far-off thud of a gun or the brief crash 
of an A.S.C.' lorry across a cobbled 
bridge a quarter-of-a-mile away. 

*-“Do you reside at Verdun, Sir?” 
asked. Jimmy Gander with courteous 
interest. ' ’ • 

“I did,'* said the Magpie; “I and 
my three brothers lived in the cathedral 
tower. When the blue men have driven 
away the. grey men for good perhaps 
we may live there again. Who knows ? 
But we ’re up against a big job now, we 
four. .We*are indispensables.” 

“ What is ‘indispensable’? ” inquired 
Jane. 

“ Magpies are,” said their new friend 
with conviction. * - . . . 

“ I suppose it means black and white,” 
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thought Jimmy Gander ; but he did not 
risk saying it aloud. 

‘‘ May I ask, Sir,” he resumed, “ upon 
what important work you are engaged ? ” 

“ You may. We are taking the place 
of the storks.” 

“ I know what they are,” murmured 
Jane. 

“ Naturally, Madam. And doubtless 
you know also that since those wretched 
grey nien came crashing and pounding 
into the land of the blue men, the storks 
have had to give up their highly im- 
portant work.” 

“ Why ? ” asked Jane. 

Eor once Jimmy did not repress her 
inquisitiveness. He himself wanted to 
know why. 

“ It ’s perfectly simple,” retorted the 
magpie a little impatiently ; “ the grey 
men’s great blundering guns have top- 
pled down all the chimneys for miles 
round. And what good is a stork with- 
out a chimney? . Though, mind you, I 
don’t say that this fuss they call war is 
altogether bad for us birds.” . 

“Not altogether,” conceded Jimmy 
Gander. 

“ !For one thing,” pursued the magpie, 
“look how plentiful the corn is in the 
horse -lines! Scattered -all over ihe 
place. . Nose- bags overflowing with it, 
and nobody to drive us away. But it 
has been an awkward thing for the 
storks. And it might have been abso- 
lutely fatal for the humans hereabouts, 
if we hadn’t taken on the job.” 

“What job?” asked Jimmy, after 
waiting a moment to see if Lady Jane 
would spare him the ignominy of hav- 
ing to ask. 

“ Why, bringing the human babies, 
of course, my good Sir. Gan you con- 
ceive what would happen if there were 
nobody to bring them ? A baby famine 
— nothing less. Humans have to go 
short of a good many things just now. 

At Verdun, for instance But that’s 

another story.” 

“Do go on,” prompted Lady Jane 
graciously. “It is most interesting. 
Is it not, James ? ” 

, “Exceedingly,” said Jimmy Gander. 

“ Out job,” continued the magpie, 
“ used to be to let the humans know 
what the storks were intending to do — 
when the humans had the sense to 
understand. That ’ s why Pierre’s friend 
the Sergeant said ” 

“ Who is Pierre?” interrupted Lady 
Jane apoiogetically ; “I’ve heard the 
name before.” 

“Ob, I forgot,” said the magpie; 
“you don’t know him, of course. 
Pierre is a Norman — one of .my blue 
men— in the trenches just outside Ver- 
dun., And the other day, when I and 
my three brothers were having an early 
morning flight over .the lines, the Ser- 

geant caught sight of us and turned to 
Pierre. “There you are, mon viettx” 
said he ; — 

“ ‘.One for sorrow, two for joy. 

Three for a girl and four for a boy.’ 

“ Pierre seemed pleased. But tve were 
not. He didn’t know that the storks 
had had to chuck their job — and toe 

didr 

“ Ah,” murmured Lady Jane, craning 
forward her sleek silver head to hear 
better. 

“If it had been a girl that Pierre 
wanted,” pursued the magpie, “ we 
should not have felt so worried. But 
a boy 1 They are. such heavy lumps 
that even the storks have thQir work 
cut out to carry them. However, we 
are going to do our best. And if this 
is the farm where Pierre’s wife and her 
mother live, that’s one bit of work 
done already.” 

-“M 6 re Bigaud has a daughter,” 
hinted General James helpfully. 

“ And a blue gowm,” murmured Jane. 

The magpie gave a little hop of de- 
light. 

“ That ’s it 1 And I ’m sure I ought 
not to make any mistakes when I think 
how often I ’ve heard Pierre telling his 
friend the Sergeant about it. I must 
signal to my brother; he’s waiting 
yonder, on one of those swinging 
wires.” 

“ Just a moment, I beg,” interposed 
General Jim, as the magpie lifted his 
motley wings. “Are the grey men 
making any — ah — any progress at the 
place you mentioned? Verdun, you 
know.” 

The magpie let his wings drop 
against his sides again. 

“ There were many grey men yonder,” 
said he, “ and the blue men were fewer 
every day. I knew the Normans of 
the front line best — ^Pierre’s battalion. 
Their officer said something to them 
one morning that made them tighten 
and stiffen and grip their rifles harder. 
Most of them looked straight ahead — 
only you couldn’t tell what they were 
looking at. But Pierre looked, at me 
and one of my brothers wheeling over 
the frontline. * Two for joy,’ he said.” 

“ What did the officer say ? ” asked 
Jim. 

“He said, *Men, there is nothing hut 
yourselves between the Boches and youn 
wives and children. There are no re- 
serves behind yotk. You must stand atid, 
if need be, die where you stand. ^ ” 

Jane shuddered, but her husband’s 
little eyes gleamed. 

“ Did they say anything ? ” he asked. 

“They didn’t exactly say anything,” 
returned the magpie, “but a. sort of 
sound ran along the line like the voice 
of the wind on a; field of, wheat — and 
it sounded like wSomething I’ve, often 

heard lately; it sounded like Vive la 
France ! ” 

“ And then ? ” prompted Jimmy. 

“ The grey men — those that the 
•Captain called the Boches — came on 
land on — many, many of them ; but the 
blue men stood — and died where they 
stood — and the grey men got no nearer 
to Verdun.” 

Prom a telegraph post a hundred 
yards away another magpie swooped 
across and perched upon the gun. 

“ One of my brothers,” explained the 
first -comer; introducing him. *“He 
will be glad to make your acquaint- 
ance.” 

“ Is this the place ? ” asked the second 
magpie after he had returned the Gen- 
eral’s salute and Lady Jane’s bow. 

“ See for yourself, brother — weather- 
cock — orchard — two streams. , And 
can you doubt that yonder old dame 
toddling out of the kitchen is good old 
M^re Bigaud, of whom Pierre used to 
speak to his friend the Sergeant ? ” 

“ In that case,” returned the second 
magpie, “ we had better be off. The 
other two are waiting for us. Every- 
thing is ready.” 

M^re Bigaud stood by her door and 
saw the two flashes of black and white 
flicker and swerve across the sky. 

“ One — two,” quoth she, counting on 
her fat fingers. “ Nqxt time, please 
God, there will be four.” 

Jimmy and ‘Jane did not see their 
friends the magpies again. The worthy 
couple were fast asleep in their shed 
when the four brothers flew across the 
roof of the farm in the early dawn of I 
the following day. ' 

Towards noon General Jim, taking a 
stroll in the farmyard, called Lady Jane 
to his side. ^ i 

“ Come here, my dear,” said he. ' 
“Your eyes are. better than mine. Is 
not that old Mere Bigaud by the win- 
dow there ? I can see her blue gown, 
but I can’t make out what that is she 
has got in her arms.” , , 

Jane peered forward. , 

“ That white bundle, do you mean ? ” 

“ Yes. There ’s something alive in- 
side it.” 

“ How short-sighted you are getting, 
James ! ” said Lady Jane. “ Can’t you 
see what it is,, that fluffy soft brown 
thing?, f know. It’s a gosling — a 
human one.” 

“ Abolish ^all the above-named parasites and 
kindred ludibriae (sic) — The Times. 

0 Tem^ot'ae ! (sic). 

“At the luncheon his Imperial Majesty 
occupied the Seat of honour on the Lord 
Mayor's right, and on the Shah’s left sat 
, Prince Albert.” — Sunday Paper. 

We gather that the Peince sat in the 
Lord Mayor’s lap. * . 





OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

{By Mr. Bunch's Staff of Learned Clerks.) 

Although Mr. E. E. Benson has called his latest story 
Bobin Linnet (Hutchinson), you will not be very long 
in discovering that the interest of it is focussed less 
upon Bobin himself than upon the parent-bird, Bobin' s 
mother, Lady Orote. Not at first, perhaps, is this interest 
very robust; indeed at times you may be tempted to 
suspect Mr. Benson of having created a group of his own 
supremely lifelike persons without altogether knowing 
what to do with them. Ghiefiy the coming of the War 
is the theme of the matter. To Cambridge it comes, 
where we get a contrasted welcome by selected under- 
graduates (and you know already how good Mr. Benson’s 
best quality young men can be) and a circle of almost un- 
bearably realistic do.ns. Smart Anglo-German society, 
represented by Sir Hermann and Lady Gurtner, takes the 
shock of it, and that effect is -admirably shown in the 
struggle that results in these singularly human, if divided, 
souls. Finally, and most important, it reaches Helen 
Grote, a woman whose life is deliberately dedicate to 
every kind of pleasure, adoring mother of a charming son, 
yet capable of an amorous intrigue on her own account 
with the “ cat-like ” personality of Kuhlmann, the great 
German tenor. You perceive that Helen is like to take 
the ultimatum harder than most. I .won’t tell you just 
in what tragic fashion the great change breaks upon 
her (save, as a hint, to remind you how much of their 
life’s emotion Mr. Benson’s folk work out iii the neigh- 


bourhood of Floral Street, Covent Garden) ; nor will I spoil 
by suggestion the really beautiful and tenderly-written end, 
by which the author has redeemed what at first looked like 
being rather too slight a study of blown straws,. I admit 
that his work is here unequal; but, on balance, it is a 
story certainly not to be left out of your list. 

* John Dene of Toronto^ with his breezy manner, his con- 
tempt for officialdom and his super-submarine that “ gin- 
gered up ” the Admiralty, has been written and published 
and (very adroitly) brought all the way from Canada by 
Mr. Heebert Jenkins so that he cannot be mistaken for 
anybody else. And yet, though his favourite expression 
when people annoyed him was * ** Shucks,” I cannot help 
feeling that it might just as well have been “ Sack the lot.” 
Only in that case he could not have been kept such a pro- 
found secret from the English people, nor perhaps could so 
many allowances have been made for his unconventional 
behaviour. The author of Bindle has written another very 
amusing book, and, considering that he has combined the 
smashing of the U-Boat campaign with the discomfiture 
of a Teutonic spy, and thrown in a very pretty love-story, 
not to mention some thinly- veiled Cabinet personalities, I 
don’t know what more any reader can require. After John 
Dene himself I think Dorothy, his typist, who is a White- 
hall flapper, but not a very flapping one, is the nicest person 
in the book ; but I am very fond ot Mr. Llewellyn Joh7i (this 
is the curious name of the Prime Minister j, who says, “If 
I were only told ; if I were only told. They keep so much 

froni me.” As for the plot it was the detective part of it 
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that interested me most ; the exploits of the submarine sees her mistake and returns to Eugene and her beloved 
were thrilling enough, but I am getting a little weary of County Cork when it is time to bring the story to a just 
the ginger that might have been. conclusion. It is not for its treatment of the Irish Question 

^ ' — ^though Miss Cummins neither evades nor over-colours the 

Do you seek a lively and frivolous diversion from the tragic aspect of an Ireland divided against herself — that I 
oppressive problems of the hour? If so, let me warmly was attracted by The Land They Loved, but for its deft 
recommend to your notice Short and Siueet (Lane), the col- handling of peasant character, its unforced humour and its 
lected outbursts of the late Captain H. N. Gittins, thirty- intimate knowledge of the racy speech of the Irish country- 
four in the most engaging prose and a dozen in verse, less folk and the curious mixture of ingenuousness and agility 
expert but occasionally pleasing. The former constitute that distinguishes their mental processes, 
some gay chapters in the life of a young man about town, 

not so preoccupied with his wQj:k at the Bar as to be pre- During the Autumn of 1915 Lieutenant Geoffby Malins 
eluded from falling in and out of love daily and taking part was appointed official kinematographer to the War Office, 
in the other fashionable pastimes of the day. Flippant and in Hoto I Filmed the War (Jenkins) he relates his 
they may all be, but behind the excellent humour is some thrilling and dangerous experiences. To do him justice he 
very sound sense and no little understanding of that diffi- does not seem to be embarrassed by any_ great excess of 
cult sex which he was for ever W — modesty, and I think that he 

worrying with his brilliantly l| 1 1 I would have persuaded me more 


worrying with his brilliantly 
conducted proposals of mar- 
riage. Most refreshing of all is 
the author’s pretence of a vast 
sense of his own importance, 
camouflaging a young philo- 
sopher with an exact sense of 
proportion and an irresistible 
tendency to laugh and make 
laugh. Would you have in your 
library a permanent reminder 
of the tragedy suffered and the 
immeasurable glory won by 
your country, 1914 to 1918? 
Let me then press even more 
warmly upon you this little 
book, as showing indirectly, in 
a single instance, what Eng- 
land has lost in young men 
who have won so much for ^ 
England. Captain Gittins, 
known to many* through his 
work in Ptmch, died on active 
service in France on March 
20th, 1917, aged twenty -four 
years. These, his writings, are 
.compiled by his family in his 
memory. There could have 
been no tribute more modest 
or more delicately conceived ; 
there is none more worthy of 
the public attention. 
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The ContoriionisL “ Good-bye, .dear. remember. 


THOSE LITTDB COMMISSIONS. 
THIS TIME.” 


CAN’T POSSIBLY FORGET 


modesty, and I think that he 
would have persuaded me more 
easily of the importance of his 
work if he had not so vigorously 
emphasized it. The fact, "how- 
ever, remains that he did per- 
suade me, and I can also testify 
that his tale of perils encount- 
ered makes a remarkable story, 
in spite of the style in which it 
is told. Nothing stopped, him, 
and even the Prince of Wales, 
who seems to have been amaz- 
ingly clever in dodging the offi- 
cial camera, was unable to elude 
his pursuit. There seems to be 
no doubt of the wide public, in- 
terest that his films attracted; 
and those who missed them on 
the move may in part be compeji'- 
sated by some most excellent illu- 
strations, of the stationary kind, 
that accompany his narrative. 

No reasonable being can com- 
plain of a word- shortage in The 
Yoxmg Physician {Coisul'^b)^ In- 
deed, I could have done with 
considerably less of the meticul- 
ous detail with which the tale 
of Edioin Inglehy's mental and 


there is none more worthy of L — 1 moral development, from his 

the public attention. public-school days to the time when he qualified as a 

doctor, is here set out. But if he is a little too con- 
A gift of quiet humour and a singular freedom alike from scientious Major Brett Young is a sound descriptive 
bitterness and sentimentality have gone to the making of writer, and he places North Bromwich, the Midland town 
Miss Cumins* T/icyLayec2(MACMiLLAN), qualities in which Edioin lived, before our eyes so that we can 

sufficiently rare in novels dealing with the Ireland of to-day. see it 'and feel it and shudder at it. Irnagmative minds 
I will admit frankly that I cannot understand how Eugene have a tendency to wilt in such an environment, ^ and 
jTwrpm, who for fear of being disinherited grovels like a with his youthful longings and indefinite aspirations, 

whipped worm before his old brute of a father, can suddenly had to fight hard before he could shake himself free of its 
blossom into the strong and sane man of the countryside depressing atmosphere. It was bound to be a long struggle ; 
once the menace is removed ; but then I do not pretend to but one may still complain that in his chronicle of it Major 
have fathomed what is called Irish mentality. Strange Brett Young has paid nearly as much attention to the 
things pass for cowardice in Ireland, and stranger things small skirmishes as to the really important engagements, 
for courage, and it may well be that willingness to This means that you must be at some pains, which the 

. undergo any toil and humiliation in order to get possession author might have saved you, to make your own selection 
of the land he loved should have been appreciated by Kate of the things worth remembering. But your patience, if you 
Carmody at the outset. But Kate runs to vigour rather have enough of it, will be justified. 

than to subtlety, and, thinking Etigene a poor creature, ^ ‘ 

departs into service in Dublin, where her adventures provide Our Daring Anfcliors. 

Miss Cummins with .the material for quite the most Mrs. has gone to Gieeoe, where she is gaining 

entertaining chapters of her story: Needless to say, local courage for another novel, 



r>uADi\/ADiA “Youth will build a new world "'was No application having been received 

CHARIVARIA. inscription on a banner carried in from Germany to fight the 'War over 

It appears that the Motor Show at the Loed Mayoe’s Show. This will again, we presume the matter will have 

Olympia is such a success that there is encourage those who feared that youth to rest at that. 

some talk of holding a Pedestrians’ might try to rub along with one of Mr. * 

Show while a few specimens still re- Lloto Geoege’s old ones. Speaking at a meeting in London, 

main. .n Dean Inge said some people regarded 

Oranges are a prophylactic against him as a pessimist. How these notions 
We understand that the Mr. Geoege influenza, says a medical writer. .Dpon get about we cannot understand. 

■so often referred to in the Northoliffe seeing the germ in the road you throw 

Press is the well-known statesman of it an orange, thus taking its mind off . We gather from recent reports that 


that name. 

' ‘ ‘ 

The light-fingered gentry, it " 
appears, are resuming their pre- 
war occupation . Only last week 
a Society lady had a new even- 
ing frock stolen from herreticule. 

It is denied that since his little 
controversy with Mr. Asquith 
the other day, Mr. Winston 
ChurchilIi has threatened to 
paint a portrait of his late chief. 

The time may yet come, says 
a gossip, when Mr. Chubchill 
will be elected an R.A. A few 
more warnings like this and it 
would serve us right if our War 
Minister gave up painting. 

'* sis " 

“ We owe nine- tenths of the 
National Debt to each other,” 
said Mr. Lloyd George at the 
Guildhall. It is a touching mark 
of confidence that so many tax- 
payers insist that they owe 
theirs to Mr. Lloyd Geoege. 

sis * 

An ex - officer with several 
years’ experience of “brewing 
ginger - beer scientifically” is 
'seeking employment. Scientific 
ginger-beer, we understand, dif- 
fers from the common kind in 
that it does not require the ad- 
dition of gin to make it accept- 
able. 


it an orange, thus taking its mind off . We gather from recent I'eports that 
business, while you slip up another Lenin would be obliged if somebody 


street. 

















Client, “I’M GOING TO PLAY ‘DlCX’ IN MY PANTO 
OP Whittington ani> ms Cat. I’ve got a gag and I 

WANT TO COPYRIGHT IT FOR MY OWN EXCLUSIVE USE. GaN 
I DO SO?” 

Solicitor. “What is the gag, IMiss Gladville? 

Client. “Will you promise not to tell a soul?*’ 
Solicitor. “I promise.” 

Client. “Well, it’s ‘Hello, Pussyfoot!’” 


would help him to let go of the revo- 
lution. ... 

I I Asked why he had his little 

f I ■ ' him', a man who was 

I j drawing his unemployment do- 
Ij I ' nation remarked that he was 
/ ! ! teaching him the business. 


A demobilised sergeant, now 
a taxi-driver, was so annoyed 
the obher day, because an old 
gentleman dodged put of his 
way, that he shouted, Wait for 
it 1 Wait for it, confound you ! ” 
'***'* 

The repeated appeals of the 
Government to speed up pro- 
duction is causing alarm in some 
circles, where it is felt that if 
this is persisted in there Will not 
be enough unemployment to go 
round. ^ 

The Victoria Legislative Coun- 
cil has passed a Bill making in- 
sanity a ground of divorce. Bor 
the purposes of the Act insanity 
is not to be presumed from par- 
ticipation in the marriage cere- 
mony. 

. “ Will there , be a. corner in 
mistletoe this year? ” asks a con- 
temporary. A few of our youth- 
ful optimists express the Lope 
that there wiU be many of them. 


Eussia declares Mv. Lloyd ‘Hello, Pussyfoot!”* Eive-shilling notes, it is stated, 

GEORGEi is a land of surprises. I ! 7.1 are being prepared as a matter of 

When we come to think of it the natives We cannot help thinking that Major- precaution. It is believed that, with a 
do rather take each other’s breath away. General Seely showed' scant courtesy view to popularise them, the Profiteer- 

to the Press. He actually resigned be- ing Tribunals have decided to adapt a 
The Government housing scheme fore any announcement had been made flat-rate tine of five shillings for six 
does not appear to be working well, by the London morning papers. convictions^ ^ , 


declares Lord Eobert Cecil. The re- 
port that, instead of working, it was Speaking at Higham Ferrers, the Commercial Humour, 

found joiaving spoil five million” at Mayor pointed out that there had not • “People are convinced that Dodge Brothers* 
the corner of Tothill Street with the been one- case of drunkenness in -that 

Disposal Board, would seem to be con- part for five years. Latest reports * . 

firmed. show, however, that the* Government << Pussyfoot” in Egypt. < 

are doing their best to produce stronger From the programme of 'a cinema 
A railway collision has been caused beer. ' • theatre in Cairo : — 

in Paris’ as the result of a train leav- , : ■ . . * > “Ovefriure, ‘Pamps & Giroumstahces.’ 

' ing the station twp minutes too early. • “ If the Germans hadDnly khd:ssrn^at Pamou&.c6mpositiGa%.^Elgar:’’ 


in Paris’ as the result of a train leav- 
' ing the station twp minutes too early. 


Thank Heaven this couM not happen one time,” says a writer, “they could May we suggest, as another suitable 


on our English lines. 


have caiptured at deast thirty tanks.” \ item, ** Band of Hope & Glory ” ? 
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THE DECLINE OF THE MIDDLE CLASSES. 

[“ Watchman,” in The Times, diagnosing the causes of the 
threatened extinction of the Middle Classes, contrasts their simple 
frugality in the^ Yictorian era with the “ motor-car and champagne 
standard” which they have subsequently adopted, and further 
ascribes their decadence to neglect of municipal duties.] 

Bitter thought that every day which passes, 
Making their emoluments more lean, 

Tends to extirpate the Middle Classes, 

Nullify that useful go-between, 

Which, like Virtue (Aristotle), constitutes the happy 
mean. 

What! Shall we in torpid silence suffer 
These to vanish in the vast unknown, 

Once our White Hope, once the stolid buffer 
Twixt the nether and the upper zone, 

When the late Victoria (bless her!) occupied the 
British throne? 

Shall we lose this backbone of the nation, 

Type of all we have of sound and sane, 

Which, to make a modest calculation. 

Furnished, ere it went upon the wane, 

Half of England's thews and ninety-five per cent, of 
England’s brain? 

Theirs the blame, I hear; they grew too bloated; 

They assumed aristocratic airs. 

Dined above themselves, and jazzed and moted, 
Dealt in highly speculative shares; 

Worst of all, they took no interest in municipal 
affairs. 

I 

What is left them in the coming clearage? 

Whither will they fade away in* night ? * 

They will either have to swell the Peerage " 

Or on Labour’s lower plane alight, 

Passing, as they fall, the toilers in their steady 
upward flight. 

Ah ! it must not be. We cannot, lose ’em ; 

We should never look upon their like'; 

Let them join the Union; let them do some 
Pretty spadework in the ultimate dyke; 

Mr. Kennedy Jones will kindly teach them how 
and when to strike. 0. S, 


MORE REVELATIONS. 

Op the many new War books published to-day up to the 
time of going to press there is one which, on account of the 
inside knowledge and the vigorous style of the author^ will 
appeal alike to those who study war and to those who pay 
for it. 

Commentaries^ 1914-1918 1 is the work of that war- 
hardened veteran, General Le Bukkin^ and, although his 
book pretends to be little more than a digest of letters and 
memoranda addressed by him to the War Office, .yet its 
five hundred closely printed pages glow with sensation as 
the General wields his pen in deadly cut and thrust against 
the “ utter incompetence and imbecile frivolity of those who 
brought the Empire to the brink of disaster.” 

In a preface General Le Bukkin relates how, in August, 
1914, he was rusticating at his country seat, and thus it 
was not until he came to London on the occasion of an 
Old Comrades’ Dinner on Inkerman Day that he was aware 
that hostilities had broken out. The War Office had failed 
to Tiotify him. With characteristic energy he went straight 
to his ‘Club and wrote a letter not only to The Times, but 
to the authorities at Whitehall. From this moment General 


Le Bukkin never looked back. Until the cessation of 
hostilities he acted continuously as an unofficial adviser to 
the War Office. 

The opening chapters of his Commentaries are devoted 
to criticisms of the equipment of our troops in 1914. Most 
of this is in a highly technical vein, but even the average 
man will appreciate the seriousness of the author’s con- 
demnation of our service rifle, which “not only fired a smaller 
ball, but was also several inches shorter, than the Brown 
Bess.” 

General Le Bukkin contends that the War Office never 
had a fixed policy. When in difficulties they disregarded 
expert advice and embraced any idea so long as it was 
newfangled. He instances how in 1915, when the mili- 
tary situation was far from satisfactory, “the War Office 
chose this moment to swap horses in mid-stream. They 
hurriedly decided to change the colour of the riband of the 
Long Service Medal on the ground that it was the same 
colour as that of the V.C.” 

Eeceiving little encouragement and less thanks. General 
Le Bukkin still lavished upon the War Office all manner of 
mature advice, from details of precautions to be taken when 
firing red-hot shell to a nicely reasoned treatise on the 
advantages of carrying the feed-bag on the ofl-side. In 
his lengthy chapters on the tank the General displays his 
indomitable courage. In a country where there is scarcely 
a family which does not number a tank-inventor among its 
members he has the hardihood to state, coldly and em- 
phatically, that the tank was a costly failure. He claims 
that trained elephants, of which we had an inexhaustible 
supply in India, capable of living on the country in France, 
would have served our purpose better. In the chapter 
“ Elephant Mastership and Stable Vices ” he elaborates 
his assertion and concludes with a breathless description 
of the moral effect of elephants inaction during the Second 
Sikh War. “ As the rising sun gilded the minarets of the 

doomed city, ’s elephants, extended to two elephants’ 

length, the outer flanks dressing on the centre guide, the 
centre guide covering the troop leader at a distance of two 
elephants’ lengths, trunk to croup, and the led elephant 
with the mess stores in the serre-file rank, went forward 
with irresistible momentum, to the sound of the charge and 
the beating of drums.” 

During the critical days of 1918 the task of General Le 
Bukkin would have daunted a lesser man. He was now in 
daily touch with the War Office by post, and although, 
as our star grew brighter, it became very doubtful if we 
should lose the War after all, yet he never slackened his 
effort. Indeed it is in July of that year that we see him 
at his best: “The politicians, who had ever ignored or 
ridiculed the experts, now, like mischievous boys, com- 
menced to undermine the moral of the army . , . Flushed 
by the capture of thousands of prisoners and an immense 
quantity of material, they thought fit to -tamper with the 
sacred traditions of the British Army. They abolished the 
left-hand salute'* 

This book draws a picture of a very depressing state of 
affairs, but we must of course defer judgment until the War 
Office issues a reply. 

This, if it happens, will be a novel experience for the 
General. 

“Geamophone, h’less cabinet, bgn., 12gns.” — Daily Payer, 
Most suitable for one of the new rich. 

A patriot fiddler-composer of Luton- 

Wrote a funeral march which he played with the 

mute on, , , 

To record, as he said, that a Jewish^ Swiss- Teuton 
Had partially scrapped the Frincipia of Newton. 
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A FRESH-AIR FIEND. 

It lias been noted on many occasions, 
I believe, that the virtues of a first wife 
grow in proportion to the shortcomings 
of the second. In other words, that it 
is only human nature to make the Best 
of things as they were. 

As far as matrimony is concerned I 
hasten to add that I can claim no first- 
hand experience, but I am certain this 
principle applies to our memories of the 
great War. 

Looking back, no one can fail to 
observe that there 'were many things 
peculiar to those times which were 
infinitely preferable to our present state 
of — ^peace, shall we call it ? since there 
are now only twenty-three wars out- 
standing. Eeluctantly I am forced to 
the conclusion that the War, as a war, 
had many good points. Indeed, when 
one comes to think of it, bar the noise 
and the practical certainty of death, 
there was very little wrong with it. 
Elat on one’s tummy, for instance, one 
had no time for gloomy retrospection 
oyer a mis-spent youth, nor did the 
vista of a speculative future appal one. 
One lived furiously dn the present, and 
the less likelihood there seemed to be of 


remaining alive the more intense was 
the desire to avoid extinction. Then 
there was whisky in the Mess; there 
was always the chance of going out to 
rest some day ; there was the delight of 
seeing the A.M.L.O. again ; but far, far 
above all these considerations was the 
joy, the unutterable joy to be found in 
the freedom to indulge, unquestioned 
and uncensured by the demon Hygiene, 
in a genuine whole-hearted “ fug.” Oh, 
all ye demobilised, have I not touched a 
chord there ? What would you not give 
for a batman, a brazier, a thirty-foot 
dug-out and a seething, simmering 
satisfying tobacco-laden “fug” — ^just 
for once? 

Possibly you may recall having lately 
passed a man in the streets nodding and 
smiling to himself as if obsessed by the 
thought of some special good fortune, 
and possibly also you have pub him 
down as one of the lucky ones who 
bought “Shells” at three-and-a-hall 
But you were wrong. It was I, fatuous 
with the anticipation of winter coming- 
on and the “fug” I would get up just 
once, for old times* sake. Though they 
never knew it at hoine, preparations had 
been going on for some -time. - I had 
hoarded coal, building up sly-nests of it 


in odd places. I had saved chunks of 
wood on the plea of taking up fret- work 
on dull days. One chilly November day, I 
promised myself, I would invite a crony 
who would appreciate my humour and 
together we would revel once again in 
an overheated atmosphere, fill the place 
with the indescribable scents of the 
oldest pipes and the fume of “Euby 
Queens ” (of which I still have a store), 
and then hold forth about the dear old 
War. 

I could not hope, of course, to get my 
old batman, the taciturn Mr. Brown, 
to come and cook me slabs of ration 
beef (carefully scraped) and serve me up 
the good old tinned apricots and demi- 
custard (to be eaten with the aid of the 
company fork and a piece of blanket- 
encrusted bread). Those days are gone 
irrevocably ; but the atmosphere — that 
at least could be re-created. Then we 
would drink whisky, out of my alu- 
minium mug and praise God and the 
great War. 

But the “ fug ” has failed. Just as my 
preparations were nearing completion 
and the necessary invitation had been is- 
sued an unlooked-for calamity occurred. 
A fresh-air fiend came to stay with us. 
She came disguised as a female. To a 
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Me. Ho Sing a Himself. 






MR. HO SING HI, THE FAMOUS CHINESE CINEMA ACTOR. 

SOME OHAEACTEiElISTIC EXPRESSIONS. ' 


mere man one could explain one’s little 
weakness and he would understand ; at 
most he would but smile a pitying smile 
of tolerance ; but a woman — no. She 
would only regard you as the kind ol 
person to whom a hot bath is a luxury. 

I I h'ave succumbed. Just as many 
.people would rather die of pneumonia 
Ithan admit that they mind the bitter 
blasJt from the open window of a railway 
carriage, so do I respond to the eternal | 
•remark, ‘‘Don’t you find it stuffy in 
this room ? ” I said I had succumbed. 
;Nay, pressing my breast against the* 
thorn, I encourage her to further ex- 
cesses, rather, than face the implication, 
the stigma of being an habitual frowster. 
ph, my home, my home, my little grey 
home, it is not the thing I was wont to 
ipicture when we sang “It’s a long, 
long trail ,awinding” in the Mess on 
guest-nights. Breakfast is no longer a 
meal, it is a scramble lest the food 
should^ be blown off one’s fork. Chill 
blasts sweep through the room whilst 
the fresh -air fiend sits and smiles and 
says, “Oh, isn’t there a delightful 
.breeze? ”, We. inight as well sell our 
windows for jail the use they are. Great 
waves rush up the sides of my porridge 
bowl; the jam wrinkles like a sand- 
;dune, and one has only to put knife to 
the egg for the top to be s-wept off by 
the foi;ce of the gusts. 

Blast or hurricane disturbs not the 
fresh -air fiend; hersmile grows broader 
; and more fatuous as the breeze freshens 
[and the poached eggs flitter o,ff the 
[plates. On the very day which I had 
[set apart lor the indulgence in my 
I harmless little vice I came home and 
Ifdund her trying to relight the fire. 

. “ I can’t think what is the matter 

with it,” she said idiotically; “it went 
out all of a sudden.” 

. Of, course I knew that it had been 
blown out, but I hadn’t the courage to 
tell her; I just mumbled, “ How extra- 
ordinary 1 Are you sure you lit it ?,” 
and went to rescue my typewriter from 
the wall, where it had been fluttering 
helplessly. , 

By this time, of course, all idea of 
carrying out my intention had been 
abandoned. Upstairs I found a woman, 
blue as .any woad-stained warrior of 
ancient, Britain, and she turned out 
to be my wife enjoying the fresh air. 
The nurse and I battled our way down 
the passage just in time to rescue the 
child from being squeezed to death by 
the forcible closing up of the Treasure 
Cot. In the bedroom the gas fire was 
burning, but it gave out no heat, and I 
could see that the thing was frozen 
stiff*. Eeally, if the fresh-air fiend had 
not blown herself up with the geyser 
I don’t know if I should have survived 
another week of her. ' The explosion 


was terrific. Indeed it was a dreadful 
accident, geysers being so hard to re- 
place, but it was worth it. 

The fresh-air fiend has gone, but to 
a certain extent her infiuence remains 
and my craving is still unsatisfied.- I 
am therefore advertising as follows : — 
“Demobilised Officer requires week- 
end in deep dug-out with good brazier. 
Bring own fuel if required. Companion- 
ship with experienced ex-Flatoon-Oom- 
mander not objected to, etc., etc.” 

I am not a frowster — please believe 
that — and I have the greatest respect 
for the principles of Hygiene ; but for 
old memory’s sake I do love an occa- 
sional “ fug.” L. 


“EORTHOOMINa MARRIAaE. 
Lieutenant .A. Popkess and Miss G-. L. 
Popkiss .” — Africcm W(yrld, 

Two Pops with^but a single kiss. 


“ Pretty compliments which, have been paid, 
to-day, to Plymouth’s fxst woman ’Parlia- 
mentary candidate include : — . 

Sir Henry Jones (Professor of Moral Philo- 
sophy) : ‘ She is a most unselfish woman, and 
cleverer than three men in the House of 
Commons .” — Daily Chronicle, 

Which, three ? 


“DAY SHIRTS. 

8/10 J each. 

3 for 36/- Postage 6d., 

The Greatest Bargain ever offered,” 

Advt* in Evening Pamper, 
Neyer^theless we shall buy ours one at 
a time. ..J 

^ “ Comfortable Home for respectable mar- 
ried couple.—Address, Box 69. 

• “ Respectable Couple Seek comfortable 
Home. — State particulars to Bo 98 ” 

Prcrdncial Paper, 

We understand that for a trifling com- 
mission the advertisement manager is 
prepared to introduce Box 69 to Box 98. 
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xuc*‘ \u /^ATucDiTD Archangel was warming up nicely peasants only smiled and offered Apple- 

THE WOOL-GATHERER. when Appleyard landed. By the time yard tea when he tried it. But mufflers 
Appleyard has returned from Arch- he had reached the Front and his first persisted in arriving, not regularly but, 
angel a changed man. He went as. niail found him, the mosquitoes were in all the more dreadfully, in Intermittent 
a careless adventurer, popular, li'gh't- song and the troops in shorts. Apple- accumulations. Crates of them ad- 
hearted and happy-go-lucky ; he now yard had his mufflers unpacked and .dressed to Appleyard congested the. 
pores over commercial papers and is piled in a dump. He then summoned transport routes. Barges burdened 
afraid of postmen. It is not that he the village headman and ordered him .with them littered the sandbanks. His 
has in any way compromised himself sternly to parade every living soul who name stank in the nostrils of railway 
with the Government or anybody else had a neck. The wondering peasants, and river transport officers. He was 
in North Eussia, It is his popularity moujik, barishna and malinki (which reported on as one of the difficulties of 
that has been his undoing. “ in Appleyard’s Eussian meant man, the campaign, like the language, the 

During the recent War in France the woman and child) were filed past the sand-bar at Gunner's Bridge and the 

knitted at impartially. The ' T I) 11 f Only the withdrawal 

trenches were full of worsted ^ I I I saved him, if he is saved, 

things. No one but platoon [ll I li Coming down the Dvina to 

commanders and men of « “ embark for home, he was 

their kidney appreciated the f I B ' lli ^ ^ cheerful ass, who 

seriousness of the situation. i|f ' Jfi: I P announced, as who should 

Let it suffice now to say J_ — Tl!.'F|'i' "jf rJia > 1 I I 1 utter good tidings, “ There 's 

that the War ended none too ly ■•'tlfii"' — ! — .1 . ‘ , a whacking big mail for you, 

soon. W V i hoj-several jparclk:' 

The moment; the Armis- l| . U, » i ' A new strange look settled 

tice was signed the women -V 'i I, ! ( on Appleyard’s face, his 

of England studied the news- I f ' ' • hands worked spasmodi-' 

papers to discover who were • — .'Aj/V'"'-' i cally, but he said quite 

likely to be cold next. f . I'l t jn- • -- '■ I ^ — . calmly, » Oh, where? ” 

Then Appleyard men- mRA “IntheshedsattheSab-' 

tioned to his people that he ‘ ' ■ ornia Quay,” was the heart- 

was going to Archangel in mo ^ reply. 

May. Instantl]? as the news l&mKA ■ Ilii 1 ■ i That night Appleyard fell, 

their people and so on, ' II BijttAjliJil ' would hitherto challenge 

countless knitting - needles ^ tfae publicity of daylight 

flickered into activity again, • cSs PWWW £R<5W® I Qpppj. under cover of 

refreshed by their brief qui- ,i| 1 U Tovs-.teys. | darkness, slunk past the 

escence. Appleyard was the Pj|l jl I sentries and wormed him- 

excuse— poor little Apple- j| eMM self through the railings into 

yard, with only one neck 1 ^ the warehouses. There, by 

Aunts, cousins, friends, ac- , i 1 f ^ of an electric torch 

quamtances by encounter ' I ^ tin-opener, he re- 

and by hearsay. Mitten i |l,. ' nltlr moved from every bale and 

Committees, Sock Societies, ' ! I crate of mufflers the label 

Cardigan Clubs baulked by * / 1 || I ■ bearing his name and ad- 

the Armistice, Jumper Sis- r M 1 ll 'U dress. 

terhoods in training— all j I j I j He will never know peace 

devoted time and wool to again. In the warmth and 

Appleyard. The majority w 111 security of home, amidst 

made him mufflers. Per- BvdeBoy. “BolshetI” fatuous conviviality of 

haps they are easy, perhaps J his clubmates, Appleyard is 

^V-« nw. n v. m v. w ....i.!.. ....... ....31 J) ^ 1 nn II ! •» ’r-r-rt . ..... t. X. J 


manhood of England were 
knitted at impartially. The 
trenches were full of worsted 
things. No one but platoon 
commanders and men of 
their kidney appreciated the 
seriousness of the situation. 
Let it suffice now to say 
that the War ended none too 
soon. 

The moment the Armis- 
tice was signed the women 
of England studied the news- 
papers to discover who were 
likely to be cold next. 

Then Appleyard men- 
tioned to his people that he 
was going to Archangel in 
May. Instantly as the news 
flashed from his people to 
his people's people, and 
their people and so on, 
countless knitting - needles 
flickered into activity again, 
refreshed by their brief qui- 
escence. Appleyard was the 
excuse — ^poor little Apple- 
yard, with only one neck 1 
Aunts, cousins, friends, ac- 
quaintances by encounter 
and by hearsay. Mitten 
Committees, Sock Societies, 
Cardigan Clubs baulked by 
the Armistice, Jumper Sis- 
terhoods in training — all 
devoted time and wool to 
Appleyard. The majority 
made him mufflers. Per- 
haps they are easy, perhaps 
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more of them than of any other knitted dump, and each invested with a muffler haunted. What will happen, he won- 
article can be produced in a given time, by ifppleyard's Slavo-British bat-boy. ders, when that enormous store of 
Appleyard couldn't or wouldn^t de- Acting faithfully on his orders, this lad worsted goods is found with no out- 
chne to accept these gifts, nor could informed each recipient that the British ward sign of ownership ? Will the 
he include them all in his kit ; for his troops had been trained from infancy packages, opened at length by the 
departure coincided with the intensest in the belief that among Slavs none but Eussian authorities, disclose some trait- 
period of the shipping shortage. His the most incarnadined of the Eeds ever orous direction which will set them 
devoted mother diverted the torrent of appeared publicly with nude necks. ponderously moving on his trail again? 
wool to Mr. Cox s muffler department From that day those villagers were Or, lacking this clue, will the flood of 
(a necessary innovation of the late War) inseparable from their mufflers. By raw material thus suddenly released 
and Mr. Cox arranged to despatch July the weather was tropical, but dislocate and convulse the worsted 
weekly consignments to North Eussia. whatever they might discard these markets of the world ? 

Appleyard had glanced at a map of miserable people kept the clinging, — — 

Europe, and, having an eye for country, tickling, stifling products of the infam- Commercial Candour. 

It seemed to hun that there vyas more ous Aprfeyard’s popularity. - ..contbactobs to thh Wab Omcs. 

space m Eussia than in England for At other and more sophisticated vil- Jobbing a Specialty." 

unpacking. jlages this ramp was no good. "The ^ A4vt An Local Paper. 
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THE REPRISAL. 

PRESSED the trigger and shot 
it through the head. A second later 
and I should have been a dead man.” 

The speaker was Crockston, newly 
returned after seven years’ absence, 
mostly in the wilder parts of South 
America. ’*‘It” was a panther or a 
puma, or maybe a squirrel or a meercat, 
for this was the tenth story of the kind 
and I had ceased to follow them very 
closely. Then he added — 

“You people who live in civilised 
countries, within call of a policeman, 
don’t know what life is.” 

It was the fourth time that he had 
made that same remark, and it mad- 
dened me. Eor a moment indeed I 
found myself wishing fiercely that he 
had pressed his trigger' a second later. 
Then an idea came to me and I crossed 
the room and opened the casement. 

My flat overlooks Kensington Gar- 
dens, and on the cold damp air of the 
autumn evening was borne the mourn- 
ful cry, “ All out ! All out 1 ” 

“ Wbat ’s that ? ” asked Crockston. 

“ It *s the keepers clearing the Gardens 
at dusk,” I answered. “ I never hear 
it without thinking of poor Binney.” 

“ Who ’s poor Binney ? ” 

I closed the window and sat down 
again before the fire. 

“ I forgot you wouldn’t know,” I 
said. “ You remember that the winter 
of 1917-18 was extraordinarily severe ? 
But no, you wouldn^t remember that 
either, of course. Well, it was. The 
gales at the beginning of January were 
terrific. Quantities of sea-birds took 
refuge inland, and they swarmed beside 
the Serpentine as never before. A poor 
enough refuge, for it soon became a 
sheet of ice. Yet the gulls remained, 
too much alarmed by the gales to re- 
turn to the sea-shore. At first some 
people made sporadic attempts to feed 
them. But this soon ceased ; food was 
too scarce and the birds too plentiful ; 
and every day the gulls became wilder 
and more ravenous. 

“There was a man named Binney 
who had the flat over this, a curious 
little creature of eccentric appearance 
and miserly habits. Food rationing 
did him badly, because for years he had 
made it a practice never to go to the 
same shop twice, thinking in some 
vague way that this tended to economy. 

“One day Binney had been out in 
search of food. Not very successfully, 
for he was returning across Kensing- 
ton Gardens towards closing time with i 
nothing more appetising than a rather ; 
high herring in a piece of newspaper. ^ 
He took the path which leads byi 
Peter Pan’s statue. Looking back, it 
seems a mad thing to have done, for it 




























THE SPIRIT OF THE TIMES. 

Benevolent Aiint. “ Welo, deab, and what sort op sweeties would you like ? ” 
Little Girl {eagerly), “Oh, please, the sobt that Mummy doesn’t like, ob else 
I shan’t have a chance.” 


brought him and his herring into the 
midst of a cloud of starving sea- 
birds ; but it is easy to be wise after 
the event. 

“ Even then all might have been well 
with him had he abandoned his herring 
at once and fled. But the instinct of 
parsimony was too strong, and he clung 
to it like grim death — an ominous sim- 
ile! Yes, they had him down just at 
the top of the rise. A dozen of those 
cruel beaks penetrated his jugular vein. 
He cried out once, and once only, for 
help. But the keepers were just clos- 
ing the Gardens, and it wae mistaken 
for “'All outi ” Next morning notMng 


was found but a skeleton, a bunch of 
keys, a pair of boots and a collar with 
dicky attached.” 

Crockston left soon after, nor did he 
tell me any more stories of adventure. 
During the War I was strongly against 
reprisals, but I doubt now if I was 
right. It is certain that they act as a 
powerful deterrent. 


“DeteetivB-Insjpector spoke. He had a 

voice which carried a considerable distance, 
but he ha«d cultivated the habit of speaking 
with closed lips, and yet with astounding 
clearness .” — Weekly Paper, 

Does Scotland Yard know of this trick? 
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BENCH-WARFARE. 

A FRAGMENT of forensic frightfulness, 
illustrating some effects of the War on 
the relations between Bench and Bar, 
and demonstrating how counsel, the 
suspicious rivals of other days, have 
in the approved style learnt to com- 
bine in alliance against the common 
judicial foe. 

Bar Council Intelligence Sum- 
mary, 1.2.21. 

Map reference : Strand, 1/ £1 3s. Qd. 

Situation, 

The enemy was very active this morn- 
ing in the Di visionalcourt sector, their 
Heavy Authorities carrying out a search- 
ing shoot from 11.29 to 11.43. During 
the day also several bombshells fell 
into our front bench with violent re- 
ports. Three of our arguments were 
exploded in rapid succession. 

About 15.21 a barrage of cachinna- 
tory joke-shells was put down from the 
centre of the , enemy’s position, our 
troops complaining that their eyes 
were full of tears and their sides ached 
for some hours afterwards. 

Harassing fire of High Explosive 
interruptions went on intermittently 
throughout the day. 

The actual damage done was slight, 
but the moral of counsel occupying this 
sector is stated to have been severely 
shaken. 

The enemy’s moral has correspond- 
ingly increased, and for the rest of the 
day any mouth that opened from our 
benches was promptly silenced by a 
concentration of ire. 

Casitalties, 

Our casualties were as follows : — 
One leader blown out of court. 

One leader lost his clients. 

One leader evacuated to the A.B.C. 
to be treated. 

Two juniors severely wounded in 
the feelings. 

Four juniors reported as haying lost 
their cases and eight their heads. 
One usher rendered speechless 
(N.Y.D. gas). 

(It is worthy of note that an Associate, 
who was lying out in No Man’s Land 
throughout the day, under cover of 
the enemy’s parapet, sustained no- 
thing worse than slight yell-shock.) 

Patrols, > 

A patrol, consisting of one junior and 
four clerks with a Lewis and Lewis 
gun, left our benches at 16.20 yester- 
day and carefully reconnoitred the 
enemy front line. 

The position was found to be unoccu- 


pied. A plaid rug was brought away, 
but has afforded no clue for the pur- 
poses of identification. 

Artilleo^y, 

Our Artillery carried out pre-arranged 
shoots as follows : — 

One Heavy Law Officer shelled the 
village of Divisionalcourt with 
E.E. from 10.30 to 10.30J. 

Four High Loquacity K.O.’s were 
detailed specially to direct fire 
upon the enemy’s support - line, 
book-dumps, etc. 

Sixteen counsel of all calibres fired 
short bursts of application fire 
twice during the day, apparently 
in order to obtain more practice. 

The Luncheon Counter - Battery 
group was unable to function 
throughout the afternoon. 

Enemy Moveme^it, 

An enemy was seen to be struck by 
a fragment of an Idea at about 13.25 and 
fell instantaneously. He was plainly 
visible at 13.27, being helped by two 
others down Judges’ C.T., proceeding 
in the direction of Luncheon. 

All three had abandoned their equip- 
ment. 

An F.O.O., observing from Public 
Gallery O.P., reports that a head was 
visible on the extreme right of the 
enemy’s sector from about 14.15 to 
14.27, vanishing suddenly at the latter 
hour. Shortly afterwards snores were 
heard. 

A mine of information on the left of 
the enemy’s position exploded at 11.37 
and blazed for several minutes. The 
heat was terrific. 

A shorthand- vriter is reported miss- 
ing (believed grilled). 

Neios from other Fronts, 

It is officially announced that Silk 
was yesterday taken by an advanced 
detachment of the Chancery Division. 
The booty is likely to be very great. 
Over five hundred conveyances of all 
kinds have already been counted. The 
Solicitor - General has telegraphed 
congratulations to the successful troops, 
remarking that there is no Division the 
members of which understand more 
clearly that Deeds are more profitable 
than Words. 

In the Lincoln* s Inn Field, 1.2.21. 

Tlie Problem of Mesopotamia. 

** The Kurds alone are an almost insoluble 
problem.” — Times. 

But have they ever been treated in the 
proper whey ? 

“FREEDOM OF BATH FOR PRIME 
MINISTER.”— 

Won’t the Lord Chancellor be jealous ? j 


THE NILGIRIS. 

{Besjpectfidly dedicated to Mr. Punch* $ 
Simla Bard,) 

The winds that blow from Simla 
No summons southward bring. 

Nor envy we the melody 
Your Simla minstrels sing ; 

Each to his own as fancy please — 

But we would not exchange 
Our own Blue Hills, our Nilgiris, 

For all your Simla range. 

Back in the early ages, 

When life was" new and gay, 

A laughing god with magic rod 
Sported an idle day ; 

He took the heartening Channel breeze, 
The Scillies’ vault of blue, 

And on our hills, our Nilgiris, 

He stablish6d the two. 

Smiling, he cast about him 
And bent to his decree 
Moons that beguile the wandering Nile 
And suns of Sicily ; 

And then, that homesick hearts in pain 
Might comfort find and cheer, 

He bade the North Sea mist and rain 
Keep certain season here. 

He chose the crags of Snowdon, 

The rolling Lothian laws, 

And planted these with English trees, 
With Scottish whins and haws ; 

He tricked them out with beck and 
burn 

That happy holiday, 

Then kissed each new-made toy in turn 
And, winging, went his way. 

Ah ! hills of happy hunting, 

In frolic wrought and love. 

How oft since then have suffering men 
Sought comfort from above ; 

In sadness, solitude and ill 
These healing ways are trod, 

Where in the spirit lingers still 
That gay and kindly god. 

Across the dreaming hilltops 
The dallying seasons creep, 

And day with day they herd away 
As shepherds herd their sheep ; 

A lotus-land of afternoon, 

Of solace and release, 

Where day to day and moon to moon 
And year to year is peace. 

The whin and fir of Ooty, 

The rose of Kodanad, 

The Druid branch of Avalanche 
Are Heaven’s own accolade ; 

He that hath eyes and with them sees, 
Who knoweth his desire. 

His own Blue Hills, the Nilgiris, 

Shall hold his heart entire. 


The Housings Problem. 
“Side-car, coach-built; roomy ; new Palmer 
tyre j back entrance. G-roimd rent £4 4$. In 
good Southampton .” — Local Pamper, 
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THE lEEELEVANT AD. ^ 

(With acknowledgments to a well-known 
firm of Tailors,) 

Optimism: and Bananas, 

The diversions of democratic dis- 
turbances have dimmed our perspective. 
Though Armageddon’is relegated to the 
past, pessimism is prevalent. Our men- 
tality has become unhinged. 

Let us turn our minds to better and 
brighter things. Let us discuss the new 
dances, the campaigns of Pussyfoot, 
the costuiries of Cochran’s choruses. 
We must not abandon hope. 

Piccadilly is permanently priceless ; 
Bond Street is full of beans, and the 
Strand is not wholly devoid of bananas. 

We still have our leaders, both par- 
liamentary and journalistic; the per- 
spicacity of parliamentarians and the 
power of the Press have not yet failed 
us, despite the demands of Labour. 

Labour must not forget its place. 
Unless we wish to breed Bolshevism 
we ’must all recognise and respect our 
leaders. That will teach others to obey 
us. Those who respect command com- 
mand respect. 

By the way, have you heard of 


“ Malted Meringues,” the new breakfast 
appetiser? Try it in your bath. 

Houses and Hussies. 

Mrs. Grundy was killed in the War. 
Her obituary notices appear on every 
dance programme. Joy and jazz are 
omnipresent. The relations of modern 
man and maid are unfettered. This is 
the age of Youth. 

The engagements of war have been 
superseded by the engagements of peace. 
The Springtime of Reconstruction has 
turned the young man’s fancy into 
amorous channels. 

Chercher la femme is exhilarating, 
but post-martial and^pre-marital re- 
flections are ' disturbing. The cost of 
living has to be considered. The hous- 
ing problem has to be solved. 

And what of the old man ? 

Certain pessimistic patriarchs still 
claim to communicate with Mrs. 
Grundy, whilst other optimistic octo- 
genarians find wisdom in wine and 
acidity in the aftermath. 

. Ghacun d son goUtL 

If your house is overrun by mice or 
the catch of your spare bedroom win- 
dow is broken, take home a bottle of 
our ^‘Elixir of Elysium.” 


Wisdom in a Nutshell. 

There' are three kinds of writers — 
those who write for a hobby, those who 
write to earn a living and those who ' 
earn a living by writing. 

Obstinacy has many definitions. In 
youth it is‘ called refractoriness; in 
middle-age, resolution; and in old age, 
cussedness. 

Those who are /impervious to praise 
deserve it. 

The emptiest vessel makes the most 
sound, but the full fountain-pen makes 
the biggest blots. 

Incidentally the easiest and quickest I 
method of removing pimples from the 
face is by means of the “Sickle” Safety 
Eazor. 

Our Modest Clergy. 

Erom a church notice : — 

“Nov. 23. ^ The Man England Needs.’ The 

ViCAB. 

Nov. 30. ‘The Man of the Moment.' The 
V icAB.” — Parish Magazine, 

“The entire population of Kamloops, B.O., 
in the shadow of an apple-tree on a grassy 
bank of the clear water of the Thompson 
River, heartily cheered the Prince of Wales.” 

Provincial Paper, 

** Some ” apple-tree ! ” 
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'THE SEKYANT PEOBLEM. 


Motheb oe Pahliaments. “OP COUESE TIMES AEB CHANGED, AND MY SEEVANT3 EXPECT 
GEEATEB EEEEDOM; BUT I MUST EEALLY ASK YOU, DAVID, TO BE HERE TO ANSWER 
THE BELL ONE DAY A WEEK." 

David. “ VERY WELL, MADAM. IE YOU INSIST I WILL ARRANGE TO MAKE THURSDAY 
MY ‘AT HOME’ DAY.” 
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ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 

Monday, November lOtK — future 
the Prime Minister will attend the 
House of Commons on Thursdays to 
answer Questions. This handsome con- 
cession failed to satisfy Sir P. Banbury, 
who wanted to know whether he would 
ever “take his place as an ordinary 
Prime. Minister.’! As if Mr. Lloyd 
Georoe could be an ordinary Prime 
Minister I That notable stylist, Mr. 
Hogge, grunted out that the Prime 
Minister’s excuses were “all hum- 
bug,” and’*was sharply rebuked by the 
Speaker, who still entertains old-fash- 
ioned ideas about the decencies of 
debate. 

A rather cryptic sentence in the 
Prime Minister’s Guildhall speech, 
expressing the hope that the Powers 
would soon be able to organise peace 
among the warring sections in Bussia, 
was translated by Mr. Bottomley into 
an intention to open negotiations with 
the Bolshevist leaders. Mr. Thomas 
thereupon jumped to the conclusion 
that the Government had decided to 
adopt the policy of the Labour Party, 
and asked why they had not said so 
during last week’s debate. Mr. Bonar 
Law was evidently in some dpubt as 
to what his right hon. friend did mean, 
but was confident that it was not what 
the Labour Party meant. Members 
took such comfort as they could from 
his assurance that the olive-branch 
would not be tendered to Le^iin and 
Trotsky without the House being first 
consulted. 

Desiring to check the growing tend- 
ency of Ministers to promise that such 
and such a thing shall be done “shortly,” 
Capt. Terrell, who is happily still 
young enough to remember his childish 
experiences, inquired whether “ shortly ” 
meant “This year, next year, some- 
time, or never.” But Sir A. G. Bos- 
oawen is too old a Parliamentary hand 
.to be caught with such juvenile chaff. 
“ ‘ Shortly,’ ” he said, “means ‘ within a 
reasonable period.’ ” 

Good progress was made with the 
Industrial Courts Bill.^ An attempt by 
Sir P. Banbury to limit the cost of 
administration to ten thousand pounds 
was defeated by Sir Bobert Horne, 
who pointed out the impossibility of 
framing a definite estimate until he 
knew the extent to which the Courts 
would be resorted to. Mr. Clynes’ 
suggestion that, in order to remove the 
controversy regarding the measure in 
Trade Union circles, it should be di- 
vided into two parts, was also rejected 
after Lord E. Cecil (recollecting a case 
before Solomon, J.) had declared that 
such an operation would give the Bill 
its death-blow. 


Mr. Hoggb’s declaration, ill the course 
of the debate, that he had no leader, is 
understood to have given great satis- 
faction to Sir Donald Maclean, who 
feels that a considerable burden of 
responsibility has been lifted from his 
shoulders. 

Tuesday, November 11th, — ^This being 
Armistice Day the House of Commons 
marked the occasion by a small at- 
tendance and a short sitting. It is 
charitably supposed that the absent 
Members were busy advancing the good 
cause of the League of Nations else- 
where. 

The Chairman of Committees seized 
the opportunity to get through some 
further emendations of the Standing 



THE HORNBILL WHICH HAS IiATELY 
BEEN ADDED TO THE ZOO IS NOT 
TO BE MISTAKEN FOB ONE OF THE 
HOBNE BILLS WHICH ARB NOW BEING 
HATCHED AT WESTMINSTER. 

Orders, necessitated by the passage of 
the Local Government Acts of 1888 
and 1899. This rapid progress encour- 
ages unruly Members to hope that in 
a few years the House may find time 
to complete the unfiuished paragraph 
relating to the punishment for dis- 
orderly conduct which since 1902 has 
ended in a painful aposiopes^. 

Question- time produced an unusual 
amount of important information, e,g,, I 
that, though we are nob at war with 
the Bolshevists, they treat our captured 
men as prisoners of war (Mr. Harms- 
worth); that “there is no such thing 
as a policy of the War Office” (Mr. 
Churchill), and that the rumour that 
a British Prince has been invited to 
ascend the throne of Hungary has not 
reached the Foreign Office. 

Judging from the tone in which the 
Secretary of the Treasury gave the 


terms of the proposed French Lottery 
Loan, I should infer that the attitude 
of the British Exchequer was accu- 
rately depicted in last week’s cartoon. 
There was a distinctly challenging note 
in his remark that no Great Power had 
issued a State lottery loan in recent 
years, though he believed that proposals 
for one had been “ made in Germany.” 

After a chequered debate the Agri- 
cultural Councils Bill secured a second 
I reading. Inter alia, it is to dispel the 
monotony of rural districts- by pro- 
moting recreation, thus endorsing the 
late Lord Salisbury’s opinion, circa 
1894, that what the country-folk re- 
quired was not Parish Councils but 
circuses. 

Several Members advocated the es- 
tablishment of a separate department 
to deal with Fisheries, and Lieut. - 
Commander Kenworthy expressed the 
hope that before long there would be a 
system of aerial transport for the 
carriage of fish — on the principle, I sup- 
pose, that the higher it goes the fresher 
it will arrive. 

Despite the recent vote of the House 
of Commons, the Peeresses are still to 
be kept outside Paradise. Their lord- 
ships considered that the Commons bad 
been poaching upon their preserves, 
and they have notoriously little sym- 
pathy with poachers. Besides, as the 
Lord Chancellor pointed out, the 
House as at present constituted is 
under sentence of death, and it would 
be an ill compliment to the ladies to 
invite them to share in its impending 
dissolution. So the Commons* Amend- 
ment to the Sex (Bemoval of Disqualifi- 
cations) Bill was unanimously turned 
down. 

Wednesday, November 12th, — As Earl 
Haig, escorted by Lords Derby and 
Scarborough, marched up the floor to 
take the oath and his seat, the Peers, 
stirred out of their usual impassivity, 
broke into loud cheers; and it was 
with manifest difficulty that the 
Lord Chancellor, remembering stren- 
uous days with the Oxfordshire Yeo- 
manry in 1914, refrained from giving 
him a military salute. Lord Horne, 
another wearer of laurels wou “in 
Flanders Fields,” was also welcomed. 

Then their lordships settled down to 
discuss the importation of live cattle 
from Canada. Barely have they dis- 
played such amazing unanimity. From I 
Lord Chaplin, the veteran Protection- 
ist, to Lord Crewe, the ardent Free 
Trader, all were agreed that these excel- 
lent beasts should nob be allowed to 
enter our markets save in the form of 
beef. 

Like tho gentleman in The Wearing 
of the Green, Oapt. Wedgwood Benn 
inquired, “ How ’s poor old Ireland, and 
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how does she stand ? ” The position, 
as elucidated by Mr, Bonab Law and 
Mr. Harmswoeth, is that the Home 
Eule Act comes into force (unless previ- 
ously amended) when the Peace Treaty 
with Turkey is ratified, and that the 
Peace Treaty cannot even be presented 
to the Turk until America has decided 
whether she will take her share of the 
white man's burden in Armenia. As 
America's hesitation is believed to be 
largely due to the Hibernian element 
in her population it follows that the 
postponement of Ireland’s hopes is 
chiefiy due to Irishmen. Will “Presi- 
dent” De Valera please make this 
clear as he stumps the States ? 

Barely had Mr. Bonar Law re- 
affirmed the Government’s determina- 
tion “ to maintain the unity of. the 
Air-Service ” than General Seely was 
explaining (from the Opposition Front 
Bench) that his retirement from the 
Under- Secretaryship for Air was en- 
tirely due to the existence of “dual 
control.” Varying Sir Boyle Eoche’s 
famous bull, he remarked that “ a man 
cannot be in two places at once, even 
if he is the Air-Minister.” To treat the 
Air Ministry as if it were a learner’s 
machine with two sets of “ joy-sticks ” 
seemed to him to be both absurd and 
dangerous. Accordingly he had reached 
for the parachute and made a voluntary 
landing in the wilderness. 

Thursday, November 18th . — An ar- 
gument freely used by those who have 
been clamouring for the attendance of 
the Prime Minister in the House of 
Commons was that it would restore the 
waning prestige of Parliament in the 
minds of the masses. From that point 
of view the first of Mr. Lloyd George’s 
Thursday At Homes was hardly an 
unqualified success. 

Electricity was in the air from the 
start. In a less excited atmosphere | 
the Chief Secretary for Ireland would 
probably have refrained from describing 
Mr. Jeremiah Macveagh as a Sinn 
Feiner ; Mr. MacVeagh would not have 
retorted that Mr. Macphbrson was 
“ impertinent,” and the Speaker might 
perhaps have taken the merciful view 
that the word was used in its literary 
and not in its vulgar (and unparlia- 
mentary) significance. As things were, 
Mr. MacVeagh, refusing to withdraw 
the expression, had to withdraw himself. 

Two-thirds of Question time had' 
elapsed before we reached No, 45 ad- 
dressed to the Prime Minister. That, 
an unprovocative question about pre- 
mium bonds, was answered in the usual 
way. But the next dealt with Eussia, 
and with this Mr. Lloyd George 
answered the others — some fifteen in 
all — on" the same subject. This was 
not at all to the taste of the inquisitors. 



Mr. Winston Ghubchill. “So long, old 
THING I ReMEMBEE ME TO NO Man’S LaND.” 


They wanted to put their victim on the 
rack of cross-examination after each 
individual Question. 

But their protests were in vain. The 
Prime Minister gaily proceeded to 
deliver what was in effect a long speech, 
telling everybody what they knew be- 
fore, and practically nothing that was 
fresh. There was no reference to the 
Guildhall speech and its Prinkipoten- 
tialities; the nearest approach to it 
being an announcement that the Peace 
Conference would shortly discuss out- 
standing problems, including Eussia. 

Some resentment was expressed by 
Members, who considered that their 
questions had been burked ,* but Major 
Malone removed the tension by his 
plaintive appeal to the Prime Minister 
to answer an inno'cent question about 
housing, seeing that he was not “ the 
Eussian Malone,” 



“MY LADY GEEENSLEEVES.” 

“ She is good for two guineas at 
least,” I said. “ She may fetch three. 
She has beauty, therefore is a treasure, 
and wit, and therefore is a power. In 
one word she is a certain winner.” 

“ Who ? ” said my liege lady from her 
bureau, turning her head somewhat 
sharply at the mention of my beauty. 

“ Who but ‘ My Lady Greensleeves,’ ” 
said I, who had been reading over my 
latest manuscript. “ ''Greensleeves,’ my 
heart of gold.” 

“I thought I was that,” came the 
voice from the bureau. 

“ But this is a lady of dreams, a poor 
enough thing beside you; yet not so 
poor neither. She has her dower of 
golden guineas.” 

“ If she sells for two guineas I may 
forgive your infatuation. If she sells 
for three she will pay the coal bill.” 

(To understand the importance of 
such a manuscript the reader should 
know what poor folk we are, and how 
we live in the country on our wits — ■ 
on my wits, I might say.) 

“ Please pass me an envelope,” I said. 
“ * Greensleeves ' shall go to market this 
very night,” 

“ One envelope ? ” 

“Only one. No need to enclose 
another in case of rejection. Once she 
goes from us, all in her gown of grassy 
green, she will never come back. I 
dare say she will fetch five guineas.” 

“ They may not have room for her, 
or they may have someone else like 
her in stock.” 

“ You have only to read her,” I cried, 
“ to see how absurd you are.” 

“ I should not like her, I ’m sure, 
after the way^you have praised her wit 
and beauty to my face.” 

“ Only to your back.” 

“ I distrust this ‘ Greensleeves,' Take 
my advice and buy her a return ticket.” 

“ It would be a pure waste of paper 
and a penny-halfpenny.” 

“ If you love her as much as you say,” 

I went on the voice from the bureau — it 
struck me as rather cold and calculating 
— “ surely you would spend three half- 
pence to ensure her from ending her 
i days in a waste-paper basket.” 

And now I began to feel maddened 
by this lack of faith. 

“I will bet you,” I cried, “a gown 
of green to a pound of tobacco that she 
never comes back.” 

“Now you are being absurd,” said 
my liege lady. “For how can she 
come back if you won’t pay her return 
fare?” 

“I will,” I shrieked, taunted beyond 
endurance. “Pass me two envelopes* 
Now will you take my bet ? ” 

“ A gown of green ? ” ■ 
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“ Of a grassy green, complete with 
sleeves. And I will throw in a petti- 
coat of the best and garters fringed 
with gold,*' 

To a pound of tobacco ? " 

** I have spoken. Pass the envelopes." 

The bet was taken and I addressed 
the envelopes — one to the editor, the 
other to myself, and I rammed Green- 
sleeves*’ into one of the envelopes along 
with the other. 

“ To market she goes," I said, making 
for the door. 

The post has gone," said the prac- 
tical voice from the bureau. 

**I don’t care," I retorted hotly. 
** Murk as the night is, late the hour, I 
shall never rest till I have sent her 
forth on the first stage of her journey to 
fetch me tobacco and to fetch me gold.” 
And I walked half-a-mile through dark 
rural ways to our nearest pillar-box, 
singing “ Greensleeves " all the way. 

** A certain winner,” I said, as I found 
the pillar-box in the blackness of the 
night. It was* a Saturday night, the 
post had gone and there was no collec- 
tion on Sunday; but I forgot that. 
Into the jaws of the box I flung ** Green- 
sleeves." 

‘^‘Greensleeves,’ now farewell,” I 
cried; “ and may you never come back 
to me I ” 

3(c ^ ^ 


On the morning of the third day, [ 
as I came into our breakfast-room, I 
noticed two things at a glance. Pirst, 
the eyes of my liege lady were strangely 
set upon me, and there was a gleam 
in them. Second, there lay besi& my 
plate an envelope addressed to me in 
my own handwriting. 

“ Oh, ‘ Greensleeves I* ” I cried. “ Alas I 
my poor heart of gold." 

A gown of the grassy green, com- 
plete with sleeves,” said a voice which 
came to me from over the coffee-cups 
— cold and calculating — “a petticoat 
of the best. Also garters fringed with 
gold.” 

“ Wait," I said. 

One ray of hope shot athwart the 
gloom which encompassed me. There 
is always the chance that the editor 
makes use of the envelope for sending 
an acceptance and a cheq_ue. I seized 
a fish-knife and slashed at the envelope. 
But there lay “ Greensleeves ” within. 
Hope dead, I dragged her forth and 
threw her on to the fire. 

And as the flames leapt up to destroy 
all her beauty and all her wit there fell 
from between the sheets of the manu- 
script, as it were from my pretty one’s 
green sleeve, another envelop. It 
was addressed “To the Editor,” and 
bore a virgin stamp, I had posted 
“Gre^sleeves” to myself. 


EIVBES AND HOESES. 

A EiVER, mid the landscape’s glories, 

Is’ held by some to be supreme ; 

And lovely are the songs and stories 
Lit by the running water’s gleam ; 
Yet, save in their sequestered branches, 
Bivers are marred by human sway, 
And raucous trippers in their launches 
Pollute the silver water-way. 

The horse of all the brute creation 
la welcomed as the noblest breed — 
The admirable incarnation 
Of strength and beauty, fire and speed ; 
Yet, when at some renowned race- 
meeting 

His votaries en mas&e are seen, 

The scents of Araby ^lus Kiting ! 
Will scarce avail to keep him clean. 

These facts may solve the strange 
enigma 

That, when this noble pair converge, 
Bach seems to bring his special stigma. 
And hippopotami emerge ; 

To whom I gladly would deliver 
Without the very least remorse 
The crowds who desecrate the river, 
The mobs who vulgarise the horse. 

Marriage d. la Mode. 

“ Two bridegrooms attended the bride,” 
WeUh Pa^r. 
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THE DOUBLE. 

Theeb must be few minor agonies 
more disturbing than the presence of a 
constant suspicion, which no amount 
of investigation can ever confirm or 
disperse. 

And when a matter of eighty Brad- 
burys — or, I should say, eighty Fishers 
— is concerned, why, then , . . 

On the assumption that everyone 
now bets on horses, I have latterly 
opened all casual conversations in 
street and tram, office and bus, lift and 
cloak-room, with the remark, ** I hope 
you backed Brigand ? ” and in mnety- 
nine cases out of a hundred the answer 
indicated that, although that most de- 
sirable proceeding was not' indulged in, 
money bad been invested on one or 
more of the Cambridgeshire'runners. 

The honour of being the hundredth 
man fell to the old waiter at a certain 
chop-house. 

No, he said, he hadn’t backedBrigand 
or anyone e^se. Because he didn’t hold 
with betting. A mug’s game. ' He ’d 
never had but one bet in his puff, and 
that was enough for him. Too much, 
in fact, for it had poisoned his -life. - -■ 

** Poisoned ? ” I repeated. 

“Yes,” he said, “poisoned. It was 
like this : I never took any interest in 
racing, except now and then to be 
barged into and very nearly knocked 
down by newspaper boys rushing about 
with the winner of the three-thirty, till 
one day a customer here— a nice affable 
gent too — when the time came to pay 
hadn’t a brown left for me, so he said, 

‘ I can’t give you any money, Eobert, 
but I ’ll give you a tip of a better kind. 
To-morrow there ’s a double that ’s a 
cert — Pneumonia and Knightsbridge.’ 
You know what a double is? Both 
horses have to win or you don’t get any- 
thing ; but if both win you get a packet. 

“ As I knew nothing about racing I 
went to a pal who was going to the 
races and handed him a sovereign, for, 

‘ If 1 ’m going to. gamble,’ J. said, ‘ I.’il 
do it proper. Put that on Pneumonia 
and Knightsbridge for the double,’ I 
said. ‘ i:iight-o,’ he said. ‘Don’t for- 
get,’ I said. ‘Eight- 0 ,’ he said, and 
then I went home to bed. 

“But I couldn’t sleep for thinking 
about those two horses. And all next 
day I was like a maniac. Every time 
I heard a paper-boy my heart turned 
right over. At lunch I got all the orders i 
wrong. I served mulligatawny instead i 
of custard, and if I broke one plate I , 
broke twenty. My hand was like a 
shuttle. And then at last I got a paper 
with the first of my races in it, and 
found that Pneumonia had won at 10 
to 1. I could hardly stand up. 

f‘Half the double had come home, 


and all I had to do now was to win the 
other half and then I ’d be a millionaire 
— a Solly Joel and Haeey Lauder 
rolled into one, for that 's what all that 
money would mean to me. 

“ Well, my second race wasn’t till 
lafce, and how I got through that -after- 
noon I don’t know. And then when I 
had bought a paper I didn't dare to 
look at it. It cost me eighteenpence 
for brandy before I could bring my eyes 
to the print, and there, sure enough, 
Knightsbridge had. won too, at 8 to 1. 
Just think of it, 10 to 1 and 8 to 1 — 
that was eighty pounds to me and my 
own quid back. No one knows what 
I felt like. 1 was just like a baby— 
I laughed and cried both together. .1 
thought of all the things I ’d buy, I 
was mad with joy.” - 

’He stopped and gulped. 

“ And-then in walks my pal and hands 
me a sovereign, ‘ I ’m really very sorry, ’ 
says he, J but I quite forgot to put it on 
for' you.’ . 

Well, I hope I *11 never have another 
shock like" that. In fact I couldn’t 
stand another. Another would do me 
in. ' « ‘ 

‘“‘You forgot it?’ I said, when I 
came to. ‘Yes,* he said, ‘I’m very 
sorry. I forgot it.’ 

“ And to this day I don’t know 
whether he did or not. That ’s what 
I meant by poisoning life. Whenever 
I meet him I look him in the eye and 
wonder and wonder. ‘Did you have 
eighty of the best off me, or.didn’t you ? ’ 
I says to myself, staring at him X-ray 
like. But I shall never know. Is he 
my friend, or is he a wrong, ’un? I 
shall never know. Isn’t that poison- 
ing life ? ” 

DELECTABLE DISCOVERIES. 

Eecently returned from a “ hurried 
glimpse ” of Cornwall, “ G. K. S.” has 
generously communicated to the readers 
of The Sphere his impressions of, and 
discoveries in, the Delectable Duchy, 
Many people, he tells us, have been 
disappointed in Land's End, but he 
was “greatly impressed by ii” And 
no wonder, for while clambering down 
the rocks he saw “a perched block 
identified with the tour of Dr. Syntax, 
whose head, a very replica of one of 
Eawlinson’s caricatures, was marvel- 
lously presented.” It is good to know 
that these voyages of discovery are to 
be continued. “Some day,” he con- 
tinues, “ when flying is as common as 
rpotoring is to-day I shall fly from 
Zennor to the Isles of Scilly, which I 
am told are even more enchanting, over 
that stretch of -buried land, the over- 
romantic Lyonnesse.” 

It needs but a shght effort of clairr 
voyance to fprecast sorne of the. finds 


that are awaiting the advent of our 
modern Icarus on the shores of these 
wild and picturesque islands, famous 
for their luxuriant vegetation, early as- 
paragus and white rabbits. 

The artistic gifts of Lord Eawlinsqn 
(no doubt the Eawlinson referred to 
by “O.K.S.”) were already known to 
his friends, though his indulgence in the 
dangerous art of caricature had been 
hitherto kept a secret. There is, how- 
ever, good ground for believing that the 
studio in which some of his finest fres- 
coes — or Trescoes, as they are called in 
the Scilly dialect — were produced is still 
in existence, though in a dilapidated 
condition and largely overgrown with 
fuchsias, geraniums' and gigantic wild 
gooseberries. 

Of even greater interest, however, is 
the ruin of’ the small marine pavilion 
on the Isle of Samson, where Douglas 
Haig, the Ettrick shepherd, composed 
his famous cycle of lyrics on the diseases 
of sheep, and entertained, amongst other 
visitors. Sir Lewis Maurice, the soldier- 
poet, the illustrious admirals Sir Nel- 
son Keyes and Sir Eoger Bacon, and 
Archbishop French of Dublin, who 
was specially attracted to the Scilly 
Islands by the opportunities which 
they afforded him for the ornithological 
researches subsequently embodied in 
his classical work, French on Birds, 
Another welcome participant in these 
revels was Dr. Byng, afterwa.rds re- 
nowned as the headmaster of Upping- 
ham, who was in the habit of accom- 
panying his tuneful host on a Birdwood 
cottage grand pianoforte. Other guests 
were David Beatty, the Scottish poet 
and philosopher, the subject of one of the 
most telling of Eawlinson’s cariQa- 
tures, and Lord Plumerston, whose - 
“ spirited foreign policy *’ is believed to 
have originated during a sojourn under 
Haig’s hospitable roof. 

There are many other possibilities, 
but enough has been said to show what 
illuminating results may be confidently 
expected from the flight of so admir- 
ably equipped and scholarly an explorer 
as “ 0. K. 8.” to the land of oldEomance. 
He has shown us “ the real Cornwall"; i 
it remains for him to complete our 
enlightenment, by the revelation of the 
real Scilly Islands. 

The Evergreen Flapper. 

“No one does them better than Mr. J. J. 
Shannon, the president. His two portraits of 
young ladies, 62 and 64, are charmingly 
generic."’* — Tidies, ^ 

“An eminent writer upon scientific subjects 
has said that in a few thousand years no one 
will have any teeth. 

Babies will, we are ibid, be born without 
them.” — World's Pictorial News, 

This is nothing new.’ We ourselyes, 
were born like that. 



OUE HELPrUL HEALEES. 


{With grateful acknowledgments to “ The Times ” Medical 
, . Gorres;pondenty) 

A County Court Judge did well recently to call attention 
to the new disease of “landlord’s neurasthenia.’* The 
symptoms are distressing, but fortunately there is no im- 
mediate danger of the malady assuming an epidemic form. 
It is far otherwise with the strange and perplexing com- 
plaint to which Sir Parry Gerwick has aptly given the 
name of parcifiumonia, the first “ wave ” of which, though 
subsiding, affords no guarantee against its recrudescence in 
an acuter form. Many persons who imagine that they 
have only had a “ chill ” find afterwards that they cannot 
recover their normal capacity for exconchation, and remain | 
in a state bordering on jpheidolia. There is more than a 
probability that they have been really suffering from a 
slight attack of parcifiumonia. ‘ 

The point is important, because unless it is grasped people 
are apt to imagine that their nerves are giving way and that 
they are within a measurable ^distance of decano-ingitis. 
Patients who take a needlessly gloomy view of life would 
be well advised to recognise cause and effect and go away 
for a long period to recuperate, preferably to Monte Carlo 
or the Canary Islands. 

■ It is true that the indications to-day seem to show that 
the number of cases is not increasing. But it is never safe 
to pin our faith to statistics. And the undulation of the 
“wave” has been distinctly more- undulatory than mere 
figures would indicate. Unless* this point is also grasped 
we may- commit the error of confounding a distressing 
cachexia with a healthy metabolism, the results of which 
it is better not to contemplate. In the circumstances the 
most rigid precautions on the. part of public and authorities 


are necessary. We should steer equally clear of panic and | 
blind confidence. So far as possible — this point again must 
be firmly grasped, since we are always conditioned by pos- 
sibility — cases which have been recognised should be 
isolated until the risk of infection is past, and people who 
feel “seedy” should consult a doctor — ^preferably a good 
doctor, but not necessarily an expensive doctor— without 
loss of time. As Abebnetht used to say, a pill in time 
saves nine. 


THE PAIEY LOVEE. 

You walk in your orchard, you sit in your bower 
Mid plentiful treasure of fruit and of flower ; 

But you shall have pleasaunces brighter than these, 
With magical blossoms and magical trees. 


Your train is of damask, rich fold upon fold, 
Your gown is of crimson, your shoes are of gold ; 
But a mantle of rainbows shall wrap you about, 
Besprinkled with star-dust within and without. 


Your ladies-in- waiting are gracious and fair 
And a little page stands by the side of your chair ; 
But an army of goblins shall do your behest 
And fiy at your bidding to East and to West, 


You shall sit on a cushion of velvety moss, 
Embroidered with sunbeams across and across, 

Arid a grasshopper chorus shall make you good cheer 
Or charm you with delicate lullabies, dear. 


I will tap at your window some moon- silvered night, 
And when you. lean down through the jessamine white 
My fairy-swift wings 1 shall softly unfurl • 

And bear you away to my palace of pearl, * E. E. 
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Twc PiAV These monologues, all very lifelike, made a brief inquiry as to the course 

AT THE PLAY. received by the audience, both in which the bullet had taken, Diaz at 

“Sacred and Profane Love.” the stalls and on the stage {Carlotta once withdrew from the stage for a dose 
It may have been my fault for not had to do the listening every time, of morphine and remained absent for 
having read the novel on which his except when she had to do the talking) about a quarter of an hour, the sole 
play is founded, but I could never quite with a very decorous and absorbed reason for this inhumanly apathetic 
get at Mr. Arnold Bennett's intentions attention. As for the action that filled conduct being that Bosalie had to come 
in regard to the application of his title, in the gaps between the revelations, I in from next door at that point to ask 
The “sacred ” part was easy enough ; could never quite believe in the sudden for an explanation of the noise and to 
even I could guess that it was illus- seduction of Carlotta, and still less in throw oS her autobiography, during 
trated by the love of the heroine. Car- those seven ensuing years, during which which the presence of the drug-maniac 
lotta Peel (of the Pive Towns), for the she had built up a great reputation as would have been undesirable, 
musician, Emilio Diaz (of the world a novelist on the knowledge of sex ac- By his carefully observed study of 
generally) ; though I could find nothing quired in this rapid apprenticeship, but the rather thankless character of Diaz 


very “ sacred ” (or even prob- 
able) in this young girl's sur- 
render of her body at sight 
on the strength of a little 
chamber music. It was the 
“profane” love that worried 
me. Was it the love of the 
light womB,n, Bosalie (of Paris), 
for the same man? If so I 
could trace little profanity in 
the devotion and camaraderie 
with which (in the intervals 
permitted by the exigencies of 
her ancient profession) she 
eared for the maestro when he 
had become a helpless victim 
of the drug habit. ' Or was it 
the heroine's temporary affec- 
tion (which came to nothing) 
for her married publisher, 
Ispenlove 9 If so, I could not 
^ee that it was so much more 
profane than her very uncon- 
ventional relations with Diaz, 
And, anyhow, the Second Act, 
which dealt with this subsi- 
diary affair, seemed purely in- 
cidental. 

In support of the former ex- 
planation we have the fact that, 
at their first meeting, Carlotta 
had told Diaz that her name 
was “ Magdalen.” I don’t pre- 
tend to divine the author’s 
purpose, but, if there was any 
significance in this alias, it 
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ECONOMY IN THE NAYY. 

Shorter trousers and every man his own mop. 


— ^for though he inspired so 
much “sacred” love he had 
very little more attraction for 
us in his right mind than out of 
it — Mr. Franklin Dtall added 
greatly to his reputation. 

Mr. Roberts as Ispenlove 
was a little colourless. Bosa- 
lie, with her touches of Maison 
Tellier sentiment and her as- 
surances that she was a “good” 
and “ serious ” girl, was played 
excellently by Miss Jeannette 
Sherwin; and in the part of 
Carlotta Miss Iris Hoby's 
gentle voice and natural man- 
ner exercised their old charm, 
especially in the First Act. 
But there was nothing better 
in the play than Mr. Geoeg-e 
Elton's slight sketch of a 
lovable old cynic. 

Mr. Arnold Bennett can 
easily afford to dispense with 
flattery. His detached revela- 
tions of character were good, 
but if his ambition was to 
scandalise the prejudices of a 
British audience by his aud- 
acity I am afraid he must have 
been disappointed. We are all 
pachyderms to-day. O. A 

“ The new Lord Mayor means to 
waste no time in getting through 
the^ business of the City Council. 
Twice or thrice members rose ‘ too 


invited a comparison with Bosalie, had nevor taken the trouble to renew late’ to make° VeechS^oiTvSious ^sub^^^ 
wno was by profession a real “Magda- her acquaintance with the author of The speeches were felt unsaid.” 


Heard melodies are sweet, hut those unheard - 
Are sweeter.” 

“Would the Party who took the Shoes 


len;''andl take leave to suggest that a her enlightenment, merely contenting Provincial Paper, 

better title for the play would have been, herself with a large photograph of him Keats remarks : — 

“Amateur and Professional Love.” on the piano, ^ “Heard melodies are sweet, hut those unheard - 

Ib is a patchy piece of work, made up The dramatic possibilities offered by sweeter.2_ 

or some admirable passages of self- her subsequent redemption of the hero “ Would the Party who took the Shoes 

revelation (largely in expansive mono- from the deplorable habit of taking ffoni Town Hall on Thursday Evening, 

logue), stitched together with some morphine were shirked by Mr Bennett return same to the Caretaker, Town 

rather improbable action, mostly - off.” who bad it done between tbeThird and 

Rrst we bad CarZoito’s account of her Fourth Act. The, one difficult action . .q • 1 1 i>^cotoh Paper. 

narrow bome-bfe and her spiritual which he handled before our eyeroc 1*.^ s adesirab^^ 

yearnings; then we had a chapter of curred when Dian,' under the iJluence othe rwise be a bootle ss quest. 

masfned life from the lips of Mp. of the drug, threallened to shoot Car- From a-oarish anneal • 

Ispen^e ; then there was Bosahe's lotta. He recalled her identity iust in ^ ‘ . • .x- 

fi?aUv iot^ otthuT- of dat, wMoh“^ghVonhs°“ciioaion to 

finally another outburst m the same and went off, fortunately missing the lated ‘ Do it now.’ Docal Paper. 

quarter on the Jtheme of her later ex- lady. Here followed a curiously chUd- It might, of course, but we don’t 
perienoes. . hsh exhibition, of stagem^aft. Having i it ought to he. 
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OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

{By Ifr. Punch's Staff of Learned GlerJcs.) 

For a variety of reasons few recent books have given me 
such pure joy as the slender volume in which Mr. Max 
Beerbohm has recorded his impressions of Seven Men 
' (Heinbmann). Perhaps even better might it have been 
called “Six men — and another/’ since you will not have 
turned a couple of pages without discovering whose is the 
seventh personality, all pervading, a figure such as maybe 
■you remember, unsmiling, watching with eyes ever so 
gravely malicious the self-revelation of his chosen victims. 
Moreover, by special good fortune the time of most of 
the tales is here the richest period of Max, when the 
dandies still wore curled hats and wit went to a muffled 
music of hansom -cab bells ; in short, when the world was 
young and ginger yet hot in its lips. It is in this setting 
that we hear the amazing fable of poor Mr. Enoch Soames 
;and the Devil, grimly ironical, yet filled with the most 
delicate impertinence ; of the literary and social rivalry of 
Maltby and Braxton^ and how its result drove one to wed 
a descendant of the Emperor Hadrian; of James Bethel^ 
; the super-gambler (perhaps just a suggestion out of key), 
' and of ^ . F. Laider, who was either the first liar of the 
1 universe or who flung away the most superb short-story 
situation ever revealed to man. You see already what feast 
of reason is here prepared ; and at the end a flow of soul 
crowns the banquet, with the tragedy (in two senses) 
of- Brown^ whose name was changed from Ladbroke to 
Savonarola after the composition of surely the most turgid 
historical drama in which even Mr. Max Beerbohm ever 
took a sly and devastating hand. ' Believe me, the rarest 
entertainment. 


I think that very seldom have I encountered a volume 
more blandly, more unblushingly out of date (and, I hasten 
to add, less aflected in value by that consideration) than the 
collection of travel notes and reflections that Mr. Maurice 
Baring has now for the first time published in England (it 
appeared in shorter form long ago in America) under the 
title of Bound the World in any Number of Days (Ohatto 
AND WiNDUs). The salvation of Mr. Baring in this re- 
spect has been his inconsequence. The Indian Ocean, for 
example, naturally provokes him to such reflections upon 
climate as will but too readily suggest themselves to the sen- 
sitive traveller; but for some reason it is here found equally 
apt to supply the cue for an engaging parody upon the lights 
of contemporary letters. Writing thus, not for an age but 
for any old time, Mr. Baring can afford to snap his fingers 
at the circumstance that his facts, when he condescends 
to them, have for the most part been entirely falsified by the 
Great Change. There is, e.g.i a certain shock in finding our 
author quoting with approval Dr. Johnson’s dictum that 
“ every man thinks meanly of himself for not having been a 
soldier/* This of Napoleon — about whom the col- 

lective verdict of “ every man ** has probably changed more 
in the last five years than upon almost any subject that could 
be started. But if the voice of Mr. Baring sounds thus rather 
from out of the past the burden of its reflections is for 
the most part shrewd and entertaining enough to make 
him an altogether excellent travelling companion. Also he 
has in his portfolio a few (not nearly enough) pen-and-ink 
drawings signed B. T. B./’ which, both for themselves and 
for what they recall elsewhere, are altogether beyond price. 
Thus, if the world that Mr, Baring went round is no 
longer the same, there remains plenty of fun in watching 
his circumnavigation of it. ' 
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It pleases me very much now to recall that when I lent Mr. Arthub J. Eees is his choice of a title for The Shriehing 
Miss Phyllis Bottome’s first novel to someone who, of Tit (Lane). Inspiration, no less ! Who’, catching sight of 
course, didn't return it, a coolness ensued apparently out this casually on a bookstall, would not find himself in- 
of all proportion to the crime. It was not quite a great creasingly curious to know how a pit could shriek (admirable 
book, and, though “ not quite ” has become “ very nearly,” word ! ), and why, and what ? The best praise that I can 
neither is A Servant of Beality (Hodder and Stoughton); give the book is to say that no one, having been tempted 
-but in both there is an attitude to life that promises much by this clamorous appeal to hand over his seven net 
for the future, and, for the present, touches Miss Bottome’s shillings, need consider himself defrauded. Of course hon- 
work with a rare nobility and human tenderness. A Servant our forbids that I should reveal any of the tale, beyond a 
of Beality is an after-the-war story of a man who came general suggestion of it as a thing of murder and marshes 
back from a German prison camp broken in mind and body and mystery. Who, in short, killed the old gentleman 
and met and loved a woman whom life had made hopelessly whose corpse was found in the pit, and why couldn’t it by 
the wrong woman for him. His struggles, against his own any possibility have been the nice young man who (after 

the fashion of the juvenile 
leads in these matters) has 
been at such pains to plaster 
himself with every kind of 
suspicion ? The story follows 
what might be called the 
Baker Street method, in which 
an official policeman is em- 
ployed to discover false clues, 
arrest the wrong person, and 
generally bring into glowing 
relief the superior acumen of 
the hero-investigator. (Some- 
times I wonder whether Scot- 
land Yard, in its leisure mo- 
ments, can ever read detective 
fiction with any real enjoy- 
ment.) One or two points 
there were about the shrieking 
pit that even in the midst of 
my thrills roused a slight feel- 
ing of uncertainty. It is, for 
example, surely improbable 
that when a body has been 
found in a pit the police, 
even' story-police, would not 
thoroughly investigate the 
spot. But if we get talking 
like this I shall end by giving 
away the whole matter and 
depriving you of a capital en- 
tertainment.' One final word 
of praise : in no detective tale 
that ever I read does the end 
altogether equal the rapture 
of the pursuit; but the last- 
chapter ingenuities of The 
Shrieking Bit bring it con- 

_ . - . . siderably nearer than most 

There *was a Talbot House in Poperinghe from 1916' to to this perhaps impossible id^al. 

1918, and it had an annexe in Little Talbot House of Ypres 

from the November of. 1917 to the dark days before the Mr; Bennet Copplestone, whatever the theme of his 
final counterstroke of 1918. Both 'were in the .danger book may be, has the gift of establishing an intimate rela- 
Eone; both brought a corner of heaven into the- hell of tion with his readers. A current of good-nature runs 
men’s and officers’ lives.’ It is proposed to found a through The Last of the Grenvilles (Murray), and although 
Talbot House in London to keep alive this Christian fellow- Lichy Grenville^ the hero, was almost too perfect a knight 
ship born of the War in the still fateful days of peace. I was never -bored with his perfections. Indeed he can be 
If it have a tithe of the humour and charity which this warmly recommended as an antidote to the exotic youths 
little book breathes, Talbot House, Trafalgar Square, will who crowd the pages of- modern' fiction. The War saved 
be -well worth founding. There is an unworldly reticence Dicky from internment in a London office and sent him 
as to the address of its Treasurer, but- internal evidence flying seawards ; but he performed no miracles, except, per- 
justifies me in assuring the many whose hearts must be haps, that of reappearing after nearly everyone had given 
touched by this book- thakthc energetic Yicar of St. Martin’s- him up as lost ’ in the Battle of Jutland; There is the 
in-the-Melds will gladly acknowledge their gifts. quality of 'a tonic in Mr. Copplestone’s work, and this 

' ; ■ , — — = — ' may- excuse 4he touch of bedside manner with which he 

The first point upon whicl; L have to- congratulate administers it. . ' 


convictions,to believe inKitty's 
harmlessness, and his gradual 
awakening to the fact that we 
have no right to ask more of 
our fellow men and women 
than their need of us, are the 
main theme of the story. Miss 
Bottoms is of those whose 
conception of “living happy 
ever after” has very little to 
do with material things, and 
Anthony, alone but made one 
with^ his kind through pain, 
is, I fancy, by her reckoning, 
really a happier man than 
many a bridegroom shut up 
uncomprehending in a new 
happiness for two. 

A very modest and witty 
account of good work done by 
an all-comers’ rest-house, with 
chapel in an upper chamber, is 
given by Padre P. B. Clay- 
ton, in Tales of Talbot Rouse 
(Chatto and Windus). I take 
it that it is primarily designed 
as a souvenir for those who 
had the good fortune to enjoy 
its hospitality. But I will tell 
the others; first (in the way 
of warning) those who have a 
down on padres, that they will 
lose it if- they read this ; next, 
those who believe that the 'War 
brought its own real revel- 
ation to many, that they will 
find abundant proof of that 
in these gaily serious pages. 







Jones . “No, no I Go away. T beally can’t afford it. 
I ’m one of the New Poor.” 

Persistent Mendicant . “The New Poor! Then, Sir, as 
ONE OF the Old Originals, permit mb to lend you 'arf- 

A-DOLLAR.” 
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policeman was injured, 
temporary goes rather 


Still, our con- of wages to agricultural labourers is 
far when it said to be illegal. No surprise is felt 


The Foon Oonteolbek has removed refers to the aggressors as “ a hostile amongst people who have tasted the 


all restrictions on the supply of whisky, crowd.'* 
and the War-time custom of asking a 
Scottish friend to have a drink is no Who' 
longer without its risks. much la: 


Who 's Who, says a gossip, will he Lenin, says a message, declares that 


^ when the new O.B.E. List is published 

The Government Housing Scheme, a lot of fresh people will be Who. 
says a Parliamentary correspondent, 

is to undergo important modifications, ** The new scheme for railway 


much larger again next year. Naturally, Great Britain must recognise Eussia. 


Meanwhile the Bolshevists are doing 
their best to make it unrecognisable. 

s': s': 

* j's * 

It is rumoured that Lord Pishee is 


is to undergo important modifications, ** The new scheme for railway It is rumoured that Lord Pishee is 
The report that the Government intends control," says Mr. J. H. Thomas, “must proposing to alter his famous exhorta- 
to strike out boldly and include the admit that the travelling public have tion, “ Sack the lot,” to “ Sack the 
erection of houses in the scheme must, rights." Certainly we have stood up damn lot." In view of possible further 


however, be received with caution. 


for them long enough in most trains. alteration we hope our readers will ’ 
I accept this as our final reference to the I 

A fashion j*oumal thinks that before subject. 


“ The next war will be fought with 


bacteriologists," says Captain Wedg- long the trouser crease will be worn * 

WOOD Benn. The report that the Army down the side, instead of at the back We learn that, in order to promote 
Council has already ordered the Eoyal and front. All that is necessary is to economy in view of the shortage of 
Engineers to construct a couple for slip into trousers of the old style and metal jugs, the manager of a well-known 
experimental purposes is declared to be then stand sideways. hotel in London has issued a notice 

premature. [ _ 1 that the hot water 


Miners in the Ebbw 
Vale district are said to 
be making one thou- 
sand pounds a year. 
They are seriously con- 
sidering the problem of 
hiring someone to do 
their striking for them. 

V 

“ Are dear old ladies 
dying out?" asks a 
contemporary, A cor- 
respondent who signs 
himself “Jumbo" and 
writes from the Ee- 
gent's Park district de- 
clares that, at any rate. 


hotel in London has issued a notice 
1 that the hot water 

brought to visitors’ bed- 

rooms will in future be 
R poured under the door. 


“What— ONLY two to one ‘Balmy Boy’?. I’ve just got twenty pound 
TO FIVE over there. YoU ’LL HEAR MORE ABOUT THIS. A MEMBER OF 

AN Anti-Profiteering CoumitteeJ* 


It is most unfor- 
tunate that the won- 
derful thief-proof motor- 
car which was to have 
been exhibited at the 
Motor- show should 
have been stolen on its 
way to Olympia. 

A gentleman living 
in the north of London 
left his home last week 
and has not been heard 
of since. Any reader 
. who notices meals being 
Telephone Call Office 


it s years since one ofl i who notices meals being 

them knitted him a waistcoat. Dr. Gutheie, of Dundee, is of the [taken into a Telephone Call Office 

opinion that most people drink much should at once communicate with the 
Messrs. Vickers, we read, have pur- too quickly. It is evident that the police. 
chased St. Ermins Hotel. . It is only worthy doctor is not identical with the * * 

fair to Sir Alfred Mond to say that he Scot who had his glass knocked over. We understand that the Vicar who 
wasn’t looking at the time. recently said to a member of the local 

Now that the unemployment dona- Council, “You might be a Cabinet Min- 
It appears that a certain Fleet Street tion is to be discontinued to civilians it ister yourself one day," has consented 
journalist is so much like the Premier is expected that quite a lot of persons to apologise, a. 

that it causes him considerable em- will be thrown into work. * 

T’nf. fnf; • f.hict lio.e cn-h Jfs , T.nnflrk’n nifiKe /'Om-nlainc ei.-n 


barrassment. Tut, tut; this has got 
to stop ; Mr. Lloyd George must 
grow a beard. 


London Clubs, complains an “ Old | 
High spirits are noticeable in thea- Clubman," are becoming unbearably ; 
trical circles and a good Christmas noisy. Even the old gentlemen who 


^ season is expected. It seems that a work in the Club libraries can hardly 

“ The Ministry of Transport," says a new pantomime joke has been seen hear themselves snore, 
motor expert, “ has decided to invest!- making its way to London. * 

gate the question of left-hand steering." . ’V'' ... . “America,", says Mr, Frederick 

The greater frequency of accidents re- A San Domingo multi-millionaire has William Wile, “wants a business 
suiting from this method, it is alleged, just ordered the most expensive motor- President.” We have always felt that 
is more than compensated for, from the car in the world. It is to have 14-carat a fatal flaw in the League of Nations 
pedestrian’s point of view, by the fact gold fittings. Already, it is said, a ^as that it gave the U.S.A. no oppor- 
that deaith is generallydnstantaneous. queue of pedestrians has lined up out- tunity of making anything out of it, 

side the owner’s house, all eager for the * r--'— 

The Evening Neios veievs to a little honour of being the first to be knocked “Take a Tin Home for the Week End.” 
ftk fTTDift h in Belfast when people were down by this luxurious car, Advt in Daily Paper, 

fired at, stones and bottles were thrown, - The house problem seems to be getting 


one man had his ear shot off and a I The giving of beer as part payment [ rather corrugated. 


Advt in Daily Paper, 

The house problem seems to be getting 
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CONFESSIONS OF A DRAMATIC CRITIC. 

[In a supplementary review of Hr. Aenold Bennett’s Sacred and 
Profane Love Mr. Walkley, of The Times, revises the estimate! 
he formed of it on the first night and mates the following painful I 
admissions : “ It may he well,” he says, “to explain that one * notices ’ 
a play and then thinks it over. True, one’s ‘notice’ — the virtually 1 
instantaneous -record of one’s first impressions — sometimes weps a 
specious appearance of thought. But that is one of the wicked 
deceptions of journalism.”] 

When for a paper published once a week, 

That gives a writer scope for due reflection^ 

I have contrived a leisurely critique 

Upon some fairly recent stage- confection, 

And to my judgment brought 
A slow and solemn gravity of thought; 

Much, Mr. Walkley, have I marvelled how 

The lore that out of ancient scribes you suck up. 
Exuding from your broad and Attic brow 

(The urgent printer's devil crying, “Buck up I"), 
Pours off your non-stop pen 
Between 11.0 and 11.10; — 

How on a play whose price was blood and tears, 
Costing its maker months of toil and anguish, 

Your final word, that lifts him to the spheres 
Or leaves him under your reproof to languish, 

You fix with instant hand, 

Stamping the thing with ‘‘Stet! ” (or “ Let it stand ! ”). 

And now you own that second thoughts are. best; 

Indeed (unless you meant to be facetious) 

No previous thought had been thrown off your chest — 
Only an outward semblance, very specious; 

So from a god you sink 
To common men who take their time to think. 

Oh, Mr. Walkley, my illusion 's gone ! 

' Shattered my faith in those allusive nocturnes 
Composed from 11.0 on, 

Fast as the moving finger of the clock turns 1 
How can I know but what 
Next week you '11 tell us you were talking rot ? 

" 0. S. 

THE EINSTEIN UPHEAVAL. 

Fxjethejj Developments* 

The wide-reaching results of Dr* Einstein's great dis- 
covery are by some unthinking observers regarded as only 
affecting mathematicians and philosophers. There could 
not be a greater mistake, as may be readily shown from 
the following considerations. The acceptance of the theory 
carries with it, as an indispensable corollary, the acceptance 
of the proposition, Time = the Fourth Dimerision, Once we 
grant this, as we must, the literary implications of the dis- 
covery are revealed in their true significance and the re- 
construction of a large number of standard sayings becomes 
necessary. ^ When prose has been adopted as the vehicle 
for expression, the carrying out of the change is not so 
difficult; but some little skill will be required to adjust the 
metre in those poetical allusions which are in constant 
use. 

For example: “I know a bank where the wild fourth 
dimension grows," is- at the first blush somewhat dis- 
concerting. But on repetition it will be found that the new 
form of the phrase is a great improvement. It is more 
impressive and sonorous, and it can be defended as a legi- 
timate application of the principle of vers libre. 

The famous and often quoted couplet from Hamlet ad-^ 


mits of a very simple adjustment, the metre being retained 
if we drop only one word and read : — 

“The fourth dimension’s out of joint. Oh spite, 

That ever I was born to set it right 1 ’ ’ 

Here it will be conceded that the omission of the harsh 
and unseemly epithet “ cursed" is a distinct gain. 

More difficult to reconcile with popular predilections is 
the new version of the line in Watts’s famous hymn; “The 
fourth dimension, like an ever-rolling stream," but the 
task of adaptation ought not to be beyond the powers of a 
great prosodist such as the present Poet Laueeatb. 

We may add in conclusion that for the present there is 
no intention on the part of Lord Noethclifeb to change 
the title of his chief paper to The Fourth Dtmensions, 


REGIMENTAL HOCKEY. 

My company team has played its first match. The 
score was — but what of a few goals, more or les-s ? The 
play 's the thing. And I ’m quite sure that the seventeenth 
was “kicks," and would have been given so by the umpire, 
only in his eagerness he nearly swallowed his whistle and 
then didn’t like to confess his clumsiness. 

A few candid comments on the team, after the manner of 
a school magazine, may be helpful at this early stage. Will 
you print them for me^ Mr. Punch ? I asked the Adjutant 
to do so, but he says that his space in Battalion Orders is 
so limited that he is obliged to decline ‘ advertisements. 
Here they are : — . 

Corporal Jenkins (goal). Maintained most admirable 
sangfroid in trying circumstances. Showed punctuality 
and precision in retrieving the ball from the net. Should 
not smoke cigarettes while play is in progress ; hockey is 
more serious than warfare and allows less licence. 

Privcde Bulpitt {right hack), A natural golfer. At the 
top of his swing is reminiscent of Vabdon. Must learn to 
replace turf. 

Lance’-Oorporal Farthing {left back), A striking contrast 
to his partner. Longest drive; three yards ; hits, six ; mis- 
hits, all the rest. Should practise in his barrack-room. 

Private Blagg {right half). Lacks pace but is a very 
useful tripper. A thoroughly unscrupulous half-back. 

^ Sergeant Pinkerton, D.G.M,, M,M. {centre half), A mag- 
nificent fighter at close quarters. Finds hockey a very 
passable substitute for dirty work with the bayonet. 

Private Sa7mvays {left half). Not a great player, but a 
clever debater on points of hockey-law. Should avoid per- 
sonalities. The umpire's character and personal record 
may be all that 'this half-back alleges, but such a matter is 
surely better discussed in the canteen after the match. 

Corporal Kibney {outside right), A very agile forward 
with an entertaining trick of balancing his stick on his 
nose during slack moments. 

Private Frihhance {inside right). Uses his stick with a 
scythe-like action, but rarely reaps the ball. Sometimes 
cuts down the opposing left half, but more often his own 
wing-partner. Is earmarked for agricultural furlough next 
haymaking. 

O.-jS.-Af. Wagstaffe {centre forward), A keen and deter- 
mined attacker. Selects the enemy’s goalkeeper as his 
special objective, and more than once put him into the net, 
the ball having been diverted elsewhere. 

^ Private Smith {inside left). An adaptable forward, using 
either side of his stick with equal facility. Leaves no rule 
unbroken, 

Staff-Sergeant Lovejoy {outside left). Apt to confuse hockey 
with the club-swinging of which be is so fine an expone^ 
in the gymnasium. Could always bedoeated in action by 
the cries of human beings in pain. A dangerous forward. 
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Dibteesspto Damsel. “HEBE COMES MX EESOUEE AGAIN. LOOKS LIKE BUSINESS THIS TIME.' 





IN FULL CRY. | 

(Being specimens of lohat might happen 
if the Great Proprietor took a dislike 
to you,) 

A Leading Aeticle. 

“It is, we suppose, useless to call 
attention to yet another scandal of 
waste and mismanagement for which 
Mr. LiiOYD George, as head of the so- 
called Government, is responsible. Mr. 
L. George, whose genius for stepping 
into a financial morass is only exceeded 
by his skill in climbing out on some- 
body else*s shoulders, is evidently de- 
termined to bring his country to bank- 
ruptcy before he has finished. When 
it is a question of being faithful to the 
pledges which he has made to our tried 
and trusted friends, General Denikin 
and Admiral Koltchak, no one can he 
so stern an economist as Mr. George. 
But if there is an opportunity of throw- 
ing money away on the most fantastic 
and impossible stunt * in this country, 
then Mr. Geo. (that prince of wastrels) 
is in his element. Take this new Go- 
vernment garage at West Putney . . 


Society Gossip. 

“Miss Hermione Thistledo wn-Poulks- 
Thistledown, who has just become en- 
gaged, belongs to one of the oldest 
families in England. The founder of 
the family was Sir Francis Foulkes, 
whoso descendant, Boger, assumed the 
additional name of Thistledown on 
marrying Lady Alicia Thistledown in 
1642. In 1760 John Thistledown- 
Foulkes, on succeeding to the property 
of his aunt, took up his residence at 
Thistledown Towers and adopted the 
style of John Thistledown - Foulkes - 
Thistledown. The case of Mr. D. L. 
George, our wastrel Prime Minister, is 
of course quite different. He has no hy- 
phen in his name, “ Lloyd” being merely 
thp second of his two Christian names. 

-V ' S|C ' SIC ^c 

“The Duchess of Bilberry's At Home 
last night was Undoubtedly one of the 
most successful functions of the season. 
Practically everybody who is anybody 
in the social, political and artistic 
world was there. In one corner of 
the greati'eception-room Lord Swaffem 
and a few friends were listening eagerly* 


to the famous financier, Mr. Samuel 
McSamuel, and from the energy with 
which the latter was speaking it was 
obvious that he was giving out a few 
home-truths about the bankrupt policy 
of Mr. George and the present Govern- 
ment. Lady Peggy Porringer was look- 
ing pretty in pink ninon, but a little 
sad, I thought, at Mr. George’s be- 
trayal of our Eussian friends. - 

45 ''fi 

“ The marriage arranged between Lord 
Ballybun and the Hon. Kathleen O’Baf- 
ferty has been postponed until Mr. 
George has settled upon an Irish 
policy.” 

At the Theatre. 

“ A second visit to the great Eussian 
play, Reparation^ only serves to confirm 
one's opinion as to Tolstoi’s genius. 
In the light of recent events it is ob- 
vious that the Eussian novelist was 
writing prophetically. Fedya's deser- 
tion of his wife is intended to be a 
parable ; Tolstoi foresaw Mr. George's 
desertion of Denikin and wished to 
warn his countrymen. Fedya's subse- 
quent suicide, however, must not be 
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taken too literally. Mr. George will 
never resign of his own free will. 

3>JC SjS 

“The most popular scene in the new 
Palladrome o-evue is undoubtedly that 
in which Mr. George’s spendthrift 
Ministry is burlesqued and held up to 
ridicule. The laughter was continuous, 
but underneath the laughter one recog- 
nised the stern resentment of an elec- 
torate which has been tricked and is de- 
termined to pay back its account in full. 
The management of the Palladrome is 
heartily to be congratulated. Indeed, 
with the exception of one rather taste- 
less scene, in which the Proprietor of 
The Times (apparently) is held up to 
ridicule — a scene entirely without hu- 
mour — the whole revue was received 
with the greatest enthusiasm.” 

Golf Chatter. 

“ It is always a mysterious thing why 
a golfer’s form should vary from one 
day to another, with the curious result 
that on a Monday he should be unable 
to do anything wrong, and on the fol- 
lowing Tuesday be equally unable to 
do anything right. Perhaps the form 
of the Great Triumvirate is not quite 
so variable as this, but certainly they 
have their good years and their bad 
years, and this lapse of form is as in- 
explicable to the player himself as to 
the looker-on. Take James Braid, for 
instance, the famous Walton Heath 
professional. He has had one of his 
very worst seasons, and yet he will tell 
you that he is feeling as fit as ever, and 
that as far as he knows there is nothing 
to account for this strange decline from 
his usual irreproachable form. , j 

But it is not always a question 
of physical fitness. A man who has 
something on his mind will never be 
able to put his best into the game, and 
this may well have been the trouble 
with Jimmy Braid in this last season. 
As is well known, Mr. George (the 
Welsh Wastrel, as I heard a well-known 
performer at Sunningdale call him the 
other day) has a house in the imme- 
diate neighbourhood, and it is quite 
possible that sub-consciously Jimmy 
has been allowing this to worry him, 
so that he has been throwing away 
strokes with almost the same freedom 
as’ Mr. George throws away millions 
of the taxpayers’ money. The im- 
portance at golf of the sub-conscious 
mind, indeed, has hardly been recog- 
nised properly by doctors. I well 
remember when I was playing at Sand- 
wich many years ago ...” 

Art Exhibitions. 

" “ Mr. Peter Bash’s new collection of 
pictures at the Younger Gallery will 
add considerably to his reputation. 
When we say that not a single picture 



in the show is recognisable from its 
title, it will be apparent how much Mr. 
Bash has improved since his last exhi- 
bition, when at least half-a-dozen of 
his paintings bore a vague resemblance 
to their subjects. Probably Pcnirait 
of a Lady will cause as much sensation 
as any. Whether it is like her we can- 
not say; but its resemblance to the 
Slough Depdt on a foggy night is most 
striking. Indeed it is doubtful if Mr.' 
j George’s monstrous white elephant 


has ever been shown up more pitilessly ! 
than in this picture. The half -finished 
and abandoned Loch Doon site is also 
exposed fearlessly by Mr. Bash in his 
monochrome, ' The Wedding Present ; 
while Tom- tits in a Willoio-Tree gives 
us a hint of what Russia will look like 
now that Mr. George has abandoned 
it to the savagery of the Bolsheviks.” 

’ [And so on, * The ivhole jpaclc after 
you. And yet I dare say you might 
survive 11 A. A, M. 
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TOUTING FOR WAR TOURISTS. 

“I SUPPOSE,’* said Laver, “I’m not 
the only one who solemnly vowed on 
the hilt of his entrenching tool that, 
once he had shaken or scraped the mud 
of Flanders from bis boots^ he’d never 
tread it again, and has afterwards 
buzzed over on the first available oppor- 
tunity. But I told myself in extenua- 
tion that I ’d only visit places of happy 
memories — there were a few, old son, 
weren’t there ? However I tumbled 
across a pleasant little party of Ameri- 
cans at Amiens, and, as they were medi- 
tating a trip to the devastated regions, 
I thought I ’d go with them to see 
if the ‘doings’ looked any different 
through civilian eyes, 

“Well, after a good 
morning’s rubberneck- 
ing we halted at Eum- 
micourt for lunch. You 
remember it, Cheeky — 
we had a Comp any Mess 
in a commodious semi- 
roofed cellar with all 
Service improvements. 

The place looked exact- 
ly as we and Jerry had 
left it ; not much as a 
village, but a huge suc- 
cess as a picturesque 
ruin; Some of the in- 
habitants had ’*5rifted 
back, and over our old 
subterranean villa the 
former proprietor, one 
Georges Guillot, had 
run up a green-and- 
yellow wooden shanty 
which he called the Oaf 6 
de la Victoire, where he 
retailed refreshments, 
picture postcards, Brummagem souve- 
nirs and war notions generally. He had 
an attractive posted up to lure the 
wandering tourist, but the only place 
the dishes appeared was on the miemc. 
Whether you ordered htdtres and Yeuve 
Clicquot or poulet rdti and Pommard 
the result was the same — omelette and 
vin blaTic, unless it happened to be 
omelette and vin rouge. However, old 
Georges contrived to entertain his vis- 
itors so well with war anecdotes, that 
they didn’t notice it, and the bill helped 
to keep up the illusion that they had 
lunched lavishly, 

“Without doubt Georges possessed 
a double helping gf imagination and 
dramatic power, even for a Frenchman. 
I happen to know that at the com- 
mencement of the War his family were, 
as our Sergeant-Major used to say, 

* evaporated from the divested area ’ to 
Eouen, where Georges, being a Terri- 
torial and too old for the line, did guard 
duties ever prisoners and stores,, and 


Madame Guillot ran a little estaminet. 
But tourists want war atmosphere 
at first hand, and Georges, in the in- 
terests of. business, laid it on like a 
German delegation pleading for the 
fatted kine. His description of the 
five-nine that blew off the chimney 
whilst the family were peacefully sleep- 
ing nearly made me duck under the 
table for cover, and his account of the 
demolition of the barn almost convinced 
me that it was he, and not I, who was 
there at the time. 

“ Of course I didn’t give him away. 
It would have looked a bit like swank 
to the ladies of the party, and, after all, 
a poor devil who has had his home 
smashed to smithereens is entitled to 
make a bit out of the wreckage. 



The Candidate, “Oiti-y the other day in the ’Ouse they admitted 
’avin’ a eloatin* debt and a sinkin’ eund, Oub policy is to ^ayb a 
siNKiN’ DEBT AND A FLOATIN’ FUND.” (Loud mid ^olonged a'g^lause,) 


“As I said, Georges had dramatic 
power, and he was also a true artist. 
He didn’t pile on the horrors too much 
or too long, but, for the benefit of the 
ladies, switched on the sentimental 
stop at just the right moment. Picking 
up a photograph in a tinsel frame from 
the mantel-piece he regarded it tenderly, 

“ * A beautiful lady,’ he murmured ; 
* and her lover, he was m beau gargoiz. 
An English Tommee, tin simple soLdat, 
but with the face of an Apollo and the 
heart of a lion. Le pauvfe petit t I re- 
member him as he used to sit by iny 
fire gazing at this photograph. There 
is writing on the back — ^words of love 
and longing, sans doute, but I tmder- 
stand not the English language. One 
morning the orders came for the assault, 
and he placed the photograph into my 
hand. 

“ ‘ “ Guard this for me, mon vieux"* hg 
said, “until I return; it is my greatest 
treasure.” 

“‘Then he kissed it again and 


marched bravely away; but’ — there 
was a sob in Georges’ voice — * he never 
returned.’ 

“ The ladies looked at the photo sym- 
pathetically and were palpably moved 
by Georges’ story. It was, as Georges 
had said, a beautiful face, and it seemed 
strangely familiar to me. I puzzled 
ever it until, by another transition, 
Georges diverted the attention of the 
party to his stock -of engraved shell- 
cases, German helmets and cartridge 
paper-knives. Then, while he was busy 
effecting big sales, I slipped the photo 
from the' frame, hoping to find a clue 
from the writing on the back. And I 
found it. Cheeky, the photo was ad- 
dressed to you ! ” 

Oh, hang it ! ” expostulated Cheeky. 

[ “On my honour,” I 
said^ “ Georges had 
evidentlybeen grubbing 
round in the old cellar 
and found it. The lov- 
ing message, the words 
over which you used to 
pore and which were 
engraven on your heart, 
were : — 

“ * Dear Oed Oheoky, 
— Having the time of 
my life now. Better 
game than pottering 
round the barbed-wire 
or escorting the good 
old rum - jar. Sorry I 
packed your pyjamas 
in my kit by mistake, 
but you can keep my 
posh leggings and caU 
it quits. 

‘ Yours to the last 
glass in the bottle, 

F. F.’ 


“And the lady, my noble Ajpollo, 
whose likeness you tenderly kissed 
before going out into the battle, never 
to return, was Freddy TVyer, the lady 
impersonator of the Ninety - ninth 
Divisional Concert Party,” 

Another Impending* Apology. 
From a cinema advei'tisement : — 
“THE GREAT GAME, 

Featuring Bombabdieb Wells. 

THE IBRESISTIBLE FLAPPERJ’ 

Provincial Pamper, 

From a pro-Italian pamphlet; : — 

“ All the tribes of Jugoslavia are thumping 
their tum-tums and talking of war with Italy.” 

Well, it can’t be said that theyhayeno 
stomach for the fight. 

“Bio Increase in Bioamous Marriage. 
Is, latest industrial ambition of country), — 
Trade worth millions.”— Caiwidm?!- Pajger, 

Despite a few regrettable incidents we 
feel sura this is a libd on the Dominion, 




DANGEE IN NXJMBEBS. 

[Lest hwply any here approve the recent Bussian proposal to 
abolish Christian names and give each child a number,) 

Not for the present babes the tear-drop glistened 
Upon my eyelash when I read of this; 

One might as well be Four ” or “ Five*’ as christened 
“ Wipers ” or “ Foch *’ or “ Louvain Armistice.” 

I looked ahead and thought how time would flow on 
Until (and it was then the tear-drop came) 

“ Double three four one double six and so on 
Was some poor infant’s name. 

Then will no treble voice pipe ** Jack ” or ** Jenny ” 
When asked “ x\nd what ’s your name ? ’* Instead of that 
The child will lisp in numbers,” pluck its pinny 
And reel a dozen digits straight off pat ; 

And kind old gentlemen (if there be any), 

Having for figures very little head. 

Will answer nervously, ** Well, here 's a penny. 

Little — er — what you said.” 

Paterfamilias too will hardly venture 

(Knowing how great the vocal strain would be) 

To” summon to him and severely censure 

Seven four two five six naught eight one three ; 

Unless parental larynges grow tougher, 

That other noted scribe I love to quote. 

Mother of Six,”vwill permanently suffer 
From clergyman’s sore throat. 

And last of all, when by its mere dimension 
'Our number shows what year we saw the sun. 

What maiden verging on an old-age pension 
' Can ever seek’ to pass for thirty-one ^ 


Dusk may arrive, the light may be behind her, 
But hope will come not at the close of day, 
Since every time the numeral assigned her 
Will give the game away. 


SALES. 

[A workhouse has been ofiered for sale in the North of England.] 
For Immediate Sale. — ^That desirable and well-situated 
High Court known as Lot 99 in the list. Fine opportunity 
for enterprising man. Turnover exceeds £500 weekly in 
fines, but keen man could double this. Hundreds of good 
customers on the list, this being an old-established business. 
No reasonable offer refused for premises and goodwill. 


For Sale. — Fine well-built Police Station. Will be 
found to be a comfortable and convenient house for visitors. 
Cheerful outlook. Large roomy cellars and electric light. 
Every attention given. Write for terms. Prisoners col- 
lected in our own vans. 


To Let, — ^Vacant possession. That excellent Freehold 
Dwelling known as the Crystal Palace, situate at Syden- 
ham. Large room. Very light. One pane of glass broken. 
Decorated to suit tenant. Bath fitted. Nice large greenhouse. 


For Immediate Disposal. — Commodious green island, 
occupied by Sir Edward Carson and others. What offers 
for this little bit of heaven ? Small army provided, but 
better bring own as well. Great sporting district. Excel- 
lent shooting. Strong head of landlords. 

For Sale. — Guillotine. Only been used a few times. 
Absolutely reliable and in good working order. Just the 
^ thing for retired executioner desirous of setting up business 
in private practice. Complete with extra blades and strop. 











A LETTER TO THE BACK BLOCKS. 

Dear Ginger, — 

As yoia ■will note by th.is here letter heading 
I am at present in the town of Beading. 
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and did an infant pop its paper-bag the bloom on. This creates a favour- 
lOGKS. within ten yards of him he would fling able impression. . , , 


himself in the gutter and moan for an 
ambulance, 

I knew all about this and was pre- 


Baggy responded creditably to treat- 
ment. He toed the scratch line ten 
seconds ahead of the bride with his 


X axil au IJXOOOIAU in uinii uvmj-fc V... O- J. uuw T, V--- — J. IT XU’U 

How’s that for a nifty Uttle bit of pared for some slight flutterings at the earn cooked and his crest high, 
impromptu verse? How do I do it? chancel steps, but I had no suspicion Everything went ^immingly until 
Oh^Idunno. A gift, I suppose. And of the twist proceedings would take, we approached the Wilt thous, when 
why am I in Beading ? Taking a course Else you would never have caught me some silly ass let the door slam. Baggy, 
of biscuits ? Visiting its Earl? Nay, within a thousand miles of— oh, weU, true to form, dived for the mat like a 
nay, old companion, neither. I am here we will come to that. retinng White Hope. I grabbed him 

beJause-ohfwell, I ’ll teU you aU about I descended on Cheltenham the day by the scruff just in time and jei^ed 
it. since you insist. before, and found Baggy instaUed in him to his feet The padre (an archaic 


if vmi inqiqt before, and touna Joaggy insiauea m mm uu uxo xocu. 

’l wrote to you that our old Bagshawe a hotel there, looking pL but deter- half deaf and blind relative of the bride) 
was in deep^ waters, didn’t I? Well, mined. I took him for a scramble up came to the end of his mumbb and 
it is all over ; he has joined the great Leckhampton Hill in the evening (I paused for Baggy s response Baggy 
maioriby, and I, as his"^ Best Man, was am a firm believer in exercise, it keeps was incapable of utterance. I shookhiin 
with him to the hitter end. Of course ’em from going off their feed and brood- heartily, but only produced a castanet 
I’mprettyhardenedtothatsortofthing ing), and he got the usual last wiU and solo of teeth. There was nothing else 
now-aftL my varied experience-but testament off his chest. He is be- for it, so I rendered the “I wiU my- 
for all that it never fails to move me queathing you his collection of Somah self. I bad gt^ Baggy round by 
deeply. The poor chaps cling to me so nose-rings, and Knox what he is pleased the time the To have and to 
patLtically ; call up memories of the to call his library, bub which, as far as repetition was due, so I repeated that 
past- choke . . .^ Baggy was par- I can ascertain, consists of a single for him as well. I handed bim the 
Lularly temperamental) without ex- bound volume of La, Vie Parisienne. ring.- He dropped it. I caught it in 
ception the most ticklish bridegroom I He spoke affectionately of the old up- mid-air and handed it back to him. 
have ever handled. country days. Of course he was making He proceeded to screw it nut- wise on the 

A case of mine in Saskatchewan gave a change for the better and was the wretched girl s left thunab. I stepped 
me the slip iusb as the bride weighed happiest man on earth, but still they between the pair, frustrated Baggy and 
in. I discovered him some time later had been rather joUy, hadn’t they ? He steered it on her fourth finger myself, 
in the town ccrrral, engaged in a horse sighed several times to show how happy The clerical dotard suddenly leaned 
deal. Nor could I move the fellow he was. I kept him locked in his room forward and, capturing both our hands, 
untiithe whole auction — horse included next morning while 1 went to the church instructed vao-^e — to repeat, “With 
— had been transferred to the church- to see if all was in order and the drop this ring, etc., wter ^ 

vard, where he could watch proceedings working properly. At eleven o’clock “ No, no, no ; I m the best man, I 
through the window and punctuate bis I dressed and fed him. He partook of whispered feverishly, “ the best 
respbntes with occasional bids. a hearty breakfast and walked to the don’t you understand? That s the 

Aiioth.6r case of mine — in Beohuana- scaffold a firm step, refusing all chap you want, over there, nodding at 
land this time — reclined on the sharp spirituous consolation. Baggy, who was wobbling slowly to a 

end of a scorpion two minutes before It has been my experience that most flank, gone dithery altogether.^ 
the saddling-bell rang for the nuptials, brides are deliberately late. Prompt!- The old fool blinked stupidly and 
He arrived at the post on time, but in tude, they imagine, would give the plungedstraight ahead with the blessing, 
my arms, and went through the cere- public the idea that they are mad keen My goodness, Ginger, do you per- 
mony bent double, and doing a sort of to get at the man ; they therefore hang ceive what was happening to me ? In 
Maori war-dance. Only, my Arm grip back twenty minutes or so to show half a jiffy he would have finished the 
cn his braces kept him in court at all, that they don*t really care a whoop blessing and I should be married. 1 1 
I have had them feign loss of memory either way, and are only being dragged . Me ! Ich ! Je ! What a situation for 
and catalepsy at the last moment, con- into the affair against their better judg- an innocent young follow to find him- 
fess to arson, bigamy and murder ; but ment. If they only knew what this self in all of a sudden. What a situa- 
by the exercise of tact and firmness I delay sometimes costs the conscientious tion. Ginger, I ask you! I am a brave 
have nursed them all through. I pride best man! Why, once in the Cape man. Ginger, but I confess there have 
myself on it. But Baggy ! , . . 1 go Province I was riding a bucking bride- been moments when even I have turned 

all goosey when I think of it, even groom’s chest for thirty-eight minutes, my back on extreme peril. This was 
now, even here — in Beading. looundinff him on the head with a 1 one of them. I turned my back on it, 


It wasn’t that he was reluctant ; it hassock to keep him quiet. ^ ^ ^ 

was his nerves. You know how con- Some amateurs trot their men into bridesmaids like a wild pig through a 
foundedly jumpy he was in the old the arena right away, and keep them cane brake, bowled over a couple of 
days up at Shangani — well, the late hanging miserably about until the bride vergers who were loitering up the aisle 
Buropean friction has done nothing chooses to materialise — old women bidding the small boys be quiet, took 
towards mending matters. ^ He was commenting audibly on their paleness, the font in my stride and was out of 
never actually punctured, but he was the pluck leaking out of the toes of the door and down the street, running 
the champion shock-absorber of the their patent leathers. Not I ; I entertain like a dog with a^ can tied to its tail, 
home front. Did a bomb drop any- the condemned in the vestry with light, The gates of the railway station yawned 
where between Yarmouth and Brixton, bright blither until a verger tips mo before me. I dashed through them 
Baggy was sure to be standing with off that the lady is rounding the bend, into a moving train and burrowed under 
his ear to the bang. The result was Then I administer a stiff bracer of the seat. The train brought me to 
pitiable. Six months after the Armis- jumping powder from my flask, whip Beading, and here I am still — still 
tice the drone of a cockchafer overhead off his rugs (so to speak) and he pig- panting slightly.' 
would set him burrowing like a badger, jumps up to the starting gate with all Ever thy Patlander. 


clave through the bevy of swooning 



Novembbe 26 , 1919.3 PUNCH, *OE THE LONDON CHAErVAEI 





MUSIC IN THE MELTING-POT. 

iNTBRESTINa NeW DEVELOPMENTS. 

Nothing is more reassuring in the 
present condition of the musical ^orld 
than the sudden reaction against that 
exotic Orientalism from which some of 
our leading composers suffered more! 
or less acutely before the War. Per- 
haps the most notorious instance was 
that of Mr. de Banville Quantock, 
who, it was alleged, when under the 
influence of the divine afflatus, used to 
array himself in a Malayan sarong, 
Afghan sandals and a Chinese Man- 
darin’s jacket. 

?5c * 

But this is now ancient history. To- 
day there is no stauncher hierophant 
of the Gaelic revival than Mr. Quan- 
tock. He tosses the caber daily. His 
Highland costume is a miracle of cor- 
rectness, and his last work, the massive 
symphonic poem, entitled Inchna- 
damph,” is marked by the true Ossianic 
flavour. As The Times* mu^cal critic 
remarks in his inspired comment on 
the concluding pages of this momentous 
work : At the culminating moment 


(marked ‘Glenlivet’ in the margin of 
the score) the principal or ‘Drumna- 
drochit ’ theme hm so burnt itself into 
the composer’s imagination that he can- 
not bear to be parted from it long, but 
tightens the rhythm with a new figure 
of drooping paired quavers ; the melodic 
contours, which so strangely suggest 
the quartzite summit of Suilven, become 
more precipitous, and the Great Idea 
at last evaporates in an iridescent 
ecstasy of whirling arpeggios.” 

* 

But this, happily, is no isolated ex- 
ample of protest and fruitful reaction. 
We have also to welcome the Celtic 
Twilight Recitals,” which Miss Beirdre 
O'Shanachie is giving at the Dale- 
carlian Hall. It is impossible in cold 
print to convey the hypnotic charm of 
Miss 0’Shanachie*s crooning of the 
masterpieces of palseolithic Milesian 
minstrelsy. The effect is immensely 
enhanced by the assistance of her 
brother, Mr. Dermot O’Shanachie, who 
acconmanies her on the Connacht 
‘^bostnoon,” an instrument which The 
Times* critic has happily described as 
a sort of prehistoric oboe. The Hghts 


are turned down throughout the per- 
formance, and the effect is wonderfully 
restful. Indeed, striking testimony has 
been paid to the salubrious, sedative 
and even eupeptic influence of these re- 
citals by such high authorities as Dr. 
Scrutton Block and Sir Castor Doyle. 

^ sl“ 

In this context it would not be right 
to overlook the success achieved at the 
Praetorian by the Sisters Dinwiddie, 
from the Isle of Arran, in their Old Bed 
Sandstone Songs, comprising a rich 
selection from the Middle Oolite series, 
together with many fine specimens of 
Jurassic folk-tunes still current in the 
neighbourhood of Loch Banza. At 
Hendon, lolo Morgan and his sister 
Blodwen have been drawing crowded 
audiences to their ** cantiliations of 
Panceltic ballads to the accompaniment 
of the motor harp ; and lastly we may 
mention the visit of Madame Trelawny 
Chuff with her famous Cornish Biviera 
Band. Our native musicians are now 
sustained by a single emotional impulse, 
multiform in its expression but constant 
in its aim. Altogether the national 
musical outlook is extremely hopeful. 
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‘Tony, wihh you please not sing while I’m gaegling? It puts me off.” 


JAMES MAKES GOOD.- 

James is broad and lithe' of limb ; 
All the girls run after liim. 

Figure straight and energetic. 

Arm and eye 'that look athletic. 
When he nears a cricket ground 
You can hear the people I’ound 
Asking : “ Can you telhme which 
That is, ’Obbs or ’Ayes or Itch? ” 
As he walks towards a tee 
Every player joyfully 
Leaves his game to follow hard on 
What he thinks the heels of Vaedon, 
And they only-move away 
When the poor man starts to play, 
For unfortunately James 
Is no earthly good at games. 

Two bad players, A. and B., 
Introduced him first to me, ' 

And they challenged us to, play 
Eighteen holes that yery day. 

I admired his manly air 
And consented then and there. 

With a trifie on the match. 

Thinking he was surely scratch. 

A. drove first, and sent his ball 
Half-a-dozen yards in all. 

Next our James, with graceful ease, 
Teed up his and smote. The breeze 
Yi^hich he made in swinging round 
Almost blew it off the mound. 


Haying seen, just off the pretty 
On his left, a disused pit, he 
Naturally sent it there ; 

But" I tracked it to’ its lair 
And at last by might and main 
Coaxed it into line again. 

James,* delighted, rushed at it 
And returned it to the pit. 

Twenty-three — and change of scene ; 
We have struggled to the green 
(We have still a chance; you see, 
They are also twenty-three) ; 

They are nearer to the pin, 

But I think that 'we shall win. 

Their ball ’s full of' jags and tears. 
Ours js much more round than theirs. 
Luckily I keep my head, 

Strongly put, and lay it dead. 

You will scarce believe it, but 
J am es contrives to slice his put, 

And the ball with troubled mien 
Sadly trickles off the green. 

'I' ' sis ^ iii S|t 

Nine holes down and nine to play I 
We ’ve been losing all the way. 
James began with eight or nine 
Clubs, but now he ’s using mine ! 

At the second hole the freak 
Borrowed, bent and broke my cleek, 
And without another word 
Dished my driver at the third. 

Dazed and barely half alive 
At the tenth I missed my drive. 


“ Now for something really classy,’* 
Simpered James, andtookmy brassey, 
Boomeranged his drive, poor soul, 
And alighted in the hole — 

In the hole just left behind. - 
But at last the Fates were kind. 

And the stroke (although it could 
Hardly be described as good) 
Brought the contest to a close 
By demolishing our foes ; 

For the heavy head of .brass 
Laid out A. upon, the grass, 

And the pointed handle part 
Punctured B. above the heart. 

Filled with fear and sorrow, I 
Bushed to wards, them with a cry, 
Loudly calling .both their names. 
“What ’sthematter?*’ queried James, 
“ They 've not won^ so why refine 9 
. They were only dormy nine !” 

No Wonder they Whispered. 

“ Two business men from adjoining offices 
whispered to the clerk that they wished to 
o’clockaeoot htte ideo tykrsr ,dam neomfwy.” 

Provincial Paper, 

“ While Lepage was out hunting he came 
across an extraordinary monster which charged 
at him. Lepage fired, but was forced to flee 
with the monsterdn chase. The a.Tn*TYia.l before 
long gave up the chase, and Lepage was able 
to examine it through its binoculars.” 

Daily Paper, 

Which the brute appears to have 
dropped in its hurry. 
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First Shopjoinff Fiend, « Excuse me, I*ve just bought that muff.’* 

Second Shopping Fiend, ‘*How cabbuess of he to pick up an imitation fue!” 


“ That you 're the youngest thing 
here, I suppose? " said the skewer with 
a contemptuous laugh, ‘‘Edwardian 
at the best, I believe.” 

“ No, not that,” satd the silver dump- 
ling ; “ quite the reverse. I was not 
going to boast at all, but, as I hate to 
appear eccentric, here goes. I claim 
to be the most obsolete thing in the 
place. Snuff isn't what it was, of 
course, but a few people still take it. 
The barrister to whom I once belonged 
always carried a snuff - box and took 
a pinch to clear his brain at night. 
Vinaigrettes are still in use here and 
there, though for scent rather than salts, 
I adrnit, because fainting is no longer 
a feminine hobby. Now and then still, 
I bdbeve,,a baby is bom, and therefore 
a coral may be needed. But my own 
case is beyond any hope. Inutility is 
my doom. I ana the very, monarch of 
back numbers. Nothing, I claim, could 
be more c^lete than I/' 

“ Who is the little gentleman that’s 
speaking so bitterly ?” asked short- 
sighted William ^d Mary spoon. 

“ Only a sovermgn purse,” was the 
reply,. . ■ 


THE PLAINT OF THE LAST HOUSE-FLY. 

0 man that sittest by the fire 
And smitest wildly when I come 

To settle on my heart's desire. 

The baldness of thy cranium— 

Blest member of the biped race, 

In sock and slipper warmly shod. 

Bethink thee in what evil case 
Chill Autumn finds the hexapod. 

If on the fender’s shiny knob 
I fain would find a gentle heat. 

Too soon I feel a scorching throb 
Pervade my tender vacuous feet. 

And if to ease the smart I turn 
And squat me on the window-pane 

1 find that cold no less can buxm, 

So spread my weary wings again. 

No warmth is in the painted door, 

And all too rough the papered wall. 

And if I light upon the fioor 
The carpet tickles worse than all. 

Though once too often I defy 
Thy lifted hand and meet my fate, 

I know no’ fairer place to die 
, Than on thy comfortable pate. 


And when this world is left behind, 
What shall come after? There’s the 
rub. 

My own hope is that I shall find , 
Nirvana in Beelzebub. 

How to Heep the Cook. 

“Wanted, young ex-Soldier for House- 
Parlourmaid’s work ; cook kept.” 

Yorkshire FosL 

“ The betting is 100 to 6 on Caylord and 
Cheutte, 20 to 1 on Royal Welsh, 25 to 1 on 
Silony and Warwick, 28 to 1 on Alsham, 33 to 
1 on Dromie and 60 to 1 on McLean.” 

Bagdad Times, 

Our “Turf commissioner” says there 
can be no further doubt that Mesopo- 
tamia is identical with the Garden of 
Eden. 

“The words put by Shakespeare into the 
mouth of the demented Hamlet, who thinks 
he has seen and conversed with ,a ghost, 

‘ There are more things in heaven and earth, 
Horatm, than aire dream in heaven and earth, 
Horatio, than are dreamt of in your philo- 
sophy,’ are gravely quoted as though they 
were applic^^bla to the Horatios of to-day.” 

Provincial Paper, 

Somebody ought to tell Mr. Bottohley 
about it. 
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A TRANSPORT CRISIS. 

“Thebe’s a great deal in this old 
Entente after all,” began James, “ even 
though the War is over. It got me out 
of a very awkward coiitretemps the other 
day.” 

“ Figure to yourself that I attend,” 
said I. 

“ Well, I promised my sister at the 
beginning of last week that I ’d go to 
Victoria and meet her nursemaid and 
her two kids, aged six and three re- 
spectively ” 

“ Respectively to what ? 

“ I don’t know,” said James, 
it ’s what one always 
^says in the books. 

Anyhow they were a 
boy and a girl, an^ I 
was to pop them in- 
to a horse ’bus with 
any little trifles they 
might have with 
them, and give them 
the word to glide for 
South? Kensington. 

They would have 
rather a lot of little 
trifles, Mary said. 

About twelve hun- 
dredweight of lug- 
gage, including a cot, 

.Peter’s scooter, Aga- 
tha’s scooter, Peter’s 
tricycle, Agatha’s 
perambulator, Aga- 
tha’s doll’s peram- 
bulator, and a dog, 

“ I told her to draw 
up a specification of 
the live and rolling 
stock on half a sheet 
of nbtepaper and I 
would do my best. 

“When I got to 
the arrival platform 
just after lunch I 
found a lot of weary- 
faced desperadoes 
leaning on two-wheeled trucks, and 
looking as if the last straw in a moth- 
eaten life was the lateness of the 
Brighton train. I chose the two that 
seemed best stuck together, fell them 
in, called them to attention and began 
to address them. 

“ * My men,’ I told them, * a very im- 
portant event is going to , happen at 
I this station this afternoon.’- 

know, guv’nor,’ said the right 
marker. ‘ It 's this ’ere Pinecarey com- 
ing from France, and, what ’s more, the 
whole place has got to be cleared before 
three o’clock.’ 

“ * I wasn’t referring to occurrences 
on the South-Eastern,’ I said rather 
haughtily, * but on the London, Brigh- 
ton and so forth.’ 


“ However, it seemed that Pinecarey 
wanted both stations cleared. Accord- 
ingly I hastened to read out to my men 
the schedule of contents so that they 
would know what to expect. 

“After about forty minutes a solid 
cake of sulphur came rolling in under 
the station roof, with the South Coast 
train camouflaged behind it. I spotted 
our consignment in just about the mid- 
dle of it, heaved them out, took a kid 
by each hand, and told the nurse to 
park limbers and check stores while 
the luggage artists got to work. In 
about a quarter of an hour we had the 
units in column of route, and passed 


the ticket - collector in the following 
order : — 

(1) Porter, pushing Eiffel Tower on 
wheels. 

(2) Ditto, pushing ditto on ditto. 

(3) Peter, on tricycle with small 
Union Jack. 

(4) Nurse, pushing Agatha’s peram- 
bulator, 

(6) Agatha, pushing doll’s peram- 
bulator, 

(6) 'Myself, pushing two scooters 
and carrying Agatha’s green balloon. 

(7) Dog, wearing tricolor. 

Agatha also ‘carried the unexpended 
portion of the -day’s chocolate on the 
outside of her left cheek. 

“We found a ’bus standing in the 
road by the bay platform, and whenwe 


had finished festooning the top with 
furniture and machinery, and had 
packed the Brighton Expeditionary 
Force inside, I noticed a couple of por- 
ters with a precisely similar concern ] 
on the other side of the road, loaded and 
complete with nursemaid, kids (two) 
and the rest of the carnival as per in- j 
voice. At the same moment a distracted- | 
looking lady in furs seized me by the 
arm. ‘Look here,’ she said; ‘you’ve 
got our ’bus and we *ve got yours, and I 
want to go to Hampstead and the 
driver won’t change.’ 

“ I went round and had a talk to the 
fellow on the front end of our menagerie, 
but he was just as 
stubborn as the 
other. His orders 
were to go to Hamp- 
stead and he would- 
n’t go to South Ken- 
sington — not if he 
was paid for it. This 
seemed rather a 
complication. 

“ I did a bit of 
thinking, and told 
the lady that there 
seemed to be only 
one easy way out of 
it. That was to let 
the drivers carry on 
in their own time ac- 
cording to plan. The 
articles seemed to be 
a duplicate set, and 
so far as I could see 
both lots were in thor- 
oughly good repair, 
and there wasn’t 
much in it. Bless 
you, she wouldn’t 
hear of it, and got 
quite angry with me. 
She even went so far 
as to suggest that 
Mary would pro- 
bably be annoyed 
about it too. Women 
are so absurdly particular about these 
little affairs. So we decided to make 
the porters swap loads. 

“ Well, you know what porters are 
like now. They said they wouldn’t do 
it for the Pbime Minister or the King 
himself; that they’d done their job, 
and a hard job too, and they wanted 
the money for it. Just as I was trying 
to persuade the lady to reconsider my 
first idea a sort of out-size in constables 
came on the scene and addressed the 
gathering. 

“ ‘ Look here,’ .he said, ‘ you ’d best 
be clearing out of this in double-quick 
time" on the gates'll be shut on you. 
Don’t you know as the French Presi- 
dent ’s coming this afternoon ? ’ 

“That did the trick. With a lot of 


I asked. 
But 



The Prince of Wales has promised to preside at a dinner on December 9th 
in aid of the Middlesex Hospital. An appeal will be made for donations to wipe 
out a debt of £20,000 ; to carry out repahrs postponed during the War ; to meet 
the increased cost of every commodity, and to provide fresh accommodation for 
the Out-Patient Department, designed for less than half the present attendance 
(50,000 a year). The Hospital comprises General -Wards with a capacity of 361 beds ; 
a Cancer Charity (92 beds) ; a Convalescent Home at Clacton-on-Sea ; Research 
Laboratories and a Children’s Welcome Centre. This noble work stands in instant 
need of the generous help of the public, and Mr. Punch begs his readers of their 
charity to assure its continuance. Contributions to the Prince of Wales's list should 
be addressed to The Earl of Athlone, The Middlesex Hospital, W. 
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grumbling the drivers consented to 
alter their objectives ; a double chocolate 
ration was served out to the Kinder- 
garten, and I paid off my two brigands 
and the lady hers. If it hadn’t been 
for that I might have been camping 
out at Victoria ‘with a mixed lot of 
velocipedes and a travelling nursery 
now.” 

*‘Or been issued with a new niece 
and nephew,” I suggested, 

“ Or that,” agreed James. ** Anyhow, 
good old Pinecarey, say I.” Evoe. 


THE STEONG MAN REVEALED. 

The Actor-Manager leaned back and 
closed his eyes. 

“All right,” he said wearily; “give 
me the plot in as few words as possible! 
But I warn you that, unless it breaks 
absolutely new ground, it ’s a wash-out 
so far as I am concerned.” 

“It does break new ground,” said 
the Author eagerly. “ Or it breaks old 
ground in a new way, which is the 
same thing.” - 

“Not a bit,” murmured the Actor- 
Manager^; still with his eyes shut. 

“ You shall judge,” said the Author, 

John Granite is a strong man ...” 

The Actor-Manager groaned. 

: but Ws wife, Nina, ikils to realise 


this. She is frivolous — no real harm, 
you understand, but frivolous — ■ and 
John's patience and gentleness she 
merely mistakes for weakness,” 

The Actor-Manager opened his eyes. 
“ Have you ever been to a theatre at 
all ? ” he asked. “ Or read any play ? 
Did you see me in The Lion and the 
BiiUerfly ? Did you see me in As Tern- 
pered Steel ? Or in Crive Her Her 
Head ? Or in a score of others ? ” 

The Author held up a deprecating 
hand, 

“ You were a miracle of patience in 
all those plays,” he said. “Please be 
patient now and hear me out. By the 
Third Act Nina has quite decided that 
J oh7i is too weak to be worth bothering 
about, and that he cares for nothing but 
his work. On the other laBJid, Nigel . . ,” 
“ He wofild be Nigel” 

“ . • . Nigel loves her passionately. 
He is young, handsome, debonair. And 
she thinks that he is strong. She is 
quite wrong, of course ; he is weak as 
water. But Nina in the matter of 
strength' and weakness is singularly un- 
observant. Then comes the big scene.” 

The Actor-Manager appeared to be 
fast asleep, and the Author repeated 
himself. Then comes the big scene. 
Nigel is clasping Nina in his arms when 
John enters. With his invariable good 


taste Joh7i pretends not to see them, 
but turns to the mirror ostensibly to 
put his tie straight. But the look on 
his face is so extraordinarily strong that 
it breaks the glass” 

“It what V 

'^.It breaks the glass, Nina runs to 
John. ‘Never mind the expense, dar- 
ling,’ she says. ‘ Now I know you are 
really strong.* 

Nigel, who meanwhile has made 
his exit, is already forgotten. And the 
Curtain falls.” 

“H’m,” said the Actor-Manager; 
“something might perhaps be done 
with it. Leave it with me, will you ? ” 


A Sinister Apology. 

“ The notice of the death of Mr. was 

given to The Herald locally and was published 
in good faith, and The Herald regrets exceed- 
ingly that its informant was mistaken.” 

Canadian Paper, 

“ Lost, between Glasgow and Manchester, 
10 50-ft. Steel Girders. Finder will be re- 
warded on returning .” — Manchester Guardian, 

Tt is conjectured that the loser had a 
hole in his waistcoat pocket. 

“Waistted, Groom -Gaedener; able milk 
and manage oil engine .” — Daily Paper, 

If our milk must be treated we prefer- 
that the “ allaying ” liquid should be 
drawn from the common pump. 




X—Wl •'^oM.s. M.'US-.;, 

BoJ'o^ ““ THBOUGH? ThEX ’BE BATHEE GOOD AT CHOOODAIES AND OHAT 


OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

{By- Mr, Punch’s Staff of Learned Glerks.) 

‘‘ Wht, oh why will you not always be wholly serious ? ” 
^13 plea, once put by Mr. Max Beeebohm into the lips of 
Mrs. Humphbx Waed, has an odd sound to-day, when she 
herself threatens to become one of the most vivacious (and 
popular) of our story-teUers. Of the novels in her new manner 
I certainly think none has been more attractive than the 
latesfe, Cousin Philip (OojjLij^rs). The initial situation is 
adipirable.^ A middle-aging gentleman of quiet late- Vic- 
torian habits finds himself forced to play guardian and 
host to a lovely, exquisite, and wildly high-spirited girl of 
nineteen, about whom he has promised her dead mother to 
see that she has her chance/' The first half of the book, ^ 
which deals with the resulting ferments and more especially 
the inevitable^ clash between pre- and post-war ideals of 
conduct, is capitally handled. From my saying “post-war” 
you will gather that the tale is sufficiently modern ,* indeed, 
it even embraces the pyrotechnics of Peace- Day. And as 
the embodiment of this modernity, cool, brilliant, wholly 
self-sufficient, the girl Selena is among the most striking 
portraits in all Mrs. Ward's collection of whatever period. 
X am not going to say that the second half of the story, 
with its hint of Jane Eyre melodrama, is equal to the grace 
of the opening ; but taken all round the tale marks a con- 
siderable advance upon anything that the rather facile art 
of Mrs. Ward the Second has yet given us. It encourage' 
me to hope tbat-iu time she may come full circle and meet 
her predecessor in a mastecpieoe of Victorian, igniiro blent 
! with Georgian verve. . . 


Mr. G. K. Ghesteeton would not live in Dublin for all 
the money m the world. Still less would he live in Kerry 
or Connaught or Belfast or Londonderry. He does not 
Irish Impressions (GoeIiIns) ; it is one 
of those obvious things that are not susceptible of proof, 
ihat bemg the case it is only right that his impressions 
should represent an agreeable tribute to Irish hospitality 
rather than a detached survey of Irish affairs. Not that 
detachment is very easy where Ireland is concerned, for it 
IS a land where only the jester can either speak his mind or 
change it without being assaulted (figuratively, of course) 
zZ Mversanes. There is no more convincing jester 
than Mr. Ghesteeton when he chooses, but in Irish Im- 
pressions he has not chosen. He has tried hard to see eye 
to eye with his Dublin friends— the twin solar systems of 
tash torature-oum-polities that revolve about Messrs. 
W. B. Yeats and Geoegb Epssell respectively— and to 
explain that in each case they have come to the right con- 
clusion for the wrong reason or have advanced the right 
reasons but drawn the wrong conclusions. That is the 

i Ghesteeton stock-in-trade. The Ghesteeton imagination 

;that wcmderfnl creator of Father Brown and The Napoleon 

Notting Mill, is here allowed no scope. Irish Impressions, 
m a word, is not even Ghesteeton at his second-best as 
litemture. That it cpuld have been a serious contribution 
to the literature of the Irish Question was not, in the oir- 
oumstances in which the impressions were gathered to 
be expected, ° 

Despite several chapters devoted to various campaigns 
which must be left, to the military critics. General Lpden- 
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DOREP's My War Memories (Hutchinson) is a political book taken one at a time, and administered in that fashion I 
by an exceptionally able man, who has about as much sense should like to prescribe them for the people who regard such 
of the complex interplay of politics as a bright schoolboy, books as a publisher's attempt to deceive. 

If it were designed as an ajpologia addressed to the outsider, 

it could be set down unhesitatingly as a profoundly stupid One small drawback to Mr, Ealph Nevill's Life and 
book. But it is, of course, rather a defence of the German Letters of Lady Dorothy Nevill (Methuen) is the impres- 
Army Command against the timid blockheads at Berlin, sion it conveys of having been gleaned in a well-reaped 
who never understood what war was and betrayed their field. But what a treasure-field it is ! Though, thrice 
country by abandoning a military simplicity of outlook and unfortunately, Lady Dorothy herself held only the pen of 
refusing to shoot out of hand anybody who introduced a not specially ready writer, all the great epistolaries of her 
irrelevant conceptions, such as human justice or freedom, years were her close friends, and delighted to pour out 
He can never forgive BETHMANN-HoLnwEa for giving the before her their best. Of herself, quite one of the most 
game away. With a persistence that cannot but win popular and conspicuous personalities of an age that is 
admiration for its superb effrontery, he represents Germany partly present, partly past, who knows not the main facts 
as the peaceful lamb faced by a world of cruel shearers to-day? Shrewd, sympathetic, rather more than tolerant, 


(and as part of that lamb he 
incidentally does a good deal 
of bleating). Of the deport- 
ations he says, in answer to 
the protest of certain duly- 
despised fellow - countrymen : 

The military authorities were 
acting from patriotic duty, and 
not arbitrarily," One could 
feel some sympathy with a 
beaten man who so ably and 
indeed so heroically bore his 
dreadful burden of responsi- 
bility if there were ever any- 
where in this book any tribute 
to the valour of the opposing 
troops or leaders, with the 
perfunctory excepkon of the 
Grand Duke Nicholas, He 
has, indeed, something to say 
of the unbroken spirit of the 
Dictators, Lloyd George and 
Glembnobau, but this is only 
by way of demonstrating" the 
poor spirit of all the Germany 
that was mot the army. The 
one thing that the elaborate 
artifice of this uncandid and 
unconsciously humorous book 
is unable to conceal is that 
Ludendoref's inability to see 
the situation except through 


mlllilMIl 


t Disgusted Artist of advanced school (who has had his ^picture 
rejected by the Twenty-first Genimy Society), “I can't think 
WHY THE OOMMITTEB KEFTJSBD TO HANO IT. ThE UBAWING IS 
ATROCIOUS AND THE COLOUR IS ABSOLUTELY ” 

His Friend, “Oh, I can understand all bight. The 

PICTURE IS 80 PAINFULLY ACADEMIC, WhY, YOU 'VB PUT FIVE 
TOES ON THAT FOOT I ” 


she watched, with eyes grow- 
ing only a little older, that 
neighbourhood of Charles 
Street and Berkeley Square 
that in its time had shown 
her so much. Thus her world 
went past: and because she 
smiled at it this book is, as 
you might expect, filled with 
“ good stories," To select one 
will, of course, be to choose 
the oldest and best-known; 
^ yet I cannot resist this. A 
great light of the Bar, meeting 
j the late Poet Laureate for the 
^ first time, said, “Mr. Austin, 
^ may I ask, do you find poetry 
^ pays?" “Thank you, I do 
# pretty well,” was the reply; 
^ “I always manage to keep 
the wolf from the door.” “ And 
^ pray do you read your poems 
^ to the wolf?” After this, one 
^ is perhaps the more glad of 
^ the testimony of an old friend, 
= abundantly confirmed, that “ I 
^ don't think I ever heard Lady 
P* Dorothy say a single unkind 
word," A book that will rest 
K little upon the shelves for 
s some time to come. 


Prussian - blue spectacles His Friend, “Oh, I can understand all bight. The The death of Mr J E 
launched Mm upon Ms fin^ academic. Whi, you ’vb put pive Pattebson, in the Spring of 

pmble with his countrymen’s ---1 °^ this year, has deprived the 

lives and destiny in the campaign of 1918. One wonders world of letters of a writer whose real knowledge of a 
of what stuff he must be to survive the dihdcle, certain kind of life and disdain of any literary artifice 

drew and held the attention. As Mr. 0. E. Lawrence, 
1 am not at all sure that A ZZ Sor^s (Mills AND Boon) is a who passed the proofs of The Passage of the Barque 

containing nine short stories Sappho (Dent) for the press, says in a foreword, “It is 
by Miss I. A, E. Wylie. SuperficiaUy they are at least good 'that this, the latest, if not the last of his tale of 
of several sorts. There are two Eussian peasant tragedies novels should be a sea-story, penned with the joy of the 
as a beginning, then six English stories, ranging from grave telling that was part of the man.” Fully to enjoy this 
to gay (one of them, “ The Episcopal Scherzo,” a capital chronicle of a voyage from San Francisco to London you 
comedy), and, lastly, a sorrowful tale set in a French town must have in you the love of ships and of all that pertains 
during the German occupation. But in quality these stories to them. It was a long voyage and Mr. Patterson has 
ai^ more alike than they are, in setting or subject, diverse, described it ,at considerable length, but he has escaped 
There is the same good workmanship in all, not an inch of monotony by weaving a web of mystery about his story, 
scamped imagination, not a moment when Miss Wylie is Yet at the same time the characters drawn by him are 
not in touch with the man or woman through whose eyes patently true to life. I have frequently read the statement 
slm IS looking. She knows to a nicety^ where to begin and that Mr. Patterson was a disciple of Mr. Conrad ; but I 
where to end, and one or two of her stories deserve even more doubt very much if he was the disciple of anyone. Bather 
praise ^ than this. Probably, as is the case with most I- like to think of him as drawing inspiration only from 
collections of short stories, they will make their best effect life itself. And he found it an inexhaustible draught. 
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CHARJVARIA. 

The bustle is coming into fashion 
again, says a ladies' journal. But not 
in Government offices. 


j Ebbw Vale Second Seam have an open have mentioned that all four sides of 


date in May for a medium strike. 


the house were leaned against simul- 
taneously. ^ ^ 


again, says a ladies' journal. But not A news item tells us that the King- * 

in Government offices. and Queen op the Belgians were in- The report that * the new battle- 

troduced to Mr. Ghaelie Chaplin at cruiser, has been returned 

We understand that, owing to pres- Los Angeles. It is said that Their to the builders to be fitted with a Sinn 
sure of other work, the Peemiee has Majesties were not a bit nervous in his Kein-proof blister is being treated by the 
been compelled to postpone his New presence. Senior Service with silent contempt. 

World for another couple of weeks. * 

-jj,* According to Dr. Ghaeles Goeing Much sympathy is felt for the mem- 

British-made cigars, says a trade criminals are not invariably addicted to ber of a well-known club who the other 
paper, have a bright outlook. Yes, but alcoholism. We have always felt that evening inadvertently took his own um- 
what about the other end which you better work can be done if one is brella in mistake for another member's, 
nut in vour mouth ? moderate. ^ 


Senior Service with silent contempt. 

^ sli 

Me 

Much sympathy is felt for the mem- 


put in your mouth ? moderate. ^ 

“Ever}’' precaution should be taken 

During a conflagration which broke The United States Government has to protect wooden huts from the de- 
out at South Hill Barracks, Chatham, once again warned Mexico against structivo wood-louse," states a writer 


it appears that one of the 
soldiers with great pres- 
ence of mind immediately 
sounded the “ Cease Eire." 

sic sjs 

The young man who re- 
cently caused grave con- 
cern among his friends by 
asking, “ What are Ged- 
deses ? ” is now undergoing 
treatment for jazz-shock. 

The United States, says 
a trade journal, now hold 
the premier place as manu- 
facturers of glass houses. 
It is only fair to point out 
that in the manufacture of ; 
paper houses they simply 
can't touch us. 

Sl« Ms 
^1* 

Eighteen cases of robbery 
with violence have been 
reported from Dublin in the 
last month. ‘ ‘ In every case,' ’ 
a correspondent naively 
adds, “ civilians have been 
attacked in the absence of 
the police'" (Italics ours.) 









in a weekly journal. The 
best method is to inform 
your neighbour, in a loud 
voice, that your hut has 
been taken over by the Gov- 
ernment, on hearing which 
the wood-lice, finding their 
work unnecessary, will leave 
the hut to rob in the usual 

way. ^ 

* 

A burglar has been 
charged with stealing an 
O.B.E. He pleads that he 
did not know this was an 
offence. ,j< 

A full - grown wallaby 
has been purchased by the 
Zoological Society, and a 
plumber has been heard 
piping in Surrey. 


o We now understand that 

the man who was arrested 

„ late one night last week in 

RAUGHTY PLACES.” Kent, whilst carrying a bag 

I containing a jemmy, some 

Unless I dynamite and sundry small tools, was 


MotJier of afflicted sportsman. “I expect you've got a chill 

STANDING BETWEEN THEM GOAL-POSTS — ^NASTY, DRAUGHTY "PLACES.” 


the police.'" (Italics ours.) lynching American subjects. Unless dynamite and sundry small tools, was 

the offence is immediately stopped it is released on his explaining that he had 
“I have never been in a Tube,” said a possible that America may have to been sent down by the Government 
Judge at the Old Bailey recently. The warn them again. ^ . to start work in connection with the 

title of “ Strap-hanging Judge " makes Channel tunnel. 

no appeal to him. ^ Up to the time of going to press the 7— 

argument between the bargee and the “Board-Besidbnob Req^ed by young 
According to a wireless message, taxi-driver who ran into him is still gentleman in food family,”— omncia aper, 
Kateina, the Bolshevist Woman Terror, proceeding, and it is feared that Lord It seems a reasonable retjuirement. 

is about to be married. The name of Eishee may have to be called upon to 

the unlucky man is not known. arbitrate. * “On one occasion bo allowed a woman 


According to a wireless message, | 


to start work in connection with the 
Channel tunnel. 

“ Board -Residbnob Required by young 
gentleman in food family ,” — Provincial Paper, 


the unlucky man is not known. arbitrate. ** 

... private to attend at mess on a guest night, 

^ 1 I . T -I A • 1 ‘j. • it. as she was the finance of a brother officer.” 

A kestrel has been observed hovering In golfing circles it is now txiougat; Provincial Paper. 

over Gray’s Inn, but the report that a that the counciUor who, at an im- ^ fa- far better thing 

halo has been seen in the vicimty of portant sod-outting ceremony, ^^on- 

Dr. Addison is demecl by Lord Down- sciously replaced the turf, is probably a “ 

HAM. “ twenty-five handicap ” man. Irom a feuilleton : — 

„ _ .1,1 1 TTT it J. * 1 I! J3 “ * If y<>u want me to be candid,' she said at 

Several new sports clubs have been We regret that several ot our readers < I that the girls of your parti- 

opened in South Wales mining dis- were misled by the announcement in cular sex mn after false gods, as you term it. 
tricts. It is said that many of them these columns that a wooden hofise Money, for instance. And position.' ” 
have already drawn up their strike in Birmingham had* been successfully ^ ^ 

fixture cards. We understand tbat the leaned against. We ought, perhaps, to Not such a very particular sex. 
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IN PRAISE OF COMMONPLACE. i 

To A Middlb-aoed . Poet feom Another. j 

[Mr, John Bailey, lecturing before the British . Academy on < 
“Poetry and Commonplace,** is reported to have said that poetry 3 
“could not have too much of the truths of universal application.” 
The great poets, from Homer to Gray and Wordsworth, were “ at 
least as much occupied in giving new life to old things as in dis- 
covering new.” Contemporary poets, on the other hand, were apt to j 
lack universality.] 

When Youth observes with pitying smile i 

Our progress toward the sere and yellow. 

Or in a less corrosive style 

Eemarks that we are turning mellow — ; 

Por blood that lacks its former glow, ^ . 

For joints that creak and bloom that 's rusted, 
Solace it is at least to know ’ 

The worth of ancient wines and crusted, 

*Tis true that we do not indulge 

In the vers-librist's easy latitude, 

But our Yictorian bosoms bulge 
’ For joy of any deathless platitude; 

We love the cliches learnt in youth. 

Which grow with years more fine and fruity, 

. E,g, that Beauty = Truth, 

That Truth is tantamount to Beauty.' 

Age cannot' spoil their potent spells 

Nor custom stale our simple piety 

Who drink from these established wells 

And never, never know satiety; 

Why hustle after something strange 

When We can read in old Horatius 
.S uch truths as these — ^that seasons change, 

ThRit Life is short and Time fugacious ? 

Our Georgians seek a modern quest, 

But when th©y get. as old as I am 

They 11 know the tritest ^truths best .. 

(See ViBGin, Dante, Homer, KhIyyam) ; | 

Try as he will, no man can hope, 

'Save pn a universal basis, 

To match the cosmic Gray, or cope 

With Wordsworth’s hoary commonplaces. 

There’s nothing new this time of day. 

No bard should blush to be a debtor 

To those who had the earlier say, 

So long as he can do it better; 

The form ’s the thing ; to poets dead 

And crowned in heaven we give the credit 

Not half so much for what they said 

As for the jolly way they said it, 0. S. 

FAT AND THIN MEN IN GOLF, 

By W. W. WHiTON, 

{Being the 5 fi 00 th article 07 p the Royal and Ancient Game 
written hy this famous expert). 

That a certain amount of adipose tissue is -an extremely 
useful asset is undeniable. ' But it must be correctly dis- 
tributed in order to conduce to elB&cieney at the game. It 
is not essential that a golfer should be fashioned like a 
statue by Pheidias, but he must he so fashioned that the 
development of energy is not hampered by his physical con- 
tours. To put it crudely, a man whose waist measurement 
exceeds that of his chest by more than fifteen inches is not 
likely to be a long driver, I have only known one golfer 
with a plus handicap who weighed more than eighteen 
stone. On the other hand, massive solidity of build is 

3k decided advantage in a high wind. Sandy MacLurkin, 

Dne of the best Scotch players in the eighties, was a man of 
singularly fragile physique, and attributed his success in 

Dne championship meeting, which was played at Prestwick 
in a heavy gale, to his having filled the pockets of his trousers 
with lead. 

Dogmatism should always be avoided, but it may be 
laid down as a general rule that a golfer who wishes to do 
himself full justice should not allow his weight to exceed 
tjhirteen stone. The good golfer should be well nourished, 
but a too generous diet is to be deprecated. More matches 
have been lost by heavy than by frugal lunches. But loss 
of appetite in a championship meeting is a bad sign, 
Donald Maointyre always attributed his defeat in the 
final at St, Andrew’s in 1891 to a third helping of boiled 
beef and suet dumplings at lunch before the concluding 
round, in which he started with a nine at the first hole. 
Per contra, Mr. Hector Dupe, who was the favourite for the 
amateur championship in 1897, was knocked out in the 
semi-finals after a breakfast at which he only ate one 
boiled egg. 

Some amateurs of a neurotic . temperament are in the 
habit of steadying their nerves with aspirin before an im- 
portant match. Others I know, who prefer ammoniated 
quinine or sloe gin, I cannot -help thinking that a series 
of tests, if carried out under the supervision of hygienic 
experts, might be of great importance in establishing a 
standard “diet for golfers and settling once and for all the 
vexed question of the value of stimulants and sedatives. 
The question of nerves is all-important ; and here the stout 
man generally scores. Stout men as a rule— though there 
are, of course, exceptions — are genial, easy-going and 
imperturbable. They do not brood over defestt. The lean, 
slim, delicate man is seldom a good loser. He may be 
endowed with an artistic temperament — few great artists 
have been abnormally rotund — but that is an attribute 
which is out of place m tt|e golfer. 

This refieetion prompts^me to observe that golfers should 
be extremely careful in tl:teir choice of reading when an im- 
portant match or meeting is in prospect. A clever friend 
of mine, to whom I cannpt give more than three or four 
strokes when he is on his game, broke down badly in a club 
match last week, and confessed to me afterwards that it 
was entirely owing to his preoccupation with Dr. Ein- 
stein’s theory of space. To speak frankly, I do not think 
that serious golfers should .read the newspapers at the 
present time, always excepting the articles on golf. 

The influence of sf^utness and slimness of figure on the 
style and efficiency o^olfers as writers is a most fascinat- 
ing subject, but cannot be adequately dealt with in a con- 
cluding paragraph. I hope to return to it in a year or two. 
Meanwhile, in response to many requests, I propose to dis- 
cuss next week the intensely interesting problem of pre- 
mature baldness in amateur golfers and its bearing on their 
iron play. It may clear the ground a little if I state here, with 
all the emphasis I can command, that no golfer can aspire 
to championship honours who wears a wig on the green, . 

Our New Masters — and Misters. 

“Hast evening the nomination of a Government candidate to 
support the policy of Lloyd George and Bonar Law was definitely 
settled. . . . Speaking at Mr, Myers’s meeting [Labour] , Mr. Jack 
Jones said . . . ” — Westminster Gazette. 

“On Monday evening the employees and wives of Mr. 0. T. 

' Parker were entertained to dinner by the ex-Mayor and Mrs. Parker 
' at the Lindum Restaurant, Lincoln, which was much appreciated.” 

Lincolnshire Echo* 

> j We too appreciate the lady’s freedom from paltry jealousy. 
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TOO GOOD FOR BELIEF. 

Sib Auckland Gbddes (heaving). “YOUE COAL WILL COST YOU LESS, irfUM.” 

: Sceptical Bbitish Matbon. “AH. I DAEESAY.l BUT IP I ENOW ANYTHING OP THESE 
THINGS THEEE’S A CATCH SOMEWHEEE.’’ 
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?K s^^\\ \ % Vuu^ # ‘ 

Sandy. “I’ve juist written ye a eetteb, meenisteb, on yeb terrible bereavement,” 

Minister* *‘I’ve“Hai> no bereaojment, ^Mr. Maofarlane.” 

Sandy. “Ah, webl, that’s guid. The “sta^ip’s no liokit, Akd xp te should hab one I’ll no write again, as ye’ll 
ken fine I’m thinkin* o’ ye’* 


A DULL MORNING. 

{Being the experience of a Member of 
the British Army notv in France*) 
Elfred Fry paced the sands with the 
dejected mien of a demobilised Bol- 
shevist who has been offered work at a 
steam laundry. “ What a ’ole !” he said, 
kicking viciously at a little green crab. 
I* What a ’o wling cavity ! What a blink- 
ing excavation ! ” 

At his best Elfred had the chastened 
gaiety of a sciatic centipede; at his 
worst he regarded the world with the 
abysmal gloom of a pavement artist 
during a thunderstorm. On the present 
occasion his mood, embittered by tem- 
porary poverty, was further exasperated 
by his surroundings. 

“Sand, sand,” said he; “more sand 
an* water. Four years ’ave I delved 
in it, lived in it an’ packed it away in 
sandbags, an* now I ’m supposed to be 
injoying it. What a blighted crater! ** 
He walked moodily along the beach, 
finding an additional grievance in its 
colour, which too much resembled khaki 
for his taste. A distant vista of red- j 
roofed villas at Ambleteuse and Audres- 


selles and the grey-green headland of 
Cape Gris-Nez gave agreeable variety 
to the scene, but brought no comfort to 
Elfred. Picturesque views were not, 
to his mind, an effective substitute for 
beer. 

Few people were about, but as El- 
fred clambered round a little rocky 
headland he suddenly saw a man 
climbing rapidly down the face of the 
cliff. So precipitate and hurried was 
the rnan’s descent that in the last few 
yards he lost his footing altogether and 
fell headlong on to the soft sand. Before 
he could pick himself up another man, 
wearing a reefer-suit and a red kerchief, 
rushed to him, not to render assistance, 
but apparently to squeeze out what 
little breath remained in his body. El- 
fred noticed that the cliff-climber had 
a little black bag slung round his neck, 
which the red-cravated ruffian was try- 
ing to get possession of and which the 
other man was equally bent onretaining. 
They rolled over and over in a fierce 
struggle,^ first one and then another 
holding the advantage, and none of 
the few spectators who had assembled 
showed any disposition to interfere.r At 


last Bed Cravat got his man down, and, 
with his fingers on his throat, tried to 
strangle him into unconsciousness ; but 
just as he appeared likely to succeed 
in his dastardly endeavour a woman 
glided from the crowd, swung a weighted 
stick in both her hands , and crashed it 
down on his unprotected head. No 
warning cry, no murmured sob of horror 
came from the crowd. Elfred simply 
yawned and walked on. The daily 
activities of the Sooi6t6 Grand Guignol 
de 0in6ma had lost thejr interest for 
him. 

The hum of an aeroplane engine 
smote his ear, and he whisked his hand 
as though to still the buzzing of an 
importunate fly. It was the great 
London-Paris Aerobus doing ifes diurnal 
journey, but its passing evoked no. 
enthusiasm in Elfred. He know it 
was timed to pass at twelve o’clock, 
an acute reminder that the wet canteen 
opened at the same hour. 

All at once his eyes lit up with a gleam 
of interest. He had noticed a round 
iron object rocking in the waves near, 
the shore — something that promised! 
excitement. Hastily cbllecting a supply 
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of boulders be ran down to within' 
twenty yards of the object of his atten- 
tion and threw a sighting shot. It went 
about 'a yard too far, but he bracketed' 
with the next and secured a direct hit 
with the third. The stone clanked on 
the iron and ricochetted into the sea, 
but nothing further happened. Un- 
dau;ited, Elfred kept up rapid fire, 
making good practice and getting a fair 
percentage of hits. The clanking of 
stone on iron sounded like war-time 
industry at a foundry, but it was evi- 
dent Eldred found something lacking. 
At last he desisted in disgust. 

“ It *s only an old buoy, after all,*’ 
he said dispiritedly. “ I thought it was 
a mine floated ashore wot *ud make 
some fireworks.” 

On the coast hereabouts stands an 
old ruined fort. Probably Napoleon 
built it, ox demolished it, or elaborated 
his scheme of invasion from it. At 
low tide it stands at the extreme end 
of a rocky peninsula, but high tide 
converts it into an island. So rapidly 
does the tide sweep over the low-iying 
neck that unwary visitors are constantly 
being cut off and forced to remain on 
the fort for about six hours, or, when 
a boat is available, are held to ransom 
and piratically rescued. Elfred himself, 
in the course of winkle - hunting ex- 
peditions', bad more than once been 
marooned at this spot. 

He noticed now in passing that the 
tide was rapidly coming in, and that 
an English soldier on the fort was in 
danger of being cut off. In his present 
misanthropic frame of mind he was 
inclined to gloat on the misfortune of 
someone else, till it occurred to him that 
a rescue might be productive of solid, 
or liquid, tokens of gratitude. Therefore 
he cautiously proceeded along the 
narrow neck, hailing loudly the while. 

The soldier had disappeared behind 
a corner of the fort, and Elfred had to 
pick his way right to the extremity of 
the point. He paused there for a mo- 
ment to rehearse a dramatic entrance, 
and then rushed forward. 

“ *Urry, *urry ! ” he shouted in well- 
simulated agitation. “ The tide ’s 
sweepin’ in like a mill-race ! ” 

“ What abaht it ? ” asked the soldier, 
burying himself with a basket. 

“ Well, we ’ll be cut off in a minute,” 
replied Elfred, trying to keep up exdte- 
.ment at white heat. “I’ve come to 
rescue yer 1 ” 

“Look ’ere, mate,” said the other; 
“ I ’ve come quiet, 

fishin’, an’ 


an’ ddstoibing.mefit-’iLbe-youas wants 
rescuing.” 

Elfred was dashed. He looked back 
at4he incoming -waters-, now a foot deep 
in places, and the stones, slippery with 





_ , . I PERSUADE YOU TO BECOME A MEMBER OF THE MlDDLE- 

Iminuating Stranger . 


CliA^ XJmON?* “DELIGHTED I WHERE IS IT? AnD WHEK OAK I MOVE IN’?” 

harassed 


seaweed, over which he 

pass. It was not an encour ^ g • 

“What have you go6 to eat? he 

asked suddenly. 

“Bully an’ biscuits. ' 

“ An’ to drink ? *' ... 

" Walar." .aid to |old.» | 

and just got ashore before wading 
became an impossibility- 
“ Nothink never ’appf? 
said he savagely, emptying h^J) 

From a correspondence column . 

.. To^ettle an argimen^ 
foUomng: Is it right ^ ^^'eivei a lawyoar-s 
mudi surpnsed o ’"Vch surprised in 

l^ter, or ^ We J^letter/ Doubtful.” 

ahvingreceived a lawyer 

The answer is in the nege»tive. 


IDUUS FIXES. 

{With apologies to the shade of 
Adam Linjosay Gobdok.) 
Evert day some bubble ’s busted 
By The Mail or Times y 
Growing more and more disgusted 
With the Premier’s crimes. 

In a Press of Protean wonders 
Two things stand like stone : 
Fury at Leoyd George’s blunders, 
Blindness to their own. 


“The Duchess of wa^' chatting with 

friends in the gallery for a considerable time, 

as were Viscountess , in her favourite 

oyster tones , . "-^Sunday Paper* 

Her “ native ” language ? 


“IPiGS for Sale, two litters 9 weeks old ; for- 
ward feeders ,*’ — Local Paper, 

We have often noticed a regrettable 
kfcck of table manners in our youthful 
porkers. 
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ANOTHER APOLOGETIC NOTICE IN THE UNDERGROUND RAILWAY MANNER. 


THE CHARITY THAT BEGINS AT HOME. 

To-day, nearly a whole month before 
Christmas, I overcame the Ethelred 
spirit which urged me to procrastinate, 
and, walking firmly into a toyshop, I 
succeeded in purchasing the very thing 
I had in mind for my little god-child 
Wilfred— a working model of a howitzer. 

They also sold me a young sculptor’s 
modelling outfit. 

When I came to untie the parcels at 
home I decided that I would give the 
modelling toy to the Christmas Mission. 
It would find its way into some deserv- 
ing home and afford an aged couple 
many hours of innocent amusement, 
whereas in the hands of my god-son 
it might prove to be an instrument of 
misfortune by arousing in him aspira- 
tions to become a sculptor. The streets 
of London have suffered enough already. 

As some time must necessarily elapse 
before the Christmas presentation, I 
took the toys out of their boxes with 
the idea of pulling the howitzer through 
and putting it away in oil, but some 
latent gift within attracted me irresist- 
ibly to the modelling outfit. Unconsci- 
ously I fell to work and _soon under my 
feverish sensitive fingers the inanimate 
clay took life and became an exquisite 
bas-relief representing Lord North- 
ciiiFFE refusing an option on the vacant 
possession of No. 10, Downing Street, 

The howitzer was a businesslike 


weapon with elevating and traversing 
gear and a good supply of ammunition. 
After some preliminary registering I 
subjected the hearthrug to a searching 
fire, forcing the cat to retire in marked 
disorder. 

The piece was then brought into 
position under cover of some volumes 
of the Encyclopedia, and long range, 
high angle fire brought to bear upon 
the parrot emplacement with good 
effect. At 15,23 hours a direct hit on 
the parrot was observed, followed by a 
loud explosion* 

At this moment the door opened. 
Penelope stood on the threshold taking 
in the details of the scene. 

“Just testing the toy I have bought 
for my little god-son Wilfred,” I has- 
tened to explain. (It is just possible to 
get in the fir&t word of an argument 
with Penelope.)^ “It is so disappoint- 
ing for a child when the toy does not 
live up to its high pomise.” 

“ Very,” she repKed; “ and Wilfred is 
so hard to please considering he is only 
three months old.” 

5i« * He ♦ 

I have decided after all to present 
Wilfred with some Victory Loan, and 
as to the Mission those blankets in my 
kit will be just the thing. 

Animated by a consciousness of well- 
directed beneficence, I ought not to 
have a dull moment during the long 
winter evenings. - ^ 


BROTHER HEROES. 

[< ‘ Trench stunts ’ ’ are reported to be popular 
with tourists in the battle areas. ' To spend a 
night in a shell hole,‘* just to see what it was 
like,’^' is the right thing to do.] 

I ’m glad I found out what the War was 
like. 

Sat in a shell hole ’neath a raining 
sky 

And learned how surely cold and damp- 
ness strike 

Into your verjr vitals ; for thereby 
I feel I ’m one with those who bore the 
brunt 

(Of course we 'd air-raids on the Lon- 
don front). 

I set myself no dilettante task 

Not till a full five dreary hours had 
sped. 

And nought remained within my brandy 
fiask. 

Did I go back to breakfast and to bed 
(I wonder if our gallant lads as well 
Withdrew to this same excellent hotel). 

I ’m glad I had the enterprise to keep 

My vigil thus ; no more need I re- 
frain 

Prom martial speech- and hold my man- 
hood cheap 

When any speaks of “Wipers” or 
“ Loovain ; ” 

In tones of comradeship I can declare, 
“ I know, old chap, I know it* I was 
there,” 
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PEOBLEMATIOS. 

They were introduced in the very 
earliest stages of my education. In- 
stead of being told to divide 1728 by 
144, I was informed that Mr. Shirley, 
a greengrocer, had just packed 1728 
oranges in a box, with 144 in each 
layer, and wanted me to work out the 
number of layers. 

I reached the stage of square-roots 
only to find that I had to satisfy the 
symmetrical whim of a fastidious farmer 
who wanted to plant 576 mangel-wur- 
zels in rows in such a way that the 
number of wurzels in each row should 
equal the number of rows. 

“ And now,” said the Chief Instructor 
on a Sniping Course, ten years later, 
** let’s see if you’ve got the idea of 
the thing. Just take this down: — 
‘ Eifleman Longsight sees a canary in 
a tree; he adjusts his sights to 200, 
takes a regulation aim and fires. He 
observes ,his shot ,to strike nine inches 
below the centre of the lowest visible 
portion of the canary. He moves his 
sights to 850 and this time smashes 
a twig six inches above his point of 
aim. His rifle and shooting were per- 


fect and weather conditions ideal. 
What was the range of the canary ‘? ’ ” 

But what appeared to me to be 
merely occasional levity in the School- 
master and the Instructor I have found 
to be a positive obsession in the mind 
of a Dniversity Lecturer in Law. 

The aspirant to the degree of LL.B, 
is confronted in the earliest stages of 
his training by Aultis, Balbus, Cains 
and Decitis, who, owing to a series of 
coincidences which would have puzzled 
even Justinian himself, have decided 
to take legal advice, and, having con- 
fidence in the student’s well-deserved 
reputation, submit themselves -to his 
judgment. 

But the imagination of a don is only 
given full scope when the student has 
begun the study of English Law. The 
problem is usually presented in as 
topical a form as possible. 

Eowhard, Cox and Banket, three 
undergraduates, proceed after a bump- 
supper to Eowhard’s rooms, which are 
on the second floor; Bower, another 
undergraduate, promising to join them 
in a few minutes. Considerable commo- 
tion is caused by the discovery that the 
only bottle of whisky has been borrowed, 


and Banker in his excitement shouts 
‘‘Thieves.” A Eussian research student 
living on the floor below is roused by the 
shout, and, jumping out of bed, hastily 
puts on his eyeglasses, snatches up his 
revolver and rushes upstairs. Eowhard , 
thinking that the sound of footsteps sig- 
nifies the amvalof Bower, seizes a soda- 
water syphon and discharges its con- 
tents into the face of the Eussian on the 
stairs, who, in throwing his left hand 
up to protect himself, forces a portion 
of his eyeglasses into one of his eyes, 
seriously impairing the sight of it. At 
the same moment be fires his revolver, 
and the bullet strikes Cox in the big 
toe of his right foot. Banker shouts 
“Murder” and rushes into the rooms 
of Eitz-James Austin opposite. The 
latter, a very nervous undergraduate, 
who has been devoting himself that 
evening to the study of the mental 
j element in guilt, jumps out of window 
in terror and breaks his leg on the 
pavement of the court below, at the 
same time knocking down Bower, who 
is on bis way round' to Bowhard’s 
rooms, and fracturing one of his thighs. 

Consider the legal position of all 
parties. 
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EXPERT ADVICE. 

I AM most anxious to avoid getting 
a cold. And the newspapers are even 
more anxious about it than I am. 
Every day, just now, they warn me 
about the necessity of keeping the sys- 
tem up to tone, of the danger lurking 
in chills, and, above all, of the fact that 
the colds of the population cost the 
nation fifty million pounds a year. 

They give me expert advice, culled 
from that army of medical men who 
are so unassuming that they prefer to 
be nameless, merely using in their 
modesty such self-effacing descriptions 
as “ An Eminent Physician,” ** A Well- 
Known Surgeon,” “ A Harley Street 
Expert,” or just “ A Medical Man,” 

Knowing it is all done for my good, 

I have tried to follow the newspaper 
instructions, I began with the advice 
of one expert, who declared : “ To avoid 
a cold, eat as little as possible. The 
practice of clogging the system by an 
abundance of proteins and proteids 
puts too much work on the alimentary 
organs. The subject is thus unable to 
resist streptococci and pneumococci ” 
— ^this was rather beyond me, but I felt 
the chap meant well — “ which promptly 
invade the system.” ^ 

Forthwith I took to frugal living. I 
allowed my butter ration to be absorbed 
by a hearty member of the family; I 
eschewed bacon ; I renounced second 
helpings. Nevertheless I got a cold.! 
Scarcely had I recovered when further 
newspaper advice caught my eye. 

“ If you would keep fit at this time 
of the year,” it stated, “ and above all 
ward off chills, eat as much and as 
often as possible. The system cannot 
have any resisting power against 
streptococci and pneumococci ” — all 
the authorities seem unanimous about 
these nicknames, anyway — ** if it is not 
adequately stoked by the fuel of ample 
diet.” 

Hurriedly I resumed my butter 
ration — not without some difficulty 
with the hearty member of the family 
— and went on ample diet. Neverthe- 
less I got another cold. 

A little shaken in my faith, I was 
still determined to persevere. The 
advice now took a dictatorial^ turn, 
which might have unnerved a less 
courageous disciple. 

“ Directly you enter a train,” it com- 
manded, fling open both windows to 
clear off the germs. Be firm in ignor- 
ing possible protests of less enlightened 
passengers. Further, a wafer of in- 
cense, or one of any pungent odour, may 
be burned as a safeguard for all present. 
Eemember too that should a person 
si^eeze in a public compartment with 
out holding a handkerchief to his face 

he is performing an act of pure Bol- 
shevism. It is your duty to be alert, 
and, at the sight of an approaching 
sneeze on the visage of anyone in your 
radius, bring your newspaper sharply 
over the face of the offender ; though it 
is better to carry a large sheet of pre- 
pared antiseptic blotting-paper for this 
purpose. Travellers in public vehicles 
should band themselves together and 
eject .anyone showing symptoms of a 
cold.” 

The very next time I had to travel 

I entered my compartment in a spirit 
of quiet determination, armed with 
incense-wafers and antiseptic blotting- 
paper. 

As the “Eminent Physician” and I 
had anticipated, both the windows 
were closed. A man in the corner was 
coughing; a woman opposite to him 
sneezed. So did the young man on my 
left and the maiden on my right. No 
one seemed possessed of antiseptic 
blotting-paper or, apparently, a hand- 
kerchief to hold before them. I pic- 
tured the streptococci and pneumococci 
as reeling from one to another of us, 
fairly gorging themselves, and then 
going away to tell their friends about 
us and put them on to a good thing. . 

The time had come for action. I 
could not let the nation go on sacri- 
ficing fifty million pounds a year in 
this way if I could help to prevent it. 
I rose, flung open both windows, cir- 
cumvented the man in the corner, who 
was about to sneeze for the third time, 
by a swift application of the blotting- 
paper, and had just got a couple of 
incense- wafers alight when . , . 

Isn’t it strange that when you want 
to help humanity, when you strive to 
enlighten your fellow- creatures, you 
are always misunderstood? I mean 
to say, don’t you think that people in 
railway - carriages have a bitter, sus- 
picious outlook on life ? There wasn’t 
any excuse for the people in that com- 
partment either; they had evidently 
read the “ Eminent Physician’s ” in- 
structions, because they adopted that 
bit about travellers in public vehicles 
banding themselves together and eject- 
ing anyone showing symptoms of a 
cold. Only, of course, in their blunder- 
ing way they had got the wrong bang 
of the thing. I hadnH a cold that 
time, and yet they put me out on the 
platform at the very next station, 

** As a matter of fact, no farm can be run 
upon a 48 hours day in winter.” 

Morning Paper, 
This statement is correct. 

“The War Office is closed temporarily on 
account of sickness, and much sympathy is felt 
for the proprietor.” — Provincial Paper, 

Poor Winston 1 

QUITE, QUITE. 

I HAVE decided at last upon a pro- 
fession. I am going to set up as a 
quorister. 

It had been a busy morning with me 
at the office, and I felt annoyed at first 
on being interrupted. I had been en- 
gaged for about, twenty minutes in pre- 
paring a draught by putting the office 
copy of The Times over the fireplace, 
where two lukewarm pieces of coke had 
been laid. I had just got them to spark 
nicely when the paper suddenly went 
up with a loud roar into Victoria Street 
by way of the chimney. The only 
thing to do was to paste the edges of a 
number of spare minute- sheets to'gether 
in order to form a substitute, and I was . 
just accomplishing this when Enderby 
burst in. . ^ 

“You’re wanted at once in Boom 
1005,” he said. 

“ What for ? ” I asked nervously and 
gluuing myself rather badly on the left , 
sleeve. 

“The Committee are sitting,” he 
said ; “ you ’ve got to make a quorum.” ! 

“ I ’m awfully sorry,” I said, “ but I 
never got beyond quadratic equations ; ; 
besides ” 

“It’s perfectly easy,” he told me; 
“you’ve to take Anderson’s place. 
You 11 only have to sit there and say 
nothing and look wise. The Secretary 
will introduce you as acting for Mr. 
Anderson.^’ 

“ Lend me your spectacles and your 
spats then,” I stipulated. 

He did so, and when I had adjusted 
these I went down immediately to a 
long dark room, in which several kind- 
looking and sleepy old gentlemen and 
one extremely young and alert one sat 
about a table covered with green baize 
and furnished with more pink blotting- 
paper than I had ever seen before in 
the whole of my life.. 

As soon as I came n I was intro- 
duced to the Chairman, and the alert 
young man began to read out in a quick 
clear voice a number of entirely unin- 
telligible sentences, and every time he 
stopped for breath the Chairman looked 
round rather timidly and said, “ I think 
we all agree with that, gentlemen.” 
Thereupon the old gentlemen frowned 
a little over their spectacles and said, 

“ Quite, quite,” and I frowned a little 
over Enderby’s spectacles (it is, as a 
matter of fact, extraordinarily hard to 
frown under them), and kicked * my 
spats. with each toe in turn. to. make 
sure they were there and said, “ Quite, 
quite,” too. . . - . 

. Every now and then I felt an irresist- 
ible temptation to say “ Quack, quack,” 
bub I checked it in time, feeling some- 
how that it was better to follow .the 
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normal procedure. By degrees some- 
thing about the authoritative manner 
or the sonorous quality of my ** Quite, 
quite's ” made such an impression that 
one by one the old gentlemen began 
to leave off quite-quiteing and relin- 
quish the whole business to me. And 
when, towards the end of the meeting, 
I was able to produce a box of matches 
and light the cigar of the old gentle- 
ma 1 on my right and the cigarette of 
the old gentleman on my left, it was 
clear that they regarded me as a man 
of profound administrative capacity 
and skill in worldly affairs- 
It was after this that I made my 
momentous decision. I am about to 
rent an office and engage a typist with 
goW hair and grey su6de shoes and a 
bag with a powder-puff in — a typist 
of the kind that makes tea at eleven 
o’clock in the morning and three o’clock 
in the afternoon, and spells custom- 
ary ” with an ** e ” ; and I am going to 
put a brass plate outside the door with 
“H. Jeukinson, Quorister” engraved 
upon it, and underneath this, “Busi- 
ness, professional and political quora 
ready-made or bespoke/* And people 


will ring me up on the telephone or 
write letters to me asking me to make 
a quorum, and the letters will be filed 
by the quarum and I shall go out and 
make quora and charge two guineas a 
time. 

I am well aware that at first I shall 
have a good deal of opposition to en- 
counter. People will say that I cannot 
sit on committees of which I am not 
a member. But when one thinks of 
the number of cold mornings when it 
is nice in bed, or of bright mornings 
when it is nice in the country, the 
advantages of having a professional 
quorum - constitutor always ready to 
oblige will soon become clear. I shall 
attend and hand in my card with the 
name of the member I am representing 
underneath it to the clever and com- 
petent young secretary, and, as soon as 
the meeting has started, the perfect 
timbre of my “Quite, quite” will re- 
assure any malcontent*, there may be *, 
and, if any member does lodge an 
objection, I shall frown at him a little 
over my spectacles, which will not be 
Enderby’s but my own, and rimmed, 
with the most expensive tortoiseshell. 


And in time perhaps I shall establish 
quoristry as a profession and obtain a 
charter for it, and there will be schools 
in which students and associates will 
be taught to wear spats and to say 
“ Quite, quite ” in a properly authori- 
tative manner, and nobody will have 
to go to committees at all, except the 
chairman and the alert young secretary 
and a quorum of quite-quiters from the 
Associated Institute of Quoristers. And 
the fees of members who have advanced 
in the profession will of course become 
higher and higher. Men such as these 
will attend only very important com- 
mittees and will be able to say “ Quite ” 
with an intonation so perfect that it 
will go far towards settling the doubts 
of a deputation of bargees and lighter- 
men, I reckon that our fees for a 
Cabinet Meeting will be about a hundred 
guineas. Evob. 


Thanet. 

All true hearts will go out to the 
NorthcHffe Press in its embarrassment 
(painful, if bravely concealed) over 
the victory of a Habmswobth in the 
Coalition interest. 




Little G-irl. “I’m so gla.d, Mumivue, I put that twopence in the missionaey-box last Sunday.’ 
Mother, “ Why, dear ? ” • 

Little Girl, “ ’Cos I heard Daddy reading out that Kjlffirs were good all yesterday.” 


; THE ROAD. I 

There are some' that love the Border-land and some the 
Lothians ’wide, ' ' ' • 

And some would boast the Neiik o* Fife and some the 
banks o* Clyde,* ‘ ‘ ; 

; And some are fain for Mull and* Skye and all the Western 
Sea; 

But the Boad that runs by Atholl will be doing yet for me. 

The Eoad it runs by Atholl and climbs the midmost brae 

Where Killiecrankie crowns the pass with golden woods 
and gay; 

There straight and clean ’twas levelled where the Garry 
runs below 

By Wade*s red-coated soldiery two hundred years ago. 

The Eoad it strikes Dalwhinnie where the mountain tops 
are grey 

And the snow lies in the corries from October until May ; 

Then down from bleak Ben Alder by Loch Ericht’s wind- 
swept shore 

It hastes by Dalnaspidal to the howes of Newtonmore. 

The Eoad it runs through Badenoch, and still and on it rings 

With the riding of the clansmen and a hundred echoings ; 

Oh, some they rode for vengeance and some for gear and gain. 

But some for Bonnie Charlie rode and came not home 


The Eoad it runs by Alvie — you may linger if you list 

To gaze on Ben Muich-Dhuie and the Larig’s cap of mist ; 

There are pines in Eothiernurclms like a gipsy’s dusky hair, 

There are bifeh-trees on Craigellachie like eltin silver-ware. 

The Eoad it runs to Forres and it leaves the hills behind, 

For the roving winds from Morayshire have brought the 
sea to mind ; 

But still it winds to northward in the twilight of the day. 

Where the stars shine down at evening on the bonny haughs 
o’ Spey. 

Oh, there ’s some that sing of Yarrow stream, Traquair and 
Manor-side, ' ’ 

And some would pick the Neuk o’ Fife and some the banks 
o’ Clyde; ... 

And some would choose the Pentlands, Cauldstaneslap to 
Woodhouselee, 

But the Eoad that runs by Atholl will be doing yet for me. 


‘‘General Knowledge.” 

{From a under this sanguine title, set to an Inter- 

mediate School {Welsh, Girls),) 

“ A Soviet is the little cloth we use on our laps at the 
dinner-table.” 

“ Mona Lisa was a ship sunk by the Germans.” 

“ L L. P. is the title of a book, Illustrated Love Poems.'" 
“The uses of the skin are for modesty and High Jean.” 




THE PEINCE FEOM OVEE THE WATEE. 


Beitannu. “ WELCOME HOME.” 


The Peince. “ WHY, I GUESS IT 'S BEEN LIKE HOME ALL THE TIME." 
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ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 

Monday, Novem%e7'24th, — J udging by 
appearances Sir Feederick Hall is 
anything but a timorous person. He 
looks as if he might hold his own with 
Beckett or Caepentiee. But when he 
thinks of foreign competition with our 
manufacturers his heart is as water. 
A recent statement of the President 
OP THE Board of Trade, that he did 
not shiver at the prospect of Japanese 
rivalry, moved him sorely. ‘*Is that 
correct?” he asked in amazement. 

“ Quite right,” returned the right hon- 
ourable gentleman cheerfully; “I am 
not shivering at all.” 

Sir Auckland is anxious 
to extend this happy con- 
dition to his fellow-coun- 
trymen generally. A few 
days ago he was proving, 
with the sfid of elaborate 
statistics, that it was im- 
possible to lower the price 
of coal by anything like 
the six shillings recently 
imposed. Now he an- 
nounced, to the mingled 
joy and surprise of the 
House, that the* price of 
household coal was to 
come down promptly by 
a whole half-sovereign. 

The process of reason- 
ing by which the reduction 
was justified was not too 
clear. There is still a 
shortage of production, 
and inland coal is still be- 
ing sold at less than its 
cost price — a “ very dan- 
gerous position,” in the 
Minister’s opinion ; but ex- 
port rates are very high, 
so the Government have 
decided to share their in- 
flated profits with the 
home-consumer. Even the proverbial 
unwisdom of looking a gift-horse in the 
mouth did not prevent Members from 
speculating on the reasons for this 
sudden change of policy. 

Asked whether the British Ambassa- 
dor at Washington had any particular 
mission as regards the Irish Question, 
Sir Hamae Greenwood replied, '‘Only 
the mission which is entrusted to all 
representatives of His Majesty abroad 
of explaining when necessary the policy 
of His Majesty’s Government.” It 
looks as if Lord Grey must have been 
kept pretty busy of late. 

In view of the large number of works 
of art which have recently left this 
country for America, Sir W. Davison 
suggested the advisability of putting 
on an export duty. The Ob^ancelloe 
OP THE Exchequer rather smiled upon 


the proposal, provided that it was con- 
fined to old masters. The limitation 
is certainly desirable. An over-“ con- 
trolled” generation would witness the 
disappearance of most of its new masters 
without a pang. 

The natural desire of the London 
County Council that its lines should 
be laid in pleasant places has been 
checked by the First Commissioner 
OP Works. “ Through my heart first,” 
was practically his reply to the pro- 
posal to run tram-cars through Hyde 
Park. , . 

Tuesday, Novemb^ 25th . — If any- 
thing can quell the prevailing unrest 


ENGLAND IN EGYPT.’’ 

Lord Milner anu Lord Curzon. 

in Egypt it should be the massive 
oration in which Lord Cuezon traced 
the course .of events there since 1914, 
and laid down the policy which His 
Majesty’s Government intended to pur- 
sue. We might have annexed Egypt 
on the outbreak of the war with Turkey 
— it would probably have saved a lot 
of trouble if we had, though Lord 
Cuezon did not say so — but we deli- 
berately preferred to declare a pro- 
tectorate, a vague term which might 
mean much or little in the way of con- 
trol, and which the Egyptian National- 
ists have perhaps naturally interpreted 
in a different sense frpm ours. But now 
our course is clear. We are not going 
to leave Egypt at the mercy of Turkey 
or any other foreign Power; but we 
are going to associate the natives “pro- 
gressively” with their own administra- 


tion. To ascertain, after full consulta- 
tion with all persons concerned, the 
best way of carrying out this policy is 
the task assigned to Lord Milner’s 
Mission, now, after many delays, on 
the eve of departure. If anyone can 
persuade the Egyptians that the best 
way to fulfil their aspirations is to re- 
main under the csgis of the British 
Empire it should, as Lord Selboene 
remarked, be the man who gained his 
first reputation as the author of England 
in Egypt, 

No man would dare to impugn the 
valour of the Seejeant-at-Aems, who 
has shown his mettle many times 
both on land and sea. 
Yet, I fancy he blenched 
a little at Mr. Bottom- 
ley’s proposal that he 
should bring up in cus- 
tody the Sinn Fein M.P.’s 
who have hitherto refused 
to take their seats. For 
the recalcitrant Members 
include Countess Maekie- 
\icz, and, if she resisted 
arrest, Sir Colin Keppel 
would have some difficulty 
in reconciling duty with 
chivalry. I think he was 
quite relieved when Mr. 
Bonab Law replied that 
he saw in the proposal 
no advantage either to the 
Nation or the Govern- 
ment. 

Not content with the 
removal of restrictions on 
the supply of whisky some 
Members are now pres- 
sing for a reduction in the 
price. Mr. McCurdy, how- 
ever, thought it would be j 
imprudent at present to ! 
abolish the maximum, but 
expressed a hope that in 
course of time the revival 
of competition between traders would 
result in lower prices. Mr, McCurdy 
is always an optimist. 

Wednesday, November 26th . — Only 
yesterday Sir Donald Maclean was 
holding up his hands in horror at the 
suggestion that some financial difficulty 
could be adjusted in “ another place.” 
Yet this afternoon the Lords had tl!b 
temerity to discuss at considerable 
length a very important financial matter 
— to wife, the origin of the present high 
prices. True, they did not arrive at an 
agreed conclusion. Lord D’Abernon 
had no doubt that high prices were 
largely attributable to currency-infla- 
tion. Lord Peel was equally confi- 
dent that they were principally due to 
diminished production. Lord Buck- 
master maintained that currency must 
be reduced, and put in an eloquent plea 
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1 losses 
i out of 

At. the instance oj. . 

the Peers decided by a to 

i-hat clergvBie^ persons 

sit in S House of Commons, ^ 
would perhaps he more accurate to say, 

Ei E Ho^ «i corTta b™ 

diversity of thought 1 that the War 

Archbishop of p^?®®®tMe for clergy- cautions were 

that it was a great advantage lor c e 
1 men in their social work to stand out 
Me the ordinary rub of political 
partisanship, the Bishop of Llan- 
l^F. in a passage for which the 
Commons will hardly thank Inm, 
dwelt upon the desirabihty of rais- 
ins the^ tone of that assembly by 
thi admission of “ men ^ 
tellectual ability, wide outlook and 

^^^hile^the Upper House was thus 
ooLrned wit6 the constituti^of 
the Lower the Commons retuined 
Se compliment by discussing the 
I position of the Peers. Mr. L H. 

Thomas, touched to the 
' the case of Lord Astob, who 
has lately become a Peer against 
1 ijia wUl, and alarmed, perchance, 
by the possibility thatin these days 
oirapid social evolution he himstif 
may he exposed to the same fate 
sought leave to bring m a Bill to 
empower His Majesty bo accept 
the surrender of any peerage. 
cidentaUy he seiz^ ^he opportun- 

ity to dissociate himself ^ 

^ .1 £ II opf.inn. declar- 


J-EET- P.»s “‘6“ 

Uori "ffniT loT^ “ "^hat the public 

of her principal undertakings under the 

that the War was over and that pre 
utions were no longer necessary. _ 
Lord Lamington protested against 
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the confession that he was , 
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Tgood deal of his time in correcting 
it ^ On revient toujmrs d Jes prmurs 
amours. How many years is it since 
the accidental publication of some mor- 
dant a scribbled on adespatoh 

by the then Under-Secretary of State 


in the Lords before 


severe criticism in the “Lords before 
obtaining a Second Beading. 
KTOuTpursuing an old vendetta at^ 
tributed the harshness of some of its 

i provisions to the t^l"w 'tlSS 

1 asked if the Government knew theie 
was a I’eaee on. The hardships that 
might he inflicted on innocent for- 
Ere made Lords Bdokmastbe and 
Paemooe so angry that Lord Liecoen- 


As an ex-Bood-GontroUer Mr. Ol^es 
could not understand the refusal of the 
Treasury to sanction the ^®® 

two thousand tons of “best Dutch 
butter,” for which British palates were 
hungering. Mr. CHAMBEBEAra s reply 

1, toW- 

» in matters of commerce 

stiU justify Caeeieg’s famous distich. 


COGGESHALL-GOTH AWI . 

The township of Ooggeshall-Gotham 
lies in a sleepy hollow, the direct ap- 
proach to which is down a steep hi 
C has made most of its visitors give 

it a wide berth. 1 the 

b'tt^m^o°fhe°tiope^V^t°^®®'’^thorities, 

occur there more frequently than at the 

‘°^wo bridges, a hundred yards apart, 

have been built across the nver Goggl^ 
which flows through the valley. A 
u 1 .w Tonnires everyone crossing the 
]/orth Brffige to pay a toll of twopence. 

When suffilenb money has been raised 
hy this means to defray i a cost it 
will be declared free, and the South 
Bridge, hitherto free, will Iwy a toll 
to pfy for its erection. To cope 
with the floods of the y®Sgi® 
winter the authorities have buflt 
a dam in the higher part of the 
parish, diverting the ^fing waters 
?pto the flelds thus ^ 

river at a uniform level. The old 
practice of damming the stream 

S hurdles has been given up as 

unsatisfactory. “ the 

run dry in very hob weather the 
tehabiblnts of the township are , 
directed to make liberal use of the 
water supply in winter and abstain 
from drinking in summer. 

OoggeshaU-Gotham was not slow 

to turn the forces of nature to its 
advantage. A pipe thirteen miles 
long has been laid from the sea at 
Oolgeshall-super Mare to a reser- 
Yoifbuilb at Goggle Tor, 
dred feet above sea levek where 
turbine machinery has been m- 
staUed, to be driven by water falling 
from the reservoir, thus generating 
electric power and light. The steam 
numning^ plant, which forced the sea- 
water up to the reservoir, was probably 
larger than any similar machinery m 
th^world. This has now ^o®u scrapped, 
as the local engineers 
employ the current generated by the 
fallmg^ water to raise it froin sea level 
to thf reservoir. As a mate o prc^ 
caution oil lamps are keg 
Streets aU day m case the electric ugus 

^^Noi^are^the authorities of this Mim 

Eity bebind-baud in a®^ug 
social and industrial questions, iu 
Stes of sobriety, honesty and good 
coiffiuot the inhabitants o* f 
Gotham are united m an ideal citiz 
shin They nevertheless 
rig& to liberty of opinion aud motion 
in the ^pplicshtion of the ^ 

1 wS Le the heritage of the p^P^^ 
Therefore minorities do not suffer 
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this community. On the contrary they 
enjoy a code of laws specially enacted 
by and for them no less freely than do 
the majority who live under what is 
known as the Majority Law. 

For instance, regulations as to the 
lighting of vehicles after dark are not 
applicable to all and sundry, for there 
were, and still are, divers opinions on the 
matter. A man of the Majority, whose 
representatives have passed a by-law 
requiring the lighting of vehicles after 
dusk, may be and is fined for driving 
without lights. On the other hand, a 
Minority man, who has registered his 
objection to this, is absolutely free to 
drive an unlighted vehicle. It is by 
such a system of judicious compromise 
that it is possible to meet and solve the 
debatable problems of prohibition, Sun- 
day trading, privilege of the Press, etc. 

As soon as any of the community 
strike work to indicate dissatisfactiop 
with wages or conditions of labour, the 
authorities of Goggeshall-Gotham cause 
labour in every trade, profession, class,, 
vocation and employment to cease, in 
order that no section of workers may 
have a grievance greater than that of 
another. In this way equality and 
sympathy of feeling are maintained. 

To meet the depreciation of the 
sovereign a sliding scale has been 
adopted whereby the pound sterling is 
made equivalent to thirty, forty, or 
fifty shillings, according to the regula- 
tions in force at the time. The housing 
problem being as acute at Goggeshall- 
Gotham as anywhere, the lack of dwel- 
ling-houses was made good by the 
simple expedient of running up a divid- 
ing partition straight through the 
middle of all houses of a certain size, 
thus doubling the accommodation. 
Each part of the building became a 
house within the meaning of the ilct, 
and was assessed for rates accordingly. 

With a view to improve the postal 
service, anyone not receiving a letter 
or telegram addressed to him is asked 
to let the postmaster know at once, 
when measures will be taken to ascer- 
tain and remedy the cause of delay. 
The former postmaster held the posi- 
tion for a quarter of a century and was 
unfortunately drowned whilst fishing, 
his body being recovered some miles 
down the coast by a local constable, 
who recognised him by au impediment 
in his ^eech. 

A trfmer expecting a hundred pairs 
of boots opened a crate only to find it 
packed with rights, while another crate 
contained nothing but lefts. He re- 
turned them to the factory with a per- 
tinent demand for pairs. 

CbggeshaU - Gothamites are distin- 
guished for their consideration for dumb 
animals, and sign - posts and notices 



Exasperated Passenger {after Icyng delay at wayside station). “Why don't you keep 

BETTER TIME ON THIS WRETCHED LINE?’* 

Irish Guard {confidentially)^ “Well now, then. Ma’am, I’ll explain et all to 
YE. The train beporb is behind, and this train was behind before besides.” 


direct the beasts of the community to 
water - 'troughs and bathing - places. 
During the recent rabies scare a mad 
dog bit a wheelbarrow; therefore, in 
addition to the prompt muzzling of all 
dogs, the authorities had the wheel- 
barrow isolated. 

'For the benefit of the illiterate a 
notice at the Public Library announces 
to those who cannot read that special 
educational classes are held for them 
if sufficient numbers apply (in writing) 
to the Education Secretary. 

A prominent citizen of the town has 
published a dictionary, containing, he 
claims, every word in the English 
language, together with a list of words 
he has considered it advisable to: omit. 
Several ent^rlsing members of the 


local Gouncil make it a practice to 
speak in shorthand, thereby consider- 
ably assisting the Press reporters and 
enabling themselves to deliver longer 
speeches in the allotted time. Inscrip- 
tions in honour of public men are in- 
variably composed in Latin in order to 
relieve their embarrassment. Also it 
was felt that Latin, being a dead lan- 
guage, would survive when the English 
tongue had ceased to exist. 


Notice in a Manchester boot shop : — 

“ In view of the existing conditions — 
shortage of labour and other difficulties— the 
Proprietors earnestly appeal to their customers 
to carry their purchasefe as far as possible,” 

And come back for more when ihey Ve 
worn the present on^ out. 
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THE DISABILITIES OF SEX. 

“ I AM going to be a Master of Foxhounds when I grow 
up,” said my friend Isabel, as I met her by chance taking 
the air with her brother Lionel' and their’ nurse. Her 
ambition was inspired, no doubt, by the portraits of lady 
which jostle musical comedy actresses in the 
Photographic Press. 

“ But don't you think lady Masters of Foxhounds will 
come to an end when we are settled down to Peace ? ” I 
asked. 

“ That won’t make any difference,” said Isabel, “ because, 
if our next baby is a girl, Mummy says I may become a 
boy. Of course, if Lionel would change with me,” she went 
on to explain, “ I could be one at once, but Lionel wants 
to stay a boy, and Daddy says he must have one girl in the 
family.” 

“ So you ’ve got to wait ? ” I said. 

“Yes.” 

“ But if the next baby is a girl your Daddy will be content 
with her, and you can become first a boy and later on a 
Master of Foxhounds ? ” 

“Yes, that ’s right,” responded Isabel in such a sanguine 
tone that I had not the heart to suggest that the fact that 
her Daddy was a barrister with a practice worth a hundred- 
and- fifty pounds a year, supplemented by the slenderest bf 
private means, might also be an obstacle to her plans, I 
therefore raised my hat and wished her good-bye. 

Isabel raised her hat in return, for in anticipation of her 
prospective manhood it was her gentle custom to salute 
or to return the salutes of her friends by removing her hat 
from her head. As she wore her hair of a length which 
has not been fashionable amongst men since the days of 
the Cavaliers, and as her hat was attached to her head by 
an unmanly piece of elastic, the practice was viewed with 
extreme disfavour by her nurse, since it was impossible to ] 
perform this act of courtesy without throwing her curls 
into the most glorious disarray and flinging her hair-* 
ribbon to the pavement. 

A week or two later I met Isabel again. I took off my 
hat. On this occasion she did not acknowledge my saluta- 
tion in the customary manner. She merely bowed. Look- 
ing up, I noticed a bundle of white in her nurse’s arms. 

“ Hallo,” I cried, “ the next baby has arrived, and you 
will be able to become a Master of Foxhounds ? ” 

“ No, I shan’t,” retorted Isabel; “ it’s only a boy.” 

“ Well, have you thought what profession you are going 
to take up instead? ” I asked. 

“ No,” replied Isabel glumly ; “ 1 expect, after all, I shall 
just have to be an ordinary mummy — like Mummy,” 


THE SOLDIERS’ FRIEND. 

{This appears to hme heen left here in error ^ instead of at 
the offices of several contemporaries.) 

Justly Indigriant .Since the outbreak of the War I have 
been employed (with rank of Major-General) as superin- 
.tendent of “All Clear” signals after air-raids. I am now 
officially informed that this appointment will be terminated 
in five years’ time from next January. Should not more 
extended notice be given me ? 

A. A very hard case. You should ask for a Government 
inquiry, 

Cuthhert. Being engaged on work pf national importance 
(painting spots on rocking-horses) I secured continued 
exemption throughout the War. To what gratuity, pension, 
medals and decorations am I entitled ? 

A, We see no reason why you should not appear in the 
O.B.E, list (second hundred thousand). 


Second Loot. I was compulsorily demobbed last week for 
trumping my Colonel's ace on guest-night. What should 
I do about it ? . . 

A. Play dominoes in future. 

Dissatisfied. Misled by the new recruiting posters, I en- 
listed a few days ago. Finding Army life not suited to 
my temperament (artistic) I have given the Commanding 
Officer a week’s notice. He has refused to accept it. Is 
this in order, please ? 

A. Quite in order, A recruit is now required to give 
seven years' notice. ' ‘ - 

Inquirer. The following is my record: Enlisted 1918 (after^ 
the Armistice). Went to France, Employed as cocktail- 
mixer at G.H.Q. Mess, Hotel Tr^s Magnifique, Boulogne. 
Still serving. What gratuities shall I receive on demobili- 
sation? ' • 

A. None. According to K.B., gratuities are forbidden in 
Officers’ Messes. 

Hopeful. I lent my second-best fountain-pen to my 
fianc6y who took it to Mesopotamia and lost it there. To 
whom should I claim for a new one ? 

A. Try War Losses Claims Department (Boom 1001, 
Hotel Super-Eitz, W.l). ' • 

Brighteyes. I did war work in a Government Office (Blot- 
ting-paper Control Department) for nearly two days last 
summer. I then resigned, as the head of my rPom was a 
cat. Can I get even with her? i ’ ‘ ' 

A. We would rather keep out of this, please. ' Tabs. 


‘‘A PLEA FOR THE OWL.” 

[Mr. John Lee has pointed out the usefulness of the owl in devour- 
ing creatures “ 'whose destruction of foodstuffs in. this country is not 
sufficiently realised.” It will be recalled that when Persephone was in 
Hades and Pluto gave her leave to return to the upper air provided she 
had not eaten anything, Asoalaphus reported that she had eaten a slice 
of pome^anate. By way of revenge Persephone ultimately made an 
owl of him,] 

When sorrow -sick Persephone, half -wild through- hope 
deferred, 

Bestowed his somewhat curious shape upon this ancient 
bird, 

She saddled him, I take it, with such a vile repute, 

That ever since at sight of him one felt inclined to hoot. 

I too possessed the feeling that he who told the tale 
Which damaged this poor lady was quite beyond the pale ; 
I said, “ Of all informers, few are so low as he,” 

Until I saw the point of view advanced by Mr. Lee. 

Asoalaphus, I gather, is a useful little soul ; 

He holds that mice are tasty, has a penchant for the vole ; 
And woe betide the raiding rat who chances to be out, 
For'owls are’ always hungry, and they leave no bones about, 

I find him, then, a patriot, who does his fellows good 
By swallowing four-legged profiteers who’d fatten' on our 
food; 

And sparrows, too, those reevers of our country’s fruit and 
corn, 

They curse (in barns) the rueful day Asoalaphus was born. 

Then let us be forgiving, and yield with one consent 
Our welcome to this sinner who has chosen to repent, 
Who crowns with honourable Works a life long over-cast, 
And clothes with virtue here to-day his questionable past. 


“Mr, plays Othello in a careful and effective, perhaps too 

unobtrusive, a manner. Mrs. is a very charming and pathetic 

Ophelia .” — Evening leper. 

The critic says nothing about Bosalind, 
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The landlord was evidently feeling leads me to doubt the genuineness of 
THE DOOR-MAT. uppish too (and what landlord doesn’t your complaint. 

OuE tenancy of No. 31, Aysgarth just now ?), for the mat was not re- I have every confidence in my staff, 
Mansions, St. John’s Wood, would have stored to its fond owners, nor was any and can only add that, if the mat is 
expired in the ordinary course at Christ- reply received to my letter the same or removed by you or at your instigation, 
mas. Our landlord wanted us to go. the next day. The only letter, in fact, I shall have no option but to at once 
He has a waiting list of anxious would- that we received on the 26th was one place the matter m the hands of my 
be tenants for most of these fiats, at from our prospective landlord’s agent, solicitors, i 

almost any rental, while from us he informing us “ re Elm Lodge ” that ^ happy if you 

could only demand a ten per cent, in- had discovered that we were only second found it convenient to vacate No, ai, 
crease if westayed after that time. We in the field, and that if the references either on the termination of your pre- 
too were anxious to go. We don’t like of our rivals were satisfactory we should sent tenancy at the end of the Ohrist- 
the landlord, his administrators and not be able to secure that desirable "mas quarter, or earlier, 
their designs, but so long as we could residence. Yours faithfully, J. Sandeman. 

not find anywhere else to go we de- So we decided that it might be as I chewed this letter till the following 
termined to lie low. well to hedge a little with our present day, when we received a note informing 

I But last week Anita discovered Elm landlord. Accordingly I addressed him us that Elm Lodge was ours, with im- 
Lodge Golder’s Green, a non-basement as follows , mediate possession, the references of our 

I house of the ri<^bt size, not more damp Deae Sie,— The mat has not come rivals having evidently proved unsatis- 


than most— a house, in fact, which 1 back, nor have I heard from you. 
seemed to fill the bill of our ^ ^ ^ ^ 

requirements. r 

The agent helieved we 
were first in the field, and 

our offer was so liberal that -rrrzir 

he thought the landlord 1^- 

(he would not commit 

himself further) entertain it. 

We felt so uppish with 

this that when our outside ^ 

door-mat was removed (dur- \ ^ 

ing our week-end absence ^ 

from the 21st to the 25th of 

November) we didn’t take j ^ 

immediate tour of several x ^ f 

staircases I returned to ''' / £ • 

No. 31 and commenced a / £ 

slight passage-of-ink with / g 

the landlord, opening with » " 

te„bl« yo. ,>bo.t ,h.t may S. “£ 

seem a trifiing matter. 


1 factory. 



THE BRAVEST ACT OF 1919. 

The MAH WHO went to Hihdehbubg and asked for an award 

FOR INVENTING THE NOTORIOUS CrERMAN TANK HaGEN.” 


We were so up in the air 
again that I felt that Sande-. 
man, with whom I was sure 
I should never have deal- 
ings again, ought to have a 
chance of sharing our high 
spirits. I accordingly ad- 
dressed him as follows : — 

■ My deae Sie, — Your de- 
lightful letter of the 28th 
inst. is to hand, and has 
been much en j oy ed . In fact, 
all here at No. 31 are loud 
in their praises of your liter- 
ary style. Personally I may 
say I find it difficult to de- 
cide which I appreciate the 
more, the split infinitive or 
the kind thought in the ex- 
pression of which it forms 
so ornamental a part. 

Yours faithfully, 

Alfred E. Summees- 

JOHNSON. 

— P.S. — You can have No. 31 


Between the 21st and -25fh inst, trust you did not misconstrue my for- this day week ; and, as we say in 
our front door-mat was”^ removed, and, mer letter, the Classics, Falmam qui meruit fercd^ 

as I have since discovered, placed out- Although I am positive about the or let him who deserves it wear the 
side the door of No. 97, and chained mat being ours, I do not suggest that cokernut matting. We renounce all 
down in a cruel manner, anyone in your employ would have re- claim to it. 

Now you may say, “How do you moved it, even to make No. 97 look 

know it is your mat ? ” I am ready to more attractive to a potential tenant. How the American takes his 

admit that in the main the members of But I shall be grateful if you will “Punch.” 

the door-mat family bear a striking re- have it replaced outside our door. I “ ‘ A sad case is reported ifcom Scotland. In 

semblance to one another but the am sure the poor thing frets under its 

ravages ox time have left certain marks captivity; and if you would even but 28 years of age,' ---Punch, 

on the whiskers and on the underside have it unchained I am confident ik . There is nothing remarkable in the deci- 

of this one that leave no doubt in my would find its way back to sion of the young Scotchman to come to dry 


On Eriday the 28th I received the 


sion of the young Scotchman to come to dry 
America ... It need surprise no one if a lot 
of fine young men from western Europe should 
come to America because of Prohibition.” 

American Issue, 

After all, blood is thicker than humour. 


mind as to its identity. Yours faithfully, America ... It need surprise no one if a lot 

I find on enquiry that No. 97 was Alfbbd E. SummEES- Johnson. of fine yo^g men from western Europe should 

i. 3 oi j itnojiiixT ' " come to America because of Prohibition.” 

vacated on Saturday the 22nd of No- Eriday the 28th I received the American Issue, 

vember, on Monday the 24th, following from the landlord : — After all, blood is thicker than humour, 

during which interval we were away ° 

from home. I say nothing about this Boor-mat, 31, Aysgarth Mansions. that hia 

coincidence, but shall be obliged if you Deae Sir,— I am in receipt of two Havanas. He may be right for all I know ; 
will see that our dear mat occupies its letters from you re above, and the ^ am in the happy position of not. knowing a 
old and honourable position outside our levity with which you treat the matter, ^ one,^^— Evening Paper, 

door on or before to-morrow morning, coupled with the fact that my three The tobacconist himself seems to have 
^ Yours faithfully, ' porters assure me that the mat in ques- thought that the less said about them 

Alfred E. Summers-Johnson. tion has always been outside No. 97, the'better. 
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OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

{By Mr. Bunch's Staff of Learned Clerks.) 

Mb. H. F. Pbevost Battebsby’s new novel. The Edge 
of Doom (Lane), supers in part from the drawback of 
appearing a little after the fair. For this I understand that 
our old and well-nigh forgotten friend, the military censor, 
must accept some of the blame. It starts with a situation 
of admirable promise. Juiian Abingdon^ East African 
explorer, being reported missing under circumstances of 
possible discredit, Cyllene Moriston, his betrothed, first 
persuades another admirer of hers, one Ghaytor, to organise 
a search-party, and then decides to join it herseK. This, 
of course, is what I have been told vulgar persons call 
asking for trouble. Nor is the request long unanswered. 
Chaytor finds Abingdon^ not only alive, but happy as a 
king (dusky variety) and very similarly circumstanced. 
Being naturally unable to fire this horrid truth at Cyllene 
(by this time in the throes of fever) he has first of all to com- 
pose a pathetic lie about a lonesome grave, and subsequently, 
for facility of transport, to marry her himself, aU of which 
I found good entertainment, full of the precise kind of direct 
action that I like in novels. What followed, though direct 
enough and written with a fine vigour and a candour that 
‘ is at times almost startling (see above), is not what' I had 
been expecting. It develops, in short, into a remarkably 
outspoken war-novel, of which — however I might regret 
the story it had seemed about to be — I have to admit the 
power. Full of fury and indiscretion (the final attack is at 
times almost unreadably vivid) Mr. Battebsby*s active- 


service revelations held even a reviewer whose weariness 
of war-fiction is become such that he can never see a trench 
without wanting to skip it. More I cannot say. 

Generals may write and counterwrite in column after 
column, but it has been left to Mr. V. J. Sbeioman to 
expound the most shocking intrigue of Armageddon. 
Whether he has been wise to reveal that secret of the 
** hidden hand ” which has so troubled our various Expedi- 
tionary Forces I cannot say. But in The Sahnica Side- 
Shozo (Aeleit anek Unwin), speaking as an ofiScer in the 
A.S.C., he attempts to exonerate himself in the matter of 
the potatoes when there is only one sack, and of the straw- 
berry jam when there isn't any at all. You can't divide a 
single sack or a couple of tins amongst a score of units, he 
tells us, and you can't give them all to one, because that 
would make the others jealous; so what wonder if the 
poor puzzled A.B.O. keep these dainties to themselves? 
And after that lame excuse is all forgiven and forgotten, 
j Old Bill ? Not half, I do not think. But lest it should be 
thought that Mr. Seeigman has not told us also of cam- 
paigns and strategy and international policy and other such 
minor details, let me hasten to add that in The Salonica 
Side-Show he has written a most instructive and withal an 
exceedingly amusing book of life behind the lines and, when 
the chance came, of fighting too. Only about his ancient 
history I do'not feel so sure, for he tells me at the end of 
the book that CisSAB Gebmanious, a statue of whom he dis- 
covered at Amphipolis, was a Boman emperor. But that, of 
course, was long before the days of plum-and-apple conserve. 
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Miss Eomeb Wilson is apb to hide her most beautiful 
pearls under heaps of shell of this kind: “It was cold m 
bed to-night, therefore he sat up and dragged his oW 
coat off the chair beside him and struggled to spread it 
over the bed without getting out,” etc., etc. 
with a good deal of this insignificant realism in 1/ All Ihese 
Younq Men (Methuen), but you will be well advised to 
accept it with patience, for you will be rewarded with 
thoughts and passages of reaUy startling beauty, ide 
story hero is of the slightest. Josephine loves Sebastian, 
who feels himself bound to the indifferent virginal JTnereW. 
There are other incidental variations on the tangled attrac- 
tions and reactions of the amorous young. Miss Wilson, 
in the over-elaborate detail of her material setting, is apt to 
bo tedious, but I hasten to add that her perception of the 
heroic illusions, the egotisms, the hesitations and the nobler 
realities of rather too clever youth, in love is positively 
astounding, though her heroes and heroines are alike a 
little pallid. To students of the intriguing phenomena ot 
modernist youth I 
commend it without 
reserve. 


hold and haunt you— one certainly that will add greatly 
to her reputation as an artist. 

Mrs.HoEAOE Tebmlett’s Platonic Peter (Hutohinson) is 
iust what its title suggests and also just clever enough to 
atmoy you because it isn^t a shade cleverer stul. It is 
quite an amusing story of the Mayoress of a country ^wn 
and her platonic friendship and flirtation with an officer 
on the staff of the General whose headquarters are in the 
neighbourhood! the Mayoress, is a charming person, 

though almost preternaturally wily, and Mp. Tbemlett, 
who has displayed her puppet’s mental activities with con- 
siderable skill, succeeded in leaving me quite uncertain as 
to whether she would or would not ultimately abandon the 
solid comforts of her life as Mayoress for the heo,ux yeux of 
the very unplatonic Petev^ Perhaps to serve as contrast to 
this inherently vulgar story, Mrs. Tbemlett has interwoven 
with it the history of a fine woman’s faithful love for a 
man crippled in the War. It is a beautiful tale and well 
^ — ‘ told, 


Miss Sheila Ka-YE- 
Smith, whose work 
I have admired more 
than once before, has 
now succeeded in 
the difficult task of 
finding a new plot 
for a novel. The 
subject of TcbiTicLTish 
Town (Cassell) is 
the love of a man 
for a place, one that 
he had created him- 
self out of his own 
ambitions and ideals. 
This was the rela- 
tion of Moneyjpenny, 
the young-old coun- 
cillor, to Marlingate, 
the Sussex fishing 
port — set between 
downs and sea 
which he changed 



THE GKEAT HTYENTOES. 

Julius C-sssab, DURura the wars m Gaul, impbovises a HELioaBAPH. 


till the effect 
is spoiled in the 
last paragraph by a 
sentence that must 
have strayed in from 
the other part of 
the book. But of 
course it is only 
those readers to 
whom that part has 
not made the strong- 
er appeal who will 
object to this tres- 
pass. 

In “A Letter to a 
Boy,” which is the 
introduction to The 
Book of the Long 
Trail (Longmans), 
Sir Heney Newbolt 
writes : “ The first 
thing you will no- 
tice about it is that 
it is not, as the 
other five have been, 
about war. That 


into a shining pleasaunce. The tale of how, into his new 
town of gardens and parades, he built his dreams and the 
youth he was content to forgo, I found one of unusual charni. 
After a while love comes to join battle for Moneypenny s 
heart in the person of a little brown-eyed governess, Morgan, 
heiress of enchantment, symbol of all the wild freedoms of 
his nature that Moneypenny had tamed, as he had tamed 
the sea and the tamarisks into the ordered elegance of the 
new Marlingate. The story moves with a queerly pic- 
turesque effect in its mid -Victorian setting. Deliber- 
ately unreailistic it fascinates almost as would a ballet or a 
poem. Once indeed the author does actually drop, not top 
successfully, into verses that may, I fancy, have formed 
the embryo of the book. In the end, after a brief interlude 
of passion, ambition for his town conquers human love in 
Moneypenny, and the death of Morgan, defeated, finishes 
the first half of the story. Frankly, I should have been 
better pleased had there been no second, for thence onwards 
,the tale seems, in my seeing, to go to pieces. From a fan- 
tasy it becomes a grotesque. Only the fine sincerity of 
Miss Kaye-Smith’s treatment rescues Moneypenny's crazed 
revenge upon the town from becoming a horrid absurdity. 
But, taken all in all, she has written a novel that will both 


may disappoint you, or it may not ] it would have dis- 
appointed me when I was your age,” Without the smallest 
claim to be considered a boy in years,^ I still ask leave_^to 
express a little disappointment ; and this solely because the 
book which Sir Heney has hitherto given us at Christmas has 
been one which veterans and boys have been equally greedy to 
read. Now he turns his attention to explorers — splendid 
men all of them, men of whom boys will. read with fine 
delight. Who, for instance, can. think of Captain Soott 
without feelings of affection and sincere pride? Sir Henry 
relates the exploits of these heroes in a quiet style which 
gets straight home. But those of us who take interest in 
exploration are already familiar with these great adventures. 
Hence the veteran growl which accompanies my heartiest 
compliments. 

Our Erudite Contemporaries. 

« In less than two hours, through the smiling down country, we were 
in Portsmouth. Lunch at the jolly old George, where Nelson stayed 
the night before Trafalgar .” — Manchester Guardian, 

“Damage was done by fire to woodwork and, books in the library 
of Wellington College. Waterloo relics in the room, including a hand- 
kerchief dropped by a lady at the^ Waterloo Victory BaU, were 
undamaged .” — Daily Mail. 
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CHARIVARIA. 

Some surprise was felt at the result 
of the Carpentier-Beckett contest. 
From the many articles written by the 
rivals it was quite expected that both 
would win. 

'* * 

It is said in some quarters that 
Mexico is about to inform America that 
the present peace is a peace to end 
peace. 

“How can we get rid of the railway 
jam ? ” asks a contemporary. Before 
giving our considered opinion we 
should like to know if they have tried 
having it controlled by the Ministry of 
Food. .. 

Forged Treasury Notes have again 
made their appearance. 

There is a general feel- 
ing that if the public 
are \o be able to dis- 
tinguish readily be- 
tween the imitation and 
the genuine notes a / 

serious attempt should / 

be made to increase the - ♦ 

value of the latter. j ^ 

si: 1, 

There is a danger of 
war with Germany if \ 

we are not careful, says \ 

a Parisian writer. Our ' 

own Government are M’ v i 
rather busy just now, ■ /_ 

but have made a note 
OH. 

A traction engine sent 

from Beading to a Staf- 

ford farmer has been lost. It is said 
that the police already have a clue, for 
a gentleman reports having tripped over 
something in the road at night-time. 

“Astronomers fully expect to find 
a new planet about the fifteenth of this 
month,” says a Morning Post writer. 
A correspondent writes to express his 
regret at the date fixed, as he has 
another engagement that night. 

❖ 5jC 
* 

In the Court the other day the 
Lord Chief Justice asked, “ What is 
a sausage ? ” First aid had to be ren- 
dered to the amused. 

Two men were seen at Paddington 
the other day wearing straw-hats, says 
a Press reporter. It is evident they 
do not read their newspapers or they 
would know that it is now winter time. 

In the course of his election address 
a West Linlithgowshire doctor says : 
“ Beware of shivering shirkers, greedy 


Jews, hangers-on, helpless gaffers, tied 
flunkeys, spurious labourists, revolu- 
tionary loafers, plundering anarchists 
and dirty twisters.” You get the idea? 
The doctor is hinting that some people 
are not what they ought to be. 

r:: 

I 

Lecturing in New York, a Pro- 
fessor predicted the end of the world 
for December 17th. We hope that by 
that date the Premier will have put 
the finishing touches to his new world. 

* ^ * 

“ Whatever else happens,” says a 
contemporary, “ the Britisher will 
scrape through.” It is his only chance 
with the butter ration reduced to one 
ounce a week. ' ^ 

“ Never hurry to the station,” says 
a medical writer, “even if it means 


to throw in Mr. Winston Churchill 
and make the fine up to the level pound. 

He , ile 

Two thousand melodeons have ar- 
rived at Leith from Germany. And 
that is the country which professed a 
desire for peace. ... 

“ In making a soft piUow for the use 
of an invalid,” states a writer in a 
I weekly journal, “ only the first crop of 
I feathers from young chickens should be 
used.” These, of course, can easily be 
obtained by breaking open any ordinary 
breakfast pgg. 

We hear that the London firm which 
recently purchased a record consign- 
ment of bananas has received a very 
tempting offer from a firm of under- 
takers for the empty skins. 












ENGLAND WAKING UP. 

catching the next train.” An Irishman 
writes to say that he always catches 
the next train without an effort. 

We deeply sympathise with the 
Stratford man who asked the magis- 
trates for a separation order because 
his wife chased him with a hatchet, 
every day. It is too often. 

“'sje ‘ 

It seems that a certain telephone 
operator recently found herself in an 
awkward predicament. A subscriber 
rang up and all the wrong numbers 

were engaged, ^ ... 

❖ * 

People who contemplate sending 
Christmas greetings to their friends by 
telephone are advised to start early. 

sit ^ 

❖ 

At the Londonderry Police Court last 
week, Patrick Donovan, a cattle- 
drover, was fined eighteen-and-nine- i 
pence for cursing the police, a local 
magistrate, the Army and the Home 
Secretary. It is said that he offered 


Our heart goes out to 
. the Hampstead gentle- 

I man who, on returning 

to his wooden house the 
other evening, found 
that it had been des- 
Hra wii troyed by a wood-pecker 

absence in 

— TT The United States 
mUHIP Government is sending 

an expedition to collect 

!m " lli prehistoric monster 

jn w recently discovered in 

W V the Belgian Congo. 

M _ With the valuable ex- 

^ pexlence thus gained 
at its command it is 
thought that the au- 
thorities at Washing- 
ton should have no difficulty in col- 
lecting President Carranza, 

si; He 

s;: I 

The tradesmen of Brentwood (Essex) ; 
have decided to hold a shopping car- ^ 
nival. Householders elsewhere whose | 
owm tradesmen have steadily refused 
to take their money can go to Brent- 
wood and have a really good fling, 

s’.; Hs 
* 

The Metropolitan is having its 
carriages fitted with a device which 
indicates the name of the next sta- 
tion. If it is not the station you re- 
quire you notify the conductor and the 
train will try again. 

“Before tKe City Profiteering Coxnmittee 

Mr. complained that Messrs. and Co. 

had charged two guineas for a lady’s hat. 
A chartered accountant stated that allowing 
for advertising and over-head charges the cost 
of this particular style of hat worked out at 
an average of £2 4s. T^d .” — Evening Paper. 

'We quite appreciate the argument that 
overhead charges have to be taken into 
consideration in the case of a hat. 
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TO. DORA, WHO DECLINES TO DIE. 

[At the Standing Committee on the War 
Emergency Laws Continuation Bill various 
powers conferred on Lora were retained, in- 
cluding the power to prohibit whistling and 
other noises.”] 

Thbee was in my career a phase 
When I reqnired a stalwart mate 
To hold my -hand, to guide my ways, 
To keep my erring fancy straight ; 
But, now the need is over-blown, 
Once more I want to have my head, 
And still “ She goeth not,’* I moan ; 
“I would that she were dead.” 

It sounds uncivil, I admit. 

To scrap you when the danger ’s 
gone; 

Yet only for a passing fit 
As tempy bride I took you on ; 

My loyal patience you abuse ; 

I yearn for half- forgotten joys; 

I want to whistle when I choose, 

I want to make a noise. 

Well you performed your wifely part, 
Making me do the things I loathed ; 
But now Another has my heart — 

I To Liberty I am betrothed; 

She may not boast a strength like 
yours . 

To put and keep me in my place, 
But she has other gentler lures, 
ilnd I prefer her face. 

With her I now propose to wive, 
And, if you haven’t played the 
game— 

If, Dora, you are still alive. 

Then I shall do it just the same ; 
Once of my life. you held the keys; 

Our lips in tragic hours have kissed; 
For old times’ sake don’t force me, 
please, 

To be a bigamist. 

0 Dora, it would never do 
To make yourself— and me — absurd; 
Let me not have to bracket you 
With Calveblby’s immortal bird ; 
He knew full well, that parroquet 
With the green tuft and small black 
eye. 

He’d make a lovely corpse, and yet 
The fowl refused to die. 

Large sacrifices I have made 
To execute your least decree. 

Now on “your honour it is Mi' " ’ 

To do a little thing for ihet 
Do it, and as you pass in air’ 

(The while I toll the *^AU-clear” bell) 
In that new world — I won’t say where— 

^ I ’ll wish you joy. Farewell I 

- O.S. 

The New Arithmetic. 

^ “ The economical car of the future must be 
air-cooled. It costs money in a car ijp carry- 
round even a pound of unnecessary weight. 
One pound of water weighs about 20 ozs.” 

Sunday Pajper. 

More even than a pound of lead. 


A LETTER TO THE BACK-BLOCKS. 

Dbab Ginoer, — Don’t be silly. Fancy 
writing to demand your money back 
because you ’ve just fallen off a mule I 
sold you five years ago. On my soul, 
Ginger, I blush for you. 

I know I guaranteed her quiet ; but 
what of it ? You don’t judge people by 
their exalted moments, do you ? If on 
your next visit home you dived out of 
an Alhambra box into the big drum 
with two chuckers-out in your embrace 
and consequently spent a night in the 
Yine Street caravanserai, you wouldn’t 
brand yourself as an habitual criminal, 
would you ? Of course not. Boys will 
be bhoys (God bless ’em !) — especially 
those of your Titian tint — and mules 
will play the ass occasionally ; it is their 
nature to. What if she did buck you 
into a syringa-tree and then roll on 
you ? That ’s nothing. Some donkeys 
would ^ have made it prickly-pear and 
lunched on you afterwards. 

And anyway I expect you annoyed 
her. If you treat that mule reasonably, 
don’t interrupt her meals or drag her 
out at unseemly hours or in inclement 
weather, touch her with whip or spur, 
jerk her mouth, hustle or shout at her, 
and above all don’t try to force her 
where she doesn’t want to go, you will 
find her the most obliging little crea- 
ture in x\frica. If you are not man 
enough to cope with her, address her 
to Heetzog (or anyone else you dis- 
like), stick a stamp on her and drop 
her in the pillar-box. I wish to hear 
no more of the matter. As for giving 
you your money back, it can’t be done. 
I spent it on nougat ages ago. 

By the way, have you ever tried that 
pillar-box wheeze? I unburdeh my- 
self of quite a lot of odds and ends that 
way. Simply wrap ’em up in bits of 
paper and post ’em. Who to? Oh, any- 
body. I got a dead mouse in a trap 
last week, couldn’t think of any use I 
could put it to, didn’t want it lying about 
the house getting us a bad name, so I 
dipped it in peroxide to make it more 
intriguing and posted it to a millionaire 
for his Unnatural History Museum. 

, You know Miss Birdie de Maie 
Emily Potta), of the Frivolity Theatre, 
don’t you ? My dear, chap, you can’t 
peruse a single dentifrice advertisement 
without seeing her rows of ivory leap- 
ing at you like those stuffed -trophies 
of the chase in the taxidermist’s in 
'Piccadilly, She has the -finest teeth* 
in England, as I happen to know, for 
I have the. acquaintance of the fellow 
that made ,’em. Well, Birdie gets all 
my .old tooth-brushes. If -you can’t 
think of anybody to. enrich off-hand 
turn to the front page of the leading 
British anti-George organ. What have 


we to dispense with? A crumbling 
sponge and two old safety-razor blades? 
Eight -0 ! Now cast an eye down the 
Agony Column. What do we find? 
Algernon X. appealing to Eleanora Z. 
“ Come back, come back,” he sobs ; “ my 
heart cries out for you,” Splendid! 
Post him the sponge and the blades as 
a friendly hint either to dry up or cut 
his throat. 

Again, what have we on hand ? An 
ancient dancing pump? Once more the 
front page. U nder ‘ ‘Births ’ ’ we note with 
pleasure that the Oadwallers of “Villa 
Bordighera,” Balham, have been pre- 
sented “ with the gift of a son, Hubert 
Stanislaus.” Beautiful! Scribbling oh 
a slip of paper — “To ickle Hube the 
gift of a pump whereon to strop his 
first tooth, from the Manager of Giro’s,” 
you send the footgear along to the 
suburban Eiviera. 

Glorious scheme, isn’t it? Turns the 
G.P.O. into a sort of a fairy godmother, 
injecting mingled joy and surprise into 
scores of deserving British homes. 

Yes, old Sir Pompey was married a 
week or so ago (a trifle late in the day, I 
should say — wanted somebody to “ close 
his eyelids for him,” as the saying is) 
and the happy couple should now be 
on their way out to your red-hot clime. 
I got a cream-and-gold invitation to 
the feast, but took it in the spirit in 
which it was sent and kept away, 
despatching a silver-mounted whisky 
decanter to represent me — that is to 

say, I ^ Well, look here, if you 

should drop in at Government House 
for tea and tattle when he gets back I 
shouldn’t mention my name if I were 
you. You see, it was like thisL I 
have become a proud god-father lately 
(Charles ’s — a filly),and, thinking it was 
up to me to do the thing properly, I 
went to the Stores and ordered a bas- 
sinette to be sent to the god-daughter. 
I was worried and mentally dishevelled 
at the time (country stiff* with frost, 
horses puffing up and eating their heads 
off with hay at a thousand pounds a 
ton) and seemed to have mixed my 
orders somewhat, xlnyhow, a couple 
of days later J got a note from Charles 
saying his daughter (aged one month) 
was simply delighted with her whisky 
decanter. 

Well But you’re so bright, 

you ’ve guessed it. 

Ever thine, Patlaneer. 

“CBIOEET. 

An Addington team got together by Lord 
Lurgan and a House of Commons side raised 

Lieutenant-Colonel Moor e-Brabazon, M.P., 
■will meet on the Addington course this week- 
end.' Play will be by foursomes over four 
rounds.”— /SfcoicTi jSa^ger. 

We feel sure our contemporary meant 
no harm, but this is not cricket. 






THE NEW CALIGRAPHY. 

From a pilot in the E.A.F., riding 
the wind and bombarding the -unchar- 
itable Hun with cunningly contrived 
bombs, to a peaceful organiser of bene- 
factions raising the wind by bombard- 
ing the charitable with, I trust, no less 
cunningly contrived appeals is as one 
might say, a distinct come-down. 

1 only mention this biographical de- 
tail because, had it not been for a 
dormant craving for something more 
exciting than the ‘daily task, I might 
have failed to follow up the trifling in- 
cident through which I am now en- 
abled to announce a discovery which 
marks an epoch in the artistic and 
literary liistory of the world. 

It was while endeavouring to intro- 
due an element of sport into the perusal 
of the morning's mail, by trying to 
guess the amount of the enclosure from 
the handwriting on the envelope, that 
I found, among the replies to a rather 
moving appeal for the provision of 
1 night-classes for those who have re- 
ceived a Public School education, a 
communication couched in characters 
that convej^ed no meaning whatsoever 
to the combined intellects of myself, my 
typist and the office-boy. 

The letter, if such it may be called, 


was headed by an address in Chelsea, 
and occupied about twelve lines. It 
began with a few graceful but meaning- 
less flourishes, followed by what looked 
like a mass of cobwebs; then came a 
collection of strange objects, one of 
which might have been a broken mahl- 
stick, some drooping curves and pot- 
hooks, a few meagre and attenuated 
strokes and globules, and finally, where 
one would expect to find the signature, 
a peculiar design distantly resembling 
a conventional rose. 

I determined to visit this eccentric 
scribe and learn from his lips the 
message that his pen had so signally 
failed to convey. 

In due course I found myself in the 
presence of my correspondent, whose 
appearance and the studio he occupied' 
were indicative of the highest and 
most recent developments of Twentieth- 
Century Art. 

“I was strangely moved by your 
appeal," he exclaimed, on learning the 
'"purpose of my visit, and, although not 
at the moment in a position to sub- 
scribe, I thought I would express to 
you my contempt for the hopelessly 
antiquated curriculum and barbarous 
neglect of Art existing to-day in our 
schools, 

“ I see," he continued, “ that you are 


still bound to the old laborious letter- 
by-letter method of reading. Listen, 
and I will expound to you the New 
Caligraphy, -whereby the pen, no longer 
hampered by the intolerable limitations 
of a formal alphabet, regains its long- 
lost liberty of expression. 

“My temperament has always chafed 
under the task of laboriously arranging 
our unsightly signs into the few con- 
ventional phrases necessary for modern 
social requirements, although I had 
long since resolved such phrases into 
single coii'pS’de-'plume, decipherable to 
anyone gifted with a little patience, 
imagination and sense of contour. 

“At length I conceived the idea of 
abandoning all pretence of legibility, in 
your meaning of the term, in favour of 
a direct linear and pictorial appeal to 
the emotions." 

“ In short," I ventured, “you became 
a caligraphical post'-Impressionist or 
literary Yorticist." 

“ Precisely," he agreed. “ Now here 
[taking some sheets from a drawer] are 
some specimen letters designed to meet 
the more frequent occasions for corre- 
spondence. Accepting an invitation. 
Observe the frolicsome joy expressed 
by those flourishes in the opening lines, 
the yielding curves of the middle' part, 
followed by the gratitude mutely yet 




December 10 , 1919 .] PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. 


eloquently conveyed by those uplifted 
pot - hooks. Could anyone interpret 
that as a refusal ? 

“ Now mark the subtle atmosphere 
of negation in this refusal, the droop- 
ing melancholy of the commencement, 
gradually stiffening into the unmistak- 
able non-possumus of these spiky un- 
compromising uprights. Here,’* con- 
tinued the pedantic voice, in the manner 
of a demonstrator in anatomy, “ we 
have an invitation, on my part, to 
dinner. Could you misinterpret the 
seductive entreaty of these gracious 
lines — hope, desire, expectation in every 
curve, the very pot-hooks subtly camou- 
flaged as notes of interrogation ? And 
see the suggestion of grapes and a cor- 
nucopia obviously raising hopes of 
.champagne and repletion, 

“Look,” cried the Yorticist, his face 
alight with enthusiasm and pride, “ at 
this masterpiece of Neo-caligraphy — 
a snub to an undesired acquaintance. 
Could anything be more frigidly aloof 
than these thin, hard, pointed symbols, 
never relaxing into a friendly curve or 
the careless abandon of a flourish, every 
stroke retrouss6 — disdain in diagram? 
The foreground suggests a row of impas- 
sable glaciers. I really pity the wretch 
who receives it. 

“ Now before you go,” he concluded, 
handing me the last of his specimens, 

“ let me have the satisfaction of hear- 
ing your interpretation of this charac- 
teristic example of my art.” 

That which met my startled gaze 
resembled nothing so much as a battle- 
field a few minutes after zero. Serried 
clusters of spikes like bayonets led 
the eye to a series of appalling explo- 
sions, ranging from whizzbangs to Big 
Berthas. The climax must have ab- 
sorbed fully half a bottle of ink. A 
platoon of enraged porcupines, goaded 
to madness by a halo of forked light- 
ning, seemed to have encountered a 
belt of uncut chevaux-de-frise. One 
last terrific ink-burst ended this amazing 
piece of penmanship, save for the usual 
rose. 

“ I should certainly regard such a 
thing as a declaration of war,” was iny 
verdict, “and I should be strongly dis- 
posed to reply by direct action.” 

“Direct action,” he repeated; “I don’t 
quite follow.” 

“I mean,” said I, “that I should 
dispense with the antiquated paper and 
post-box business, put my ink into a 
syringe and substitute the writer for 
note-paper.” 

“ Your suggestion is not without 
merit,” said the Yorticist, “as a last 
resort when dealing with a being of 
inferior culture, such as my landlord; 
, bnt this letter is, as a matter of fact,, a 
facsimile of my reply to a fellow-painter 
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who with misplaced buffoonery pro- 
fessed to have mistaken some rather 
choice landscapes I sent him for some 
samples of linoleum he was expecting 
for his studio floor. 

“Do not assume, however, that I 
employ tny art only on those of my 
own profession, I had recently occasion | 
to address a rather powerful design 


to the landlord I mentioned, and the j 
fellow has not ventured to write to me 
since.” 

As I was leaving the studio I was i 
stopped by a stout red-faced person 
who asked me whether Mr. Eose was 
at home. He looked a coarse -fibred 
materialistic sort of man, and was 
grasping a crumpled letter. 





MILLY AND THE GAS-MASK. 

Now that the Censor is no longer 
seen in the land the little story of Milly 
and the Gas-mask may be told. 

Milly lived in the town of Houtby- 
under-Boodle, which is in the Black 
Country. Do not misunderstand me, 
Milly was not black ; only the country 
was black. Milly was fair, with large 
round blue eyes which looked shyly, or 
rather shyly, out upon a terrifying and 
yet enticing world. 

Prior to the outbreak of war Milly 
assisted in the manufacture of stone 
ginger-beer bottles. There is not un- 
limited scope for originality in this 
craft, however, and Milly left it without 
a pang for the greater excitement of 
making munitions of war. Eor some 
months she filled shells. But even 
here individuality is hardly encouraged ; 
each shell must have the same filling 
as its neighbour, and Milly was glad 
enough to transfer her activities to the 
novel industry of finishing gas-masks. 

Here indeed was work after her heart. 
If the gas-masks did not (or should not) 
vary very much from one another, the 
wearers would, “To' every mask a 
soldier ! The thought stirred her heart. 


More, it stirred her pen. Yes, she wrote 
a little note. It ran — 

“ Deae SoiiDiEE, — I hope this mask 
will save your life. 

With love from Milly. 

7, Brick Lane, Houtby-under-Boodle.” 

She slipped it into a gas-mask when 
the forewoman was not looking, and 
spent the rest of the day with a face 
sc hotly suffused that a fellow-worker 
asked if she had a fever. 

The scene here changes. We find 
ourselves in Elanders, somewhere be- 
hind the line, where a new draft is 
being initiated into the ritual of gas- 
mask drill. They have at length suc- 
ceeded in adjusting their masks satis- 
factorily when signs of distress are 
observable in Private Punnett, who, 
after violent contortions, drags off his 
mask and exhibits a purple face and 
starting eyes. 

“ Who told you to take it off ? *’ roars 
the Sergeant. 

** I couldn't breeve," replies the in- 
dignant Punnett. Pretty well done 
in, I was." 

“ Here, let 's see," says the Sergeant, 
Then, “Yes, there's something in the 
pipe. What the ... ? ‘ Deae Soldiee*, 
— I hope this mask will save your 


life. With love from . . .’ No laughing 
in the ranks ! Prepare to take off . . . 
Masks I " 

“. . . ‘will-save yer life,’" grumbled 
Private Punnett that evening for the 
twentieth time. “ And jolly nigh lost it 
for me. ‘ Love from Milly,' indeed ! My 
loving Sarah and five kids is enough 
for me. An’ you needn’t mention this 
at home, Sam. - The old girl mightn’t 
understand." 

Alas ! that our romance should end 
thus. And what of .Milly, you will ask, 
shyly waiting and hoping in Houtby- 
under-Boodle ? Ah, well, we need not, 
after all, waste too much pity there. 
For soon after, the Armistice a fine 
stalwart Houtby-under-Boodler, late of 
the 14th Loyal Blackshire Regiment, 
came and carried off Milly. She likes 
to think that the gas-mask which saved 
him was actually the one into which 
she slipped her little note, for a little 
note, as she truly says, may so easily 
be displaced. 

“Lord Astor occupied a seat in the Press 
Gallery. Lord Astor occupied a seat in the 
Distinguished Strangers' Gallery . . . Yiscount 
Astor was not in the Peers' Gallery.” 

■ ‘ ■ ’ ’ ' Proviridal Paper, 

For two very good reasons.-* 
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FIRST-AID FOR PARENTS. 

{ModelUd on a recent advertisement,) 

Parents 1 

Do you wish to win your children’s 
respect? Do you aspire to wear the 
halo of omniscience? Can you answer 
the every-day questions that puzzle 
fcheir untui or A minds ? 

What do you say when they ask you 

Why is laater xoet ? 

What makes Father growl at break- 
fast ? 

Do fishes ever catch cold ? 

Why can't I have a motor-scooter ^ 

What do angels have for dinner ? 

Ought we to love black-beetles ? 

Why do bubbles burst ? 

Why d^oesn't Uncle Montague hurst ? 

Gan you at once give the correct answer 
to these vital questions ? Or have you 
any handy book of reference to which 
you can immediately fly? 

You loill find them all ansivered in 
The Parents’ Pirst-Aid Library. 

Do not fall into the foolish error of 
supposing that children ask questions 
primarily from a desire to annoy. 
They ask because they thirst for exact 
knowledge. Deny them the necessary 
refreshment and you nip in the bud 
the scientific spirit of inquiry that dis- 
tinguishes Man from the lower animals. 
Whatever impression you may convey 
to the rest of the world, in your chil- 
dren’s eyes you are (or should be) 
godlike and infallible. Are you prepared 
to forfeit their simple trust and love ? 
Are you willing to knock yourself off 
your own pedestal ? 

Some parents, unfortunately, cannot 
answer all their children’s questions 
off-hand. It is for them that The 
Parent’s Pirst-Aid Library has been 
compiled and published in twelve 
sumptuous volumes. 

Suppose, for instance, you are sud- 
denly asked at tea by your youngest- 
born, “ Why can't we see in the dark ? ” 
do not reply, ** Eat your bun, child,” 
but clap your hand to your head and 
exclaim, “Tut, tut, I ’veleft my pocket- 
handkerchief (or my digestive- tablets) 
upstairs.” You then rush . into the 
study, feverishly revolve the handsome 
fumed - oak bookcase in which The 
Parent’s Pirst-Aid Library is housed, 
and stop it at Vol. YIII. (oki-poki). 
Turn up the fascinating article on 
“ Optics,” and there you will find all 
(and more than) you want to know. 
On your return to the tea-table you os- 
tentatiously flourish the alleged,missing ! 
article and casually remark, “ Now, let 
me see, Clarence, you were inquiring 
why we cannot see in the dark. The 
reason is, my boy, that the interposition 
of an opaque object between the source 



Workman, “Excuse mb, but I heard you say just now you were m the 
Second Division. I was with the Second Division. When did you join them ? ” 
Seedy IndividiLal, “ I ain’t talking abaht the Army. I talking abaht <5uod.” 


of light and the retina of the eye mili- 
tates in a greater or less measure, ac- 
cording to the degree of obfuscation, 
against the formation of clear images 
which, by a process of reflection, pro- 
duce the static condition we are accus- 
tomed to call sight. And now it ’s time 
you went to bed.” An answer like that 
will encourage Clarence to come to you 
again for information. 

No question has yet been asked or 
I conceived out of the bland innocence of 
the youthful mind that is not answered ! 
in these priceless pages. The simple 
yet arresting language in which the 
articles are written brings them within 
the range of the fattest parental head. 

Pather oe Ten ” writes : — “ Since 
purchasing The Parent's Pirst-Aid 
Library I have put on flesh/' 


The Eev. Septimus Dodder writes ; — 
“My children now regard me with 
something akin to awe.” 

“Harassed Miner’s Wife” writes: — 
“Willie knows better now I’ve learned 
him,” 

Take the first f hinge now and write 
for our descriptive booklet. Do not 
insult us by sending any money — yet. 
You win like first to hear all about our 
wonderful Pay-as-you-pleasa System- 
Write to-day to 

The Parents’ Educational Publishing 
Co., Ltd., B7, Paterfamilias Bow, E/C. 

Pashions for Men. 

“ I met Mrs. Ian Bullough (Miss Lily Elsie) 
and Rer husband leaving the Orleans Club, the 
latter looking lovely in a lemon-yellow and , 
grey swathed toque and a beautiful moleskin j 
cloak .” — The Lady. 
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CHRISTMAS PRESENTS. 

I NEVEB seem to get the right sort 
of Christmas present for my menfolk. 
They don't complain, of course, but 
they regard my offerings with a sort of 
forced gaiety of manner, an ebullition 
i of gratitude which does not ring true. 

I Why do I always choose the wrong 
i thing ? Because at Christmas time the 
i hand of man is against me. Let’ me 
[ give you an example of my unhappy 
[ experiences at this season. 

I I go into an establishment dedicated 
i to men's wear — not’without trejpidation, 
for we are just as shy, 0 men, of enter- 
ing one of your shops as' you are of 
appearing in ours. 

“ I want to buy a present for a man," 
I confide to the’ rather nice-looking 
youth behind the counter. 

Certainly, Madam. This is the de- 
partment for woven underwear. What 
can I show you ? " he asks', fingering a 
bifurcated garment. 

I blush — isn't it silly of me? — and 
dive to another counter. I am received 
by a grave pompous man. 

** I want- a present for my husband — 
will you please suggest something? " I 

Now if that assistant had not a heart 
of stone, if he had any trace of humanity, 
or even the faintest sparjk of pity for me 
in my dilemma, he would at once tell 
me the sort of thing men require ; but 
no, he is hard, inexorable, adamant. 

“Here is the very thing," he says 
with a Machiavellian smile, “ our hand- 
somely fitted all-leather stud case, 
37s, 6d., containing a stud for every 
day in the year and obviating the daily 
annoyance of lost studs. I should 
strongly advise this." 

He advises it, you see; yet that 
assistant, away' from his counter, may. 
be a humane man; he may be full of 
the milk of human kindness, an amiable 
father, a conscientious husband. “ No 
gentleman can do without it," he adds 
emphatically, 

“It seems too much like encourag- 
ing a bad habit," I protest. - “ Can you 
suggest something more useful? " 

“ Certainly, Madam. A box of ties 
of various shades.and suitable for every 
occasion. The gentleman ^ has quiet 
tastes, I presume ? " 

I wonder if he presumes that by 
looking at me. “Not too quiet," I 
correct. 

“Then these are the very newest 
designs. Madam." 

I start back in dismay. “But he's 
not so noisy as that. Haven't you 
something less — ^resonant ? " 

“But I can assure you that these 
Futurist ties are the very latest note in 
men's wear. Everyone is getting them ; 


they 've been so much in demand that 
this is the last box I have left ..." 

This and many other things he says, 
which lead me to believe that he is a 
supreme judge of the tastes of his own 
sex. And later I must witness Henry's 
silent agony, confronted by Futurist 
ties and unable to cry out, but striving 
to find the proper words in thanks. 

Of course it isn't only the male 
shop assistant who so vilely fails in 
his common obligations. ' ■ I remember 
standing at a counter in one of our 
big stores when a youth came in and 
addressed the nearest female assistant 
with a pitiful air of bravado, “ I say, you 
know, Iwant a present fgr.a young lady," 
he said. ■ “ You Tl’be able to tell me the 
sort of thing girls like, won't you ? " . 

There are thousands of things in 
shops, young men, that girls like. To 
name the most ordinary and obvious 
items we like boxes of gloves, vanity 
bags, fans, those big bottles of Eau de 
Cologne, silk stockings — why, we sim- 
ply can’t have enough silk stockings. 
If you gave them to us on every kind 
of anniversary throughout the year we 
should not have had our fill of them or 
ever complain oE monotony. The girl 
behind the counter was,” of course, per- 
fectly aware of this, yet she remarked 
with disarming affability, “I should 
certainly advise you to give her a silk 
Maltese lace handkerchief. These at two 
guineas each are extremely handsome." 

Now I have nothing to say against 
silk Maltese lace handkerchiefs. It is 
true that they offer no scope for wiping 
the nose on them ; they cannot be 
tucked in the corsage as an embellish- 
ment (except by the heroine of a story 
written by a man) because that idea has 
long gone out of fashion ; you cannot 
convert them into d’oyleys or lamp- 
shades. Of course, if you h ad everything 
in the world you could possibly desire 
and the Slave of the Lamp was hanging 
about waiting for something to do, you 
might command him, “Bring hither 
silk Maltese lace handkerchiefs," but as 
a present for the average girl — well, it 's 
the sort of thing that would embitter 
her at once. 

The young man wavered. “ It isn't 
much to look at for two guineas, but if 
you're sure she'd like it more than 
anything else. Of course you ought to 
know." 

Even at the eleventh hour the assist- 
ant did not relent ; pitiless, remorseless, 
in her heart “no chinks where love 
may enter in,” she coerced that young 
man into flinging away two guineas. 
I pictured tlae poor girl who was to 
receive the gift sobbing her heart out on 
Christmas day and stamping on the 
Maltese lace handkerchief in her fury. 
It might even have le.d to a broken 


engagement. Such things do happen. 
I recall that the coolness and ultimate 
estrangement that sprang up between 
my brother and a girl who would have 
made him an excellent wife began from 
the day she sent him an embroidered 
tie-holder. It was such a nice one too, 
and when the ribbons were fastened at 
both ends kept the ties beautifully flat. 
I 'm sure I don’t know why he got so 
enraged about it. * 

So I, think it will be better to give 
Henry a cheque this year. Let me see 
— really nice silk stockings cost a 
guinea a pair. Suppose I give him a 
cheque for three guineas and leave the 
idea to sink into his brain . . . 

He knows I always like three pairs at 
a time. 

COLD COMFORT. 

(An eminent Frenchman is of opinion 
that microbes can live for some thou- 
sands of years) 

Joys fail and life loses its savour, 
Food thrills me no more as of old, 
Tobacco is reft of its flavour, 

And, nursing my annual cold, 

For solace I seek the professor's 
Deductions, which tend to confirm 
The hope that perhaps my oppressor 's 
No parvenu germ. 

Long centuries since, as a baby 
Perhaps it contrived to annoy 
A Pharaoh in Thebes, or it may be 
Smote kings as they revelled in 
Troy, 

Ere journeying onward to spend a 
Brief season (or longer than that) 
At Eome in the days when delenda 
Carthago erat. 

It has vexed other bards (or I pray so), 
Has caused even Homer to nod. 
Made Ovid too consciously Naso 
And Horace or Yiroil feel odd ; 

To me it seems perfectly splendid 
To dine upon slops and reflect 
That haply my sneeze is descended 
From Shakspeare direct. 

But is it ? I doubt if this sprightly 
Bacillus is ag6d at all, 

For it clings to the poet as tightly 
As flappers adhere to Whitehall, 
Till I 'm tempted to fear that my'.^ 
grim pet 

Is new to terrestrial scenes, 

A micro-organical limpet 
Not out of its teens. 


Another Impending Apology. 
“The Mayor-Elect presided, and to him tell 
the duty of proposing the death of the Mayor, 
which he did in felicitous terms.” 

Local Pamper, 

“ Philadelphia, Nov. 18. — The Prince of 
Wales spent twelve months in Philadelphia 
to-day .” — American Pajper, , 

How time flies when you 're happy. 




BBIDGE NOTES. 

The Caution Bridge Club has been 
formed at Little Poppleton to help 
those who have reached a certain pro- 
ficiency in Bridge and are interested in 
the problems that so often present 
themselves. Beginners are especially 
encouraged to send in their difficulties 
or anything likely to be of general 
interest. 

The following are some of the points 
that have already been raised and the 
decisions arrived at by the Committee : 

(1) M, (or N.) was asked to teach 
three beginners. He explained the 
rudiments of the game during dinner, 
and afterwards they found an old 
pack and began to play. The dealer, 
seeing a number of picture-cards in his 
hand, went, as he had been advised, 
one No-trump. The next two passed. 
M. (or N.), who had dined very* well, 
thought he had a hand in which every 
card was a picture, but wasn’t sure, so 
passed. The declarer led off with Mrs. 
Bun, the baker’s wife ; the second hand, 
waiving his right to the lead, took it 


with Mr. Bun, the baker ; the declarer’s ' 
partner discarded Master Chips, the; 
carpenter’s son; M. (or N.) had no 
Buns. What (under the circumstances) 
should he do ? 

Decision , — Whatever the cards in 
M.’s (or N.’s) hand he should now (and 
for ever) discard Mr. Bung the brewer. 

(2) Score, game all. Time, 3 a.m. 
A. deals and goes one Heart ; Y. goes 
two Diamonds ; B., who stutters and 
plays indifferently, after a few minutes 
is found to have gone two Hearts ; and 
then Z. is found to have gone to bed. 

Is this better than two Hearts ? 

Decision. — Infinitely. 

(3) (Eour beginners). Towards the 
end of a hand B. gathers up his trick 
containing the four top honours in 
trumps and puts it into his own hand 
instead of on the pile of tricks. He 
then plays these honours from his hand 
(without being noticed at the time), and 
of course finishes up with four extra 
cards (all of low value). What should 
he do? 

Decision . — ^If he has lost his contract 
he should quickly claim a misdeal; 


otherwise deal the four, face downwards, 
one to each player. 

(4) Mr. and Mrs. A. are playing with 
Mr. and Mrs. B. In the course of the 
game Mrs. B. is in doubt how to play 
and gives two alternative cards to Bid- 
dles, her Pekinese, saying she would 
play the one the dear little fellow 
kissed. He kissed the right one. Can, 
Mr. and MrL A. claim a penalty? 

Decision , — A player may (with gen- 
eral consent) refer to a bystander who 
professes himself uninterested in the 
game (as Biddles doubtless was) a dis- 
puted question of facts, but not of 
actual play. The A/s could thus claim 
to make Biddles pay any money lost 
on the rubber. 


My personal belief is that the contest will 
not last more than six months — in fact, I feel 
inclined to say not more than four— and that 
the Englishman will emerge from it Heavy- 
Weight Boxing Champion of Europe?* 

Frommcial Paper, 

The prophet is now comforting himself 
with the reflection that, though he was 
wrong about the man, he wa^ well 
within the mark regarding the time. 
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VILLAGE BILLIARDS. 

Tlie Striker {at critical stage of four-handed game), “What shoxtld I i>o ybke, Willium? You knows I can’t pot.” 
Partner, “Well, George/ ie you' was clean-shaved I should zay, ‘Screw back.’” 


THE OLD' AUTHEES. 

[The discovery of a successor to The Young Visiters in the work of 
yet another lady novelist of tender years has been announced by the 
Evening Press.] 

I AM starting a school which commences at Yule to enliven 
our novelists* forces ; 

With satchels and slates. they shall come to my gates, you 
shall see playing leapfrog and horses 

Stern saturnine fellows . 

Whose gloom never mellows, 

In short knickbockers, with writers of shockers and tales 
of eternal remorses. 

Dear ladies whose gaze has examined life's ways and who 
know what, If anything, sin,is, \ n 

Shall let down their hair~if it 's bobbed X don't care— anyr 
how, in blue'.sashes and pinnies | . ' 

And clean cotton frocks, 

^ . Sucking peppermint ;rocks, 

They shall crowd to my lessons in rejuvenescence — the fees 
for full course seven guineas. 

I '11 teach them to make every kind of mistake in their 
sums and their French ; I shall tell 'em 
To scrap all the lot of this old-fashioned rot that 's been 
published in calf and in vellum, 

And blow on tin trumpets, 

An, d; eat buttered crumpets, 

And smooth out the kinks that occur when one thinks with 
a far too acute cerebellum. 


And when they 've forgotten all things that are rotten and 
life is once more as a fable, 

I '11 give them a treat— they shall come down to eat their 
dessert at the dining-room table, 

And take back upstairs 
All their elders’ affairs, 

And repeat them to Nurse and combine them with terse 
observations from John in the stable. 

And the whole of their view shall be modelled anew, and 
their minds be as open expanses 

Where all sorts of flowers bloom at all sorts of hours, and 
' the facts are mixed up with the fancies, 

. ■ Quixotical ardour 

. . . c. -.With cakes from the larder, ' 

And tips on , deportment shall swell the assortment, and 
. partly remembered romances. , 

' f ' ' 

Then, then shall they hie to the schoolroom, and, my I with 
the ink-bottle duly out welling 

All over their thumbs, what a masterpiece comes I How 
, delightful when, rapidly selling, 

, Three Weeks in a. Feeder 
Enthrals every reader. 

And libraries clamour for love without grammar and art 
with unorthodox spelling. Evoe. 


Alarming Increase of Honesty in London. 

“All the. way down Whitehall there were little knots of loyal, 
determined, m'ackintoshed persons of both sexes standing with grim 
endurance under their own umbrellas.”— Times. 
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ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 

Monday, December 1st , — Some fchirfcy- 
five years ago Mr. Linley Sambourne 
gave the readers of Pwich his concep- 
tion of the advent of the first lady 
Member of Parliament. Happily the 
reality was very different from the 
dream. Lady Astor, demurely but 
daintily garbed in a black dress with 
white collarette (the lady reporters who 
simultaneously appeared in the Press 
Gallery are my authority for this de- 
tail), was the very antithesis of the bla- 
tant and bloomered” female of the car- 
toonist's imagination. 

Convoyed by the Prime 
Minister and Mr. Balfour, 
proud but a little flustered 
at having such a precious 
cargo under their protec- 
tion, the new - comer ad- 
vanced to the Table, where 
the Clerk of the House re- 
ceived her with an extra- 
low bow (he should now be 
dubbed Sir “Courtly** II- 
bert), took the oath, added 
to the Poll its first feminine 
signature, had a moment’s 
conversation with the Chan- 
cellor OF THE Exchequer 
(who gallantly doffed his 
usually inseparable hat), and 
then shook hands with the 
Speaker, who, to judge by 
the warmth of his welcome, 
was not at all displeased at 
the addition to his respon- 
sibilities involved in her 
arrival. 

It even tinged with ro- 
mance the sordid details of 
finance. Mr. Bottomley, 
leading a forlorn hope 
against the pundits of the 
Treasury, assured the House 
that Premium Bonds were 
much less of a gamble than the Bonds 
of Matrimony, in vrhich not every 
feminine investor was so fortunate as 
to draw “ a splendid husband, with the 
reversion of a seat in this House.” 

This obvious bid for the new Member’s 
vote was not left unchallenged. Mr. 
Lynn promptly topped it with the ex- 
pression of his hope that on such a day, 
“ when we have put youth at the helm 
and beauty at the prow,” the House 
was not going to take a retrograde step 
in the direction of lotteries. 

The Chancellor of the Exchequer, 
who admitted that he had exercised the 
feminine privilege of changing his mind 
on the subject, denounced Premium 
Bonds with all the zeal of a pervert, 
and, although the Government Whips 
were not on, succeeded in taking into 
the Lobby with him the bulk of the 


House, including its new lady- Member. 
Premium Bonds were down and out 
by 276 votes to 81. I fancy if their 
supporters had told the House more 
about bankers and less about bishops 
the voting would have been a good deal 
closer. 

Tuesday, Decemhey* 2nd. — Chivalry 
not being entirely defunct even in the 
House of Commons, Lady Astor is 
apparently to be left in undisputed 
possession of the coveted corner-seat 
below" the Gangway formerly occupied 
by Mr. T. M. Healy. She sat with 
exemplary patience through a 'more 
than usually dull Question-hour. Her 


later experiences were more exciting. 
She incurred a gentle reproof from Mr. 
Whitley for indulging in casual con- 
versation during a Division, and after- 
wards, on essaying to leave the House, 
found her way barred by that most 
vigilant of Whips, Mr. To wyn- Jones. 
Happily the Father of the House (Mr. 
T. P. O’Connor) came to the assistance 
of its Mother, and chivalrously offered 
her a pair. 

Mr. Hooge protested against the 
business of the House of Commons 
being interfered with by a chess-match 
upstairs, and darkly hinted that this 
was a device of the Government to 
burke discussion of the Scotch Land 
Settlement Bill. Mr. Bonar Law as- 
sured him that no such slight to Scot- 
land was intended, and then, with most 
of ‘the other Members, adjourned to 


Committee Boom 14, where Sehor Capa- 
BLANCA, the most accomplished “ wood- 
shifter ” of the age, disposed of thirfcy- 
six out of his thirty-eight opponents in 
double-quick time. 

Wediiesday, December 3rd, — The 
Lords spent a rather depressing hour 
over the industrial situation. Every- 
one deplored the prevailing unrest, but 
no one seemed furnished with a sure 
remedy. Lord Islington thought that 
Whitley Councils might solve the pro- 
blem, provided that their decisions 
were made binding. Lord Askwith 
feared there was no chance of these 
councils being generally appointed so 
long as workers could run 
to Downing Street and get 
what they wanted there. 
He was for compelling 
everyone, masters and men 
alike, to belong to a union 
i '; or association before being 
■ ' allowed to take part in a 
'i.j trade — a pleasant prospect 

for those who still cherish 
old - fashioned notions of 
freedom. Yet even Lord 
Salisbury made no protest. 

So far all was gloom. 
But sparks* flew when the 
Electricity Bill came up 
for Second Reading. Lord 
Moulton delivered a slash- 
ing attack upon the whole 
principle of the measure, 
declai’ing that it would “ not 
only nationalise the indus- 
try, but bureaucratise it.” 
The Lord Chancellor was 
as much shocked as if he had 
stumbled on a live- wire, and 
hastily moved the adjourn- 
ment of the debate in order 
that he might get up his 
brief for the defence. 

Just before his retire- 
ment from the Air Ministry 
General Seely announced with pride 
that a single aeroplane had averted a 
war on the North-West Frontier, That 
method of peace-making is hardly likely 
to be successful in the future, for, in 
reply to Lieutenant-Commander Ken- 
worthy, Mr, Montagu stated that it 
was the practice to warn the enemy 
whenever a raid was intended. This, 
ostensibly in the interests of women 
and children; but, as Sir John Bees 
intelligently observed, “ How long are 
the combatants likely to wait after the 
warning has been given ? ” 

Much sympathy was evoked by Col- 
onel Ashley’s complaint that a wine- 
merchant was still forbidden to deliver 
his precious goods except for cash down. 
Sir 0. Kinloch-Cooke pointed out the 
inconvenience thus caused to people 
who might wish to give presents to 



CINDERELLA AND HER FAIRY GODMOTHERS. 
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their invalid friends. Judging by the 
cheers with which his remark was re- 
ceived, a number of Members would 
gladly practise this form of benevo- 
lence, even if their charity began at 
home. 

Debate on the Government of India 
Bill was chiefly confined to the experts. 
Fortunately for the Minister in charge 
their criticisms often cancelled one ! 
another. Thus, when Colonel Yate 
moved an amendment designed to get 
rid of the “ diarchy,'* Sir H. Craik 
promptly declared that the amendment 
would itself introduce that mysterious 
constitutional disease in its worst form, i 
Similarly an amendment moved from; 
the Labour benches in favour of hand- 
ing over more powers to popular ad- 
ministration received its most effective 
criticism from Mr. John Ward, who 
pointed out that sanitation had no 
meaning for the Eastern mind, and 
that the passage of the amendment 
would be fatal to decent Labour condi- 
tions in India. 

Thursday, December 4th . — Colonel 
Dalrymple White drew from Mr. 
Harmsworth the important admission 
that the prohibition of pigeon-racing 
between France and England is most 
prejudicial to the training of these 
estimable birds — causing the “ homer ” 
to nod, I suppose. It is this, no doubt, 
and not the delay-action methods of the 
United States Senate, which is causing 
the Dove of Peace to be so long on its 
way. 

Mr. Leotd George ploughed con- 
scientiously through the sixty or seventy 
Questions addressed to him without 
I giving a vast amount of information. 

I We learned, however, that there was a 
' good deal of agitation in the Georgian 
j Eepublic. That this unrest is likely to 
I to extend to other Georgians, not of the 
Caucasus, was apparent when, a few 
; minutes later, the Prime Minister 
informed an astonished House that, 
having regard to the heavy labours of 
the past Session, the Governpaent had 
decided to give Members a substantial 
holiday. Parliament .would therefore 
be prorogued before Christmas, instead 
of being adjourned, and to this end a 
large part of the legislative programme 
would be sacrificed or carried over by 
special resolution into the new Session. 
Among the measures thus to be placed 
in “cold storage" are the Government 
of Ireland Bill and the Anti-Dumping 
Bill. 

According to the Prime Minister’s 
time-table only one day was left un- 
appropriated between now and the end 
of the^ Session. Mr. Devlin promptly 
collared half of it for a^diebate on the 
alleged: sufferings of Chaplain O'Don- 
nell, at the hands of. the military 


authorities. It was a sheer waste 
of time. Mr. Devlin blustered, Mr. 
Churchill was rigidly “ official," and 
the motion was ultimately talked out 
by an Irishman with a Welsh name 



MR. TOWYE JONES BLOCKS THE WAY. 

sitting for an English constituency 
(Mr. Jack Jones). 

Mr. Montagu’s refusal to insert a 
provision for woman’s suffrage in the 
Government of India Bill, on the ground 
that it was a matter for the Indians to 
decide for themselves, gave Lady Astor 
a chance of making her first interposi- 
tion in dpbate. “But," she objected, 
“it is to be decided by Indian men." 
The Minister had, however, the last 
word, and the amendment was defeated. 



THE- NEW DISPENSATION. 
Mr. Montagu expounds the eav^ 


A NORTH-WEST FRONTIER SENTRY. 

“The 200th have asked us out to 
dinner," said Guthbert, just as the 
crack of a rifle told us that Percy the 
Pathan had started his almost nightly 
attempt to extinguish the Mess lamp. 
Percy is a gentleman who leads a 
double life. By .day, his countenance 
shining with friendliness and loyalty, 
he comes into camp to sell goats to the 
Army and profiteers disgracefully over 
the deal. By night he sits on a hiU- 
side, disguised as a lump of rock, and 
does target practice in the direction of 
our Mess tent. 

His cousin, Alfred the Afridi, keeps 
the mules amused at the opposite end 
of the camp by dropping lead from a 
*500 Express into their lines. This 
gives them a legitimate excuse for 
stampeding — a performance which our 
long-eared friends rightly consider the 
finest joke in their extensive rdperfcoire. 

“ Though I am very partial to din- 
ing out," I said, “ and am not a little 
tired of the efforts of our Perce, I 
daren’t do it." 

“ Why daren’t you? " 

“Cuthbert," I said^ “I fear no foe 
in the shape of ‘friendly* tribesmen; 
but we are the only British unit in 
this camp. • Each native unit mounts 
several guards. Each guard posts 
several sentries. And, completely ignor- ' 

ant as I am of our Indian brethreii’s 
customs and language, it ’s as much as 
my life *s worth to stir from our own 
area after dark. I should be shot before 
I ’d gone ten yards." 

Cuthbert, however, was confident 
that he knew the mysteries of a sepoy's 
challenge. 

“The sentry," he explained, “ shouts 
‘ Halt ! * You can give any reply that 
enters your head. ‘ Friend * is a good 
word, but any other will do as well. 
The sentry, unwilling to display his 
total ignorance of the English lan- 
guage, assumes that you are all right, 
and answers, * Pass, frien’, alhswel,* 
using the only English words that he 
knows, and he doesn’t know the mean- 
ing of those." 

“It sounds quite easy," I said, con- 
siderably reassured. 

We therefore licked our paws, wiped 
some of the dust off’ our faces and set 
off towards the 200th. 

All went well and strictly according . 
to Outhbert’s description until we were 
more than half-way home, having spent 
a very pleasant evening. Suddenly a 
man leapt at us from behind a tent. 

“ Hol-tad-van-spass 1" he shouted. 

“ Cuthbert,** I said, as we both 
halted very suddenly, “ the fellow is de- 
manding an impossibility^ What shafi^ 
wc-do?" 




“ Something pretty quickly/’ replied 
Outhbert ; ‘‘ the blighter has come to 
the aim/’ 

“I’ve got it,” I cried; “I’ll halt, 
and you do the advance and pass. It ’s 
the only way we can obey his com- 
mand.” 

“ No,” said Outhbert, ^'you advance. | 
I ’m much better at halting than you.” 

I greatly wished to remind Outhbert i 
that he, not I, was supposed to know | 
all about the Sepoy’s habits, but I; 
realized that this was no place for] 
argument, which could only lead toj 
disaster. I therefore advanced, trem- 
bling with fear. Scarcely a yard for- 1 
ward had I gone when my foot slipped, 
and I lurched almost it seemed on to 
the gleaming point of a bayonet, while 
I could feel that the fellow’s finger was 
tightening on the trigger. 

“ Kamerad ! ” I screamed, throwing 
up my hands. 

“ Pass, frien’, alliswel,” said the 
quiet and unemotional voice of the 
sentry. 

- Outhbert was right ; it ”3 quite easy, 
reaUy. 

A Testimonial Indeed. 

“Even, to-day I enjoy the lasting health 
— ’s Pills secured me in 1803.” ' 

Advt in Irish Paper, 


“SOME VILLAGE HAMPDENS.” 

You can talk tiU you *re green of the 
sights you ’ve seen 

In our Armies new and old, 

You can mention too that the lads in 
blue 

Are worth their weight in gold ; 

But the best-earned bob for a thankless 
job 

Was the one the country paid 

To the raw recruit who said, “ Toot 1 
Toot!” 

To the Sergeant on parade. 

When shot and shell were playing hell 

With the forrard Q.E. gun, 

You might take the view that the gal- 
lant crew 

Were the bravest ’neath the sun ; 

Well, they did their share, but they 
shouldn’t compare, 

When you ’re dealing out the dibs, 

With the brave Jack Tar who went so 
far 

As to tickle the Captain’s ribs. 

Midst showers of crumps and blazing 
dumps 

- The Major’s laugh was gay. 

What iron nerves ! I ’m sure he de- 

The I).S.O.,” you say. 


If you take that line I ’ll tell you mine, 
“ I know he ’s a rare old sport ; 

But he ’s much to learn from the 
Subaltezm 

Who pinched the General’s port.” 

And the brave N.O.’s who stalked our 
foes 

Beneath the waves, no doubt 
Should all appear at the glad New 
Year 

When the Honours* List comes out ; 
But I insist on heading the list 
With the name of the bold A.P. 

Who poured the ash from his calabash 
In the cap of the G.-in-G. ! 


Our Helpful Contemporaries. 

“ A ooUision bet'ween two goods trains oc- 
curred yesterday near Mullingar, Go. Meath. 
The collision was due to one running into the 
other .” — Daily Graphic^ 

“ Of boat departure very from 6.40 to 5.62, 
and connection with the boat leaving Sea- 
combe there would have been anl difficulty 
was last th eOnnskirk Police Court, this morn- 
ing, with and he had to pay his barrister. Bail 
wes.a method can be devised whereeby per- 
sons .” — Provincial Paper, 

The Story, while full of incident, suffers 
from a certain lack of oonsecutiveness, 
and what we should like to know is 
whether they succeeded in bailing out 
the boat. 






A GREAT ANNIVERSARY. 

(With the British Army in France^ 
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Granted that the artistic soul of the turbed the harmony of 10 bis. The 
ARY. cornet of the Palais de Cinema required Sergeant-Major was one night detained 
i’rance.) an outlet, it was not considerate that at the camp, and on his return found 


“An’ this PeS'^v is the illigant flat he should rehearse the slow movement that the Bonnetons, who were t 
• n..cr fl.nartvments." from the incidental music of “ The keepers of the front-door, had bolted 


an’ commojus suite av apartyments. 


said Sergeant-Major Coghlan. “This Bride of ‘the Prairie” at midnight, under the impression that he had re- 


wail ye 11 taKie lor a meaij-baie uvxii 
the cuisine/’ . ' 

“ But it ’s lonely 1 11 be not being 
able to spake the tongue to me neigh- 
bours/’ wailed Mrs. Coghlan. - 


strelsy, discussed the matter, 


per, as he frequently said, was 


“ It 's hot meself that minds music in hot milk on a fire. It boils up, it bub- 
its proper place,” said Coghlan. “But les over, and — it is finished.” Un- 
betwixt Lights Out an’ Bevally is no luckily the Sergeant-Major found it in 


That ’ll make no odds,”, replied the time for bugling, though it be Gabriel the second stage and brusquely closed 


Sergeant - Major. * ‘ Whin * I ’m up ' at himself playing.” 
the camp ye ’ll be busy with yer cookin’ “ It is atrocL 

an’ clanin’, an’ whin I ’m 

home ye ’ll let all yi^i^accu- > || |||| ^^ 

jcmrn in the country Cogh- ■ 

Ian of course had sufficient Q O 

Brench to 'be able to wish Jz' 

his neighbours “ Bong jour ” 

or to pass the time of day jB 

with them as he descended IgM ll ' . 1 

the stairs, but Peggy had to || |m|| | j j||| 

content herself with merely 
exchanging smiles- with 

M’sieur- and Madame Bon- Wti 

neton or with Hippolyte |||l 

Larivi^re, the cornet-player, i 

who, with 'the assistance of 1* ^ 

ohestral embellishments afc ^ 

could feel isolated in a house 

possessing the ahoustic and . — T j 

olfactory properties of 10 The Nobleman (who is having 
bis. When M’sieur and political troubles). “Look i 

Madame Bonneton from the too nabeow.. My wi 

one ol then dilunol die- . “Ho, bo i »ii: 

putes, Peggy could gauge It may be useful to me whe] 

the exact moment when ^ : 


atrocious ! ” 


miv. 




The Nobleman (who is having a secret staircase made in a7itici;pation 
of political troubles), “Look hebe, tablet, you’ve made this 

STAIRWAY too, HARROW. MY WIFE CAHHOT POSSIBLY USE IT.” 

’ Tlye Varlet. “ I am sorry, my lord. — must have made a mistake 

IH MY GALOULATIOHS. SHOULD I WIDEN IT?” 

. The Nobleman. “No, no; make another. I will keep this one. 
It may be useful to me when domestic difficulties arise.” ■ 


the argument by walking upstairs before 
M’sieur it arrived at the third. 

: “ Av coorse,” said he to 

f lJlIIIP"' Peggy, “ I apolygised f ’r dis- 

turbing his hog’s slumbers, 
but he kep’ running up an’ 
^ down th’ scale like a fiddle 
in pain, disthressful to hear. 
Divil a civil word will I have 
for him in future.” 

I 111 Thenceforth the Arctic 
n D Li ^ ^ B regions could give the at- 
rr n nrfCiini ni ii ^osphere of the staircase 

■fililil w”»th ’ ¥he“?SSn“ro! 

H ' 1 - P Hippolyte’s corks was an 
! ffl ■ i* II smell of 

.J; ijlllj p- Peggy’s onions a studied in- ' 
Vli|' Iml domestic dis- 

J9i|)SillKl IH on the ground-floor 

indication of M’sieur’s 
malevolent temper. Peggy 
— in her loneliness sighed for 
amenities and common 
tongue of the old married 
quarters, where “one cud 
have it out wid a body.” 

To add to her annoyance, 
while she was busying her- 
made in anticipation self at the sink the water- 
You’vE MADE THIS gavo a hollow cough 

iiBLY USE IT.” refused to “ march.” 

AVE MADE A MISTAKE Simultaneously the gas flick- 

sviLL KEEP THIS ONE. ©^^^d aud Went out. Such j 
nouLTiEs ARISE.” ■ iucideuts are common in 

— Petiteville, owing to a short- 

). “ Let age of fuel and labour, and the inhabi- 

tants are usually prepared for them. 


’z^ 


the exact moment when^ ; — : » Petiteville, owing to a short- 

M’sieur’s white heat of wrath would Bonneton, quivering with rage. “ Let age of fuel and labour, and the inhabi- 
dissolve into tears of forgiveness and us remonstrate.” . tants are usually prepared for them, 

reconciliation. When Peggy was pre- Unhappily Hippolyte proved very But a fortnight’s constant supply had 
paring a savoury dish of steak and touchy on the subject of his nocturnal lulled them into a false sense of se- 
onions Madame Bonneton’s sensitive melody-making. He could quite under- curity, and this occasion found Madame 
nose told her the precise minute when stand, he said, that M’sieur Bonneton’s Bonneton without a reserve stock of 
it was done to a turn. And when Hip- material mind could not soar above fuel and Peggy’s manage void of candles, 
polyte on the was con- corporeal considerations of cabbagea. -and water. 

strained to recruit exhausted nature and chicory, but he thought that the To Hippolyte a lack of light and fuel 
the drawing of the cork sounded like a gallant representative of the Chasseurs was a trifie, but his consuming woe 
popgun throughout the house. These des Lapins (luckily Coghlan had not was that he had been late on the tabac 
things made for comradeship. To smell sufficient French to understand the queue and had not a cigarette in the 
your neighbour’s dinner is a sure link gibe) ought to appreciate martial music, world. 

of sympathy. He announced his intention, if need be, “ Glory be I ” said Peggy to her hus- 

So all was concord, and amity at of blowing the last breath of his body band on his return, “we have therous- 
10 bis. But after a time the tenants into his beloved cornet at any hour he ing fire, anMf we cud only borry the-, 
of the ground floor and the premier pleased, and the discomfited deputation loan av a candle from thiiii people* , 

began to find cause for complaint withdrew. , - downstairs; ” 

in the habits of their fellow-lodger. Unfortunately another discord dis- “ I *d sooner wander in Shknmman 
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Mother, “What will you do if I say ‘ Gome and kiss me ’ ? ” 

Mother. “ And if I tell you to go and “do something you don’t want to do ? ” 


Little Girl. “TuM an’ tiss you. 
Little Girl. “Tum an’ tiss you. 


darkness all me days than ask them,*' 
said Coghlan fiercely. 

Madame Bonneton met her husband 
with salt tears. 

“ My beautiful ragoM will be ruined," 
she sobbed, “Just ten minutes on a 
fire such as they have upstairs and it 
would be perfection.” 

“ Mo 71 choitf, rather than ask them a 
favour I *d starve in the gutter,” said 
M'sieur heroically. 

The minutes passed. The Sergeant- 
Major puffed his pipe by the fire and 
the scent of it goaded Hippolyte to dis- 
traction. M’sieur Bonneton moved 
restlessly in his chair. He was cold 
and liungry and the casserole contain- ! 
ing the half-cooked ragoM mocked him. 
Suddenly he clapped his hand to his 
forehead. 

petite” he said, “what is the 

date?” 

“ It is the eleventh ^of November,” 
replied Madame. 

“Then it is not the day for neigh- 
bours to be at variance,” said M'sieur 
resolutely. “ We will make our peace 
with them this instant.” 

Ten minutes later the apartment of 
the Coghlans was brilliantly lit by 
candles, and Peggy and Madame were 


bending in consultation over the cas- 
serole rechauffee. 

“ It wants just the laste taste of 
water in the pot to privint it burning,” 
said Peggy. 

“ Malheur&mement, wehaveuone,” re- 
plied Madame. “ But perhaps M’sieur 
Hippolyte ” 

M’sieur Bonneton and the Sergeant- 
Major looked at each other, then. rose 
and walked upstairs. 

“ Ask him to smoke a ’cigarette an’ 
mebbe play a chune wid us by the fire,” 
said Coghlan. “ ’ Twill be lonesome up 
there in the dark. An’ don’t be for- 
getting to ask for the water.” 

Hippolyte was affected to tears. He 
kissed them on both cheeks and waved 
his hand magnanimously in the direc- 
tion of the water-jug. 

“ Take it all,” be said. “ I have no 
use for it. One does not dnnk water” 

Then he picked up a bottle and fol- 
lowed them downstairs, 

“ To drink,” he explained, “ to the 
Armistice.” 


From a Colonial Office Eeport : — 
“Kong Hong, 1918.” 

It is conjectured that the snort of a 
passing motor confused the compositor. 


Favouritism. 

“The Governor won 1st and 2nd prize at the 
pool shoot with a score of 44 and 43 out of a 
possible 40 .” — African Pajper. 

The marker seems to have been a good 
courtier. 

From a Book Catalogue : — 

“Farr (Edward) Select Poultry, chiefly 
Devotional, of the Reign of Queen Fjlizabeth.” 

The religion of Drake, we presume. 

“Centurion Who Saw INUjoiuty of 
THE Sr mill Y MATCItEb.” 

JSceniiig News. 

You should have heard his anecdotes of 
i Julius OissAR. 

“Lecture by Mr. (Organist to the 

University) on The Shakespeahe Songs and 
Thin Sellings from the 16th to the 20fch 
Century.” — t:^cotch Pa^er. 

We have never regarded the Bard in 
the light of a “ best seller.” 

“ Wanted to Purchase by Private Treaty, in 
Cumberland or Westmoreland, large Agricul- 
tural Estate*, with or without Mansion Mouse.” 

Local Paper, 

We always buy our mansions without 
the mansion mouse in these days of 
ration cards. 
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LAW AND LEHERS. 

Effoets to brighten the proceedings 
in our Courts of Justice have been inter- 
mittently made of late years, and we 
note with great satisfaction the new and 
admirable example set by Mr. Justice 
Sheaeman last week. “ At the sitting 
of the Court,” so we read in the Law 
Eeport of The Tories for December 2nd, 

“ His Lordship referred to his comment 
on the petitioner’s habit of saying * one ’ - 
for ‘ 1/ and said that the character in 
Dickens, whom he mentioned on Fri- 
day as having used the word in the 
same way, was Mrs. Prig, when she 
and Mrs. Gamp had tea together.” 

Anything that can draw Law and 
Letters more closely together is cordially 
to be welcomed, and we look forward 
confidently to further developments on 
the lines which, with the exercise of a 
little intelligent anticipation, yve have 
endeavoured to forecast in the following 
report : — 

At the sitting of the Court Mr. Justice 
Starling said that he wished to make a 
personal statement. During the course 
of a case tried before him last week he 
had indulged in an obiter dictum on the 
new planet which had swum into the 
ken of politics. As he put it, they had 
just witnessed the appearance of an 
Astoral body on the Parliamentary 
plane. He regretted to say that the 
phrase had been shockingly mutilated 
in its transference to print. One paper 
had credited him with the inane remark 
that pastoral bodies had appeared on 
the Parliamentary plain. Others had 
passed over the observation altogether, 
an even greater outrage. The com- 
ment, in view of the ever - increasing 
interest in psychics, was topical, legiti- 
mate and opportune. Moreover he 
had to bear in mind the prestige of 
his Court as the home of mirth. This 
prestige was very precious to him. 
There were occasions on which it was 
the duty of a judge to prefer levity to 
law, to be merry as well as wise. If 
Apollo could unbend, why not Bhada- 
manthus? He was well aware that 
the papers would prgbably say “Bhodo- 
dendron,” but let that pass. As long 
as be sat in this Court he would 
never have the gallery cleared for 
laughter at remarks from the Bench. 
To applaud counsel was a very different 
matter and could not be tolerated. 
There was an excellent ptoverb" which 
told- us that one man might steal a 
horse, but another might not look over 
the hedge. Proverbs were the distilled 
wisdom of the ages, and this one em- 
phasized the truth that greatness had 
its privileges as well as its duties. 

In this context he thought it desirable 
to refer to the criticisms of a poem of 


his which had recently been quoted by 
a counsel who appeared before him. 
There seemed to be an extraordinary 
notion afioat that Judges should never 
cultivate the Muse; that there was 
always fallacy in poetry. Prona this in- 
human creed he profoundly dissented. 
A large number of quite rational people 
believed that Shakspbabb was the 
pseudonym of a Lord Chancellor, and 
the belief in poetic justice was wide- 
spread and ineradicable. It would be 
unseemly for him to pass judgment on 
his own poems, but he begged them 
not to accept the piece quoted as his 
supreme achievement in verse. In order 
to enable them to form a truer estimate 
of his .quality he proposed to read them 
several of his lighter efforts. 

The recital, which occupied the re- 
mainder of the sitting, was a great 
success. Two poems were encored, 
and a policeman rendered first aid to a 
prominent Junior who was suddenly 
attacked by convulsive hysterics. Just 
before the hearing was adjourned Mr. 
Justice Starling said that he wished to 
correct a slight mistake he had made 
on the previous day in attributing the 
saying, “ Let us all be happy and live 
within our means, even if we have to 
borrow the money to do it with,” to 
Mrs. Humphry Ward. It should, of 
course, have been Artbmus of that ilk. 


EINSTEINIZBD, 

I HAD been reading Dr. Einstein’s 
article in the moiming paper, and the 
train (as I deduced by an analytical 
mental process), apparently in disproof 
of the theory of perpetual motion, was 
retarding relatively to the platform. 
The station was teeming with moving 
mass points and my mind was alive 
with science as I propelled the door 
outwards. 

Grasping my bag I flew into space. 

Arriving at a fixed point and acceler- 
ating my speed through a system of co- 
ordinates in a high state of motion, I 
followed the deviation of light rays to 
the end of the spectrum, and deposited 
my bag in the place for inert and heavy 
masses. Satisfied with my calcula- 
tions I placed myself in stable rotation, 
when .unfortunately, while theorising, I 
collided with an immovable object. 

He opened up a whole string of new 
theories. 

I gave a warp into space and landed 
on my basal principle. 

I ’ye given up science. 


Bazaar Candour. 

From the programme -of a Sale of 
.Work : — 

. “Stall Holdtirs. 

Mrs, Cake Stale.” 


MR. PUNCH'S PERSONAL COLUMN. 

D arlinoest. — I could write for ever 
of my love for you. But this ex- 
pensive method of declaring it cramps 
my style. — Boysie. 

F lat to let. — One sitting, one bed- 
room, bath-cupboard, etc. Owner 
compelled to go abroad (constant hot 
water). Bent only £35 a year. Pre- 
mium for unexpired portion of lease 
(If together with valuable fixtures, 
doormat, and wall-calendar, 2,000 gs. — 
Ghutneigh, 173a, Tabasco Mansions, 
Turnham Green. 

D emobilised staff - officer, late 
Brig.-General, mentioned in des- 
patches (Home front), desires position 
as director of large industrial enter- 
prise. Singular organising ability, ex- 
tensive telephone experience, fluent 
language. Or would accept post as 
cinema-attendant. — Tabs, Box P. 471. 

Y oung gentleman, full of bounce and 
bonhomie, wants JOB. Go anywhere, 
do anybody. — Swingett, Wapping. 

I F THE LADY in exiguous pink who sat 
in the third-row stalls at the per- 
formance of Sack the Lot ! on Friday 
last will communicate with the B.A.F. 
Officer who occupied the adjoining seat, 
she will be able to solve the mystery of 
some of the jokes which apparently 
escaped her. — Bean, Box T. 389. 

W ILL THE absent-minded GENTLEMAN 
who appropriated a bishop’s hat 
during .the Th6 Dansant at the Athen- 
aeum Club on Wednesday kindly return 
it to the Hall Porter? He will then 
receive in exchange his own Homburg, 
which is much too small for its present 
wearer. 

S pinster (through no fault of her 
own), in sadly attenuated circum- 
stances, would like to winter on the 
Biviera or in Egypt. Fond of motoring. 
Will some wealthy person take com- 
passion ? Principals only (no solicitors) 
write to Trustful, c/o Billing’s, Baron’s 
Bush, 

P OPSY. — I love you, I worship you. 

Meet me to-day as usual at the 
Strand Pandemonium for tea. Their 
syncopated Eclairs and chocolate or- 
chestra are the last words in ravish- 
ment. — Wopsy; 


“Mr. Hogge (L, Edinburgh, East) asked 
the Leader of the House whether he was aware 
that on the last occasion on which Scottish 
business was being discussed the proceedings 
were interrupted for a liver pageant.” 

Daily Payer, 

We are not personally acquainted with 
this form of entertainment, but it sounds 
like an orgy of haggis. 
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OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

{By Mr. Bunch's Staff of Learned Clerics.) 

They told us the German spy in fiction had perished, 
worked to death ; and I, who have a depraved taste in such 
matters, dropped him a tear of gratitude and farewell. And 
now here is Miss Elizabeth Eobins bringing out a new 
novel, The Messenger (Hoddee and Stouohton), with no 
fewer than three of them in the first chapter. An odd, con- 
tradictory and perplexing novel it is too ; in places very well 
written, containing several excellent little sketches of 
character and one admirable full-length portrait (all as 
one might expect from an artist like Miss Eobins), but 
wasted on a plot of such nightmare melodrama that I kept 
on thinking to myself, It surely must be a parody ! Of 
course the spies were to blame. Never did you picture such 
a crew. Led by a super-intriguer, one Greta von Schtoarzen- 
berg^ governess in surely the most unsuspicious family ever 
imagined, the things they did in the way of secret writing, 
gold-hoarding, craft, cunning and concealment, simply stag- 
ger belief — mine, anyhow. First, the family — a Cabinet 
Minister’s (shame !) — are found living on the Scotch coast; 
and when, on a boating expedition, they propose to land 
on the island where her assistants have just established a 
“ secret ” wireless, over goes Greta into the sea in a faked 
accident to prevent the landing. I mention this to show 
you the kind of worker she was — having no space to teH 
how the police raided her room (by this time the obliging 
family had moved to the Bast Coast) or any of her sub- 
sequent adventures, which include ah interview at the White 
House. Eeally, but for a touch of grimness in ttie end 


and the study, mentioned above, of JtdiaUi the pacifist, 
it would remain impossible not to believe that the author of 
The Magnetic North was writing this nonsense with her 
tongue in her cheek , . . As it is I give up. 


It may more than once have chanced to you, in the midst 
of the rough-and-tumble of a “ George A. Birmingham ” 
farce, to have marked the revelation of some specially 
shrewd insight into Irish affairs. Therefore it is hardly 
astonishing that the author should now have chosen to 
collect his inside knowledge into a book, not of fiction but 
of facts. An Irishma^i looks at his World (Hodder and 
Stoughton) is information undiluted, save with a dash of 
wit ; to read it is, especially for the Saxon, to gain a mass 
of first-hand information in an admirably palatable form. 
The new parties in Irish political life, Eengion, Culture, 
Education — these are some of the themes to which the 
reverend author brings the result of his experience. There 
are alsp others, notably a clever study of *'the middle 
classes” in town and country, involving a comparison 
of social conditions in Dublin and Belfast, and a reasoned 
investigation of -the causes leading to the decay of the 
Irish country town. Illustration of this is in the frankly 
borrowed tale of the South of Ireland man who set up as a 
fishmonger, but went out of business at once because people 
would keep bothering him for fish I Quite frankly, Canon 
Hannay is concerned with causes rather than cures. The 
reading of his book will hardly make you feel less suicidal 
in a small Irish country town on a wet day, but it will at 
least provide information as to the conditions precedent to 
your unfortunate state- Which is always something. 
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The Scent Shop (Hutchinson) is one of those rare Major E. ‘W. C, Sandbs is not: only an engineer capable 
achievements which will undoubtedly appeal as much to of bridging and unbridging the Tigris with a string of boats 
the taste of the casual novel-reader as it does to the judg- seven times in the space of thirteen days, and a musician 
ment of tbe professional critic. Miss Peggy Webling, a able to reconstruct The Geisha for the benefit of fellow- 
delightfully accurate and acute observer of modern hu- captives in a Turkish prison, but he is also by way of being 
manity, has the gift of attracting and pleasing ; I even ask an author. His book, In Kut and Captivity with the Sixth 
myself whether her occasional side-slips in grammar and Indian Division (Murray), moving as it does with the mea- 
syntax were not put in on purpose, to satisfy the critic’s sured precision of machinery, is sometimes more business- 
morbid craving for something to criticise. For the rest like than entertaining; but you may call this an ad vantage for 
the idea, the plot, the incidentals, the characters and the so serious a subject. Here we have the whole of the Meso- 
mise-en-scene were all to my liking and revealed the expert potamian campaign set forth like a blue-book, maps, dia- 
novelist. The idea, the art of perfume-making for the art’s grams, appendices and all, up to the unhappy point where 
own sake, was so subtly developed as to be quite fragrant General Townshend and his army of ever-glorious renown 
itself. The plot, the awakening of love between the per- became the ** precious and honoured guests of the Ottoman 
fume-maker and his young wife, left me as love-sick as was Government.” Enver Pasha, not Major Sandes, is re- 
Artlinr Lackland, the aspiring third party who suffered in sponsible for tbe above expression, to the justice of which 
the process. Of the many and divers, incidentals I liked our officers, in view of such tokens of affection as filthy 
most the romance of Flash of Badium,'' aristocrat of quarters and starvation rations, do not fully subscribe, 
the acrobatic world, and Maidie Gtmningham, whose real Yet that they found something to laugh at through siege 
surname was Hopkins, and of whose real affections the and imprisonment one would expect. One of them dis- 


well-born B.F.C. officer 
had little need and less 
control. The excellence of 
the niise-en-scbne consists 
above all in its happy and ^ 
varied contrasts ; it is in- ® 
deed marvellous that the ^ 
author should be able to ® 
move so easily between ^ 
Mayfair and ’Ammer- ^ 
smith, the wild conn try and ^ 
the very modern Country 
House, conveying tbe true ^ 
atmosphere of each and 
never getting the one j 
mixed up with the other, f 
Of the characters I am 
glad to be able to confirm 
the publisher’s view that 
“ all are entertaining,” and ^ 

to add a note of my own 
that the ensemhle is really 
delightful. 




—Jr 


a I '•* 






stating 


Hullo, Parker, what are you doing there ? ” 

‘‘Just filling up some of them holes, Sir, where the rats get 
INTO the HOUSH.” 

<*But, good heavens, man, that’s one of the holes where they 
get outI” 


covered himself officially 
■ ^ described by the Turks as 
I J. John, the son of John, of 
London ; while another 
Lu became Henry Curse it 
Hants (the answer to this 
\ conundrum is on page 
^ 288) ; but even amongst I 
the officers a very little fun 
V had to go a very long way. 

, H The treatment of the rank 
Vj and file was abominable 
/q beyond any jest, beyond 
% any words — it was merely 
^ unspeakable, like theTurk. 
y The author has gone to 
endless trouble to collate 
the experiences of the vari- 
ous scattered groups, and 
his workmanlike record is 
of real value. 


I have a strong sus- 
picion that The Theatre 
Queue (Sampson Low) is a 


anogne (Methuen) failed to fascinate me it is only fair book with a purpose, but either Mr. Arthur F. Wallis 
to add that I take no interest in the horse, except as a has not made that purpose clear or I have failed to see 
highly unspecialised and now happily defunct medium of it. I suspect, from the title and from the fact that the 
locomotion. In Dorothea Conyers’ latest story, on book begins and ends with a queue, that the one at the 
the ocher hand, all the characters eat, sleep, live and have theatre door has for him some cryptic symbolism, but as I 
T^. I i about horses. It is, in a word, one can’t find out what it is I must regard his story as a story 

ot those Irish hunting stories. But I can fairly claim that only, not a fiction-coated evangel of social peace. The first 
It IS not prejudice on my part that causes me to withhold chapters left me hopeful; the last a little confused. The 
my acclamation. I have read many Irish hunting stories heroine seems to score heavily by marrying the villain at a 
that aroused me to more than ordinary mirth or gripped registry-office and then remaining mute when he takes no 
my unspoilt irnagmation. However, to be wholly fair to further notice of her, and in a week or two marries the hero’s 
the Mthoress ot Tzranogue, I made my Irish landlady read sister in a church. Mr. Wallis has failed to make it plain, 
It. bhe comes trom the short grass country and can pilot at least to me, that it wouldn’t have been more sensible to 
a hayburner with the best of them. Her verdict coincided have insisted on announcing her marriage and ceasing to 
wi h mine. 1 here pe too many people in Tiranogue all live on the hero’s bounty; but I am quite sure ths^t Buth 
doing something different at the same time, and you can’t meant well, and so does Mr. Wallis, and he at least should 
I remember who is in love with whom or which is the succeed in doing well — by-and-bv, 
expectant heir to what estate. As for the persons to whom - — 

all the horses belong it would take a TattersaU to distin- “Sir, — retired from the Civil Service in March, 1815, at the. 
guish them. Possibly the hunting fraternity like these with £77 is. pension. But because I had not been 

little problems and find that they act as a sort of intAl bonus I cannot claim the extra allowance given to 

lectual stimulus between breakfast md bridge So I recom- ^ ?— Post Oitoce Pensiokbb.”. 

Perhaps not; but having drawn something ovils, WO in 


pension he has not done so badly. 
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r^i 4 A»i\/ADfA bas been disconnected since February purposes of identification in tha event 

CHARlVARIA. last. Telephone subscribers are wonder- of any attempt to run away after being 

The Advisory Committee on London ing who told him. knocked down. 

traffic has recommended the introduc- 

tion of non-stop omnibuses. Passen- The close season for carol singers is The police are advertising for a 
gers who attempt to join the ’bus 'svhile now over and several coveys have been man who continually uses the phrase, 
in motion should take ofi from the pave- seen in the suburbs this past week. Don’t forget it.” It is thought that 

ment at least three ’buses in front of he may be trying to pass him self offi as 

the one on which they desire to travel. “ Are w^e madder when the moon an umbrella. ... ^ 

^ shines ? ” apks The Daily Express. A . '‘‘ 

The publicity given to the psychic bright moonlight shining on premises The Daily Mail is not satisfied with 
aspect of the Beckett-Caepentier fight where they are operating is said to the Premier’s Manchester speech, and 

1 a -d*.. i n/r -r- ^ • _ - tj i < 


i^^ already having its effect, A Ber- make burglars foam at the mouth. Mr. Lloyd George is said to be trying 
mondsey bricklayer has been arrested to think of another, 

for willing a policeman’s, helmet off. “ How to take care of your Teeth ” 

, was recently the subject of a Bristol A copy,^ of “Bradshavr’s ^Railway 

“ Seventy-two million pounds’ worth Rotary Club lecture. We see nothing Guide ’’for "the year* 1848 has been added 
of , whisky,” says a New York message, wrong with the old-fashioned idea of to the Guildhall Library. Ibis feared^ 
“is awaiting the judgment of the havingyour name and address engraved however, that it will be of litfele use, 


A copy of “ Bradshavr’s ^ Railway 


Supreme Court of the United States.” j on them. 

After tasting samples ' 

of American whisky re- 

ceived on this side we 

conclude that the judg- 

ment of the Supreme i[ > 

Court is bound to be 
unfavourable. !!t 


/ A ^ -j. r *» y ■ 

Ijf 


The Admiralty has 
agreed to the ]provision 
of arm-chairs for the 
lower deck. It is strong- 
ly felt that the higher 
criticism of our naval 
strategy should not be 
left entirely in civilian 
hands.; - 







The honour of pro- 
ducing the nation’s pre- 
mier beast,” says The _ 

Daay Mail’s Agricul- 

tural Correspondent, 

“falls to Scotland.” We had rather 






as nearly all the South Coast tra-ins ad- 
vertised therein have 
already reached their 
destination. 


A certain bargee, who 
recently inherited a 
sum of eighty thousand 
pounds, has decided to 
retire and settle down 
in the country. The 
report that Lord Pisebr 
has made him a tempt- 
ing offer fox the sole 
rights of his vocabulary 
still lacks confirmation. 


A great sensation has 



recently been caused in 
boxing circles by the 
report that Mr. 0. B. 
TROUBLES OP AN actoe-managbr. Cochean has sacoeeded 

The Ghost in mamlet bepuses to cohe oh uheer ahotheb fwe shill- • 
iNGs A -K-EEK. in ariaaging a. matcn 

between, two pugilists 

A British entomologist claims to have 1 who both openly declare that the other 


gathered from our contemporary that discovered where the tortoiseshell but- is the better man. 


it had fallen to Wales. terfiy conceals itself during the winter. 

. But what we want to know is where onr Bucks County Council has voted to 

The Constitutional Club, we are told, bricklayers are hibernating. supply the Honorary Supervisor of Rat- 

will be surrendered by the Government catching ■with a motor -cycle. “It’s 

on December 22nd. The Constitution .In order to save time at tribunals all simply a question of stopping fcheir 
itself, it is thought, will not be restored profiteers, when summoned to appear, earths,” an official informed oar repre- 
as long as the Coalition Government will be asked to bring with them a sentative. “ Once we get ’em on the fiat 
retains its present popularity. shiUingsworth of coppers. they simply haven’t a chance.’* 

^ d. *•* — 

The Naturalist who heard a plumber A writer in The Globe suggests that Two baby brown bears are expected 
piping in Surrey last week now declares eggs should be marked with the country to arrive at the Zoo in t he near future, 
that he has since heard the liquid jug of of origin. It would also be a good The keepei*, we understand, has decided 
•a family of paper-hangers in a char-§b- thing if the year of birth was included to call them Lenin and Trotsky, and ! 


will be surrendered by the Government 
on December 22nd. The Constitution 


banc on Hampstead Heath. in the superscription. hopes to get Mr. Tom Ma. 2 ^n to come 

^ and play with them. 

Reasonable care, we are told," is aU A London doctor expresses the opin- ^ 
that is necessary with a wooden house, ion that germs form on the skin of Sixty-five thousand yards of surplus 
At the same time it is most annoying : bananas. People should be careful to army flannel were stolen, from lorries in 
to come downstairs in the morning and flick off these parasites before slipping the Bethnal Green Road last -week, 
find that the maid has lit the fire with up on the skins. ^ We understand that the Disposal Board 

the first floor, ^ * * ha^ issued a notice that, owing to re- 


hopes to get Mr. Tom Ma.2^n to come 
and play with them. 


Sixty-five thousand yards of surplus 


We understand that the Disposal Board 
bas issued a notice that, owing to re- 


' -I" Motorists, it seems, are hoping that ductions in staff, these stores cannot in 

A Surrey merchant writes to a con- it will soon be compulsory for pedes- future be stolen in quantities of less 
temporary to say that his telephone trians to carry number-plates for the than one hundred thousand yards. 
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WISDOM OF A WINER PROPHET. 

[The idea seems to be that, if the miners can “ convert ” public 
opinion by argument, they are willing to dispense with “ direct 
action but, if tliey can’t, Mr. Smillie claims the right to apply 
“ constitutional ” compulsion.] 

Behold how noble is the mind of ]\lanl 
And oh, how well to exercise that feature, 

Which, by Creation's nicely-ordered plan, 
Hall-inarhs him as a reasonable creature, 

So different from the beast. 

Who cannot argue in the very least, 

Force is the only weapon of the brute, 

Being devoid of god-like understanding ; 

But we can biff the enemy in dispute 

Simply by sweet persuasive propaganding ; 

Can get his views reversed 
Without the need to push his face in first. 

My brethren, let us then in this affair 
Of nationalising' coal avoid coercion; 

Go for his reason rather than his hair. 

With arguments inviting his conversion, 

Which anyone may read who 
Euns and be brought to think the same as we do. 

Let us explain, in case his heart is hard, 

, That force of numbers gives him no authority; 
Tliat thinking men refuse to pay regard 
To verdicts given by a mere majority; 

Such clainis are not allowed 
(Except when Labour’s got the largest crowd). 

But, if .we fail — if still his stupid head 

Declines to have the sacred Truth inserted, ■ 

We T1 freeze his hearth, well stop his children’s bread, 
We ’ll turn the thumb-screw till he gets converted, 
And, paralysed with terror 
Of constitutional methods, owns his error. '0. S. 


A DESERT ISLAND ROMANCE. 

I NEVER had the least idea that Garrod had taken to 
literature. I had always regarded him, as a most respectable 
man. 

When he called . to see me I guessed that it was in 
connection with the vacant Chairmanship of the Greens 
Committee. It may seem an unpardonable ambition on 
my part, but worse men have been Chairmen of Greens 
Committees, and I flatter myself that 1 have a unique idea 
for altering the bunkers at the ninth hole.. 

Old man,'’ he said as he sat down, “ I want you to 
promise to oHige me in a little matter.”. . 

Certainly, certainly,” I said. “Always glad to do any- 
thing in my power for you.” 

I thought this was rather artful. After pledging myself 
thus even my natural modesty could not compel me to 
withdraw my “name from nomination. 

“ Well, I have been writing a little thing and I should 
like your impartial opinion upon it.” 

Garrod is in the tinned-fruit business. I suppose that 
he would regard it as an impertinence on- my part if I con- 
sulted him concernmg any scheme I might have for cornering 
tinned pine-apples. 

“ It ’s not a play, Garrod ? ” I asked faintly. 

*"0h,no, not a.play.” 

I gapped with relief. At any rate Garrod belonged to 
the small minority of .righteous men who have not written 
plays*. ' . • • ^ 

“ Inat ^ little story,”; explained Garrod. I flatter myself 


it ’s original. A fine fellow — army officer gone to the dogs— 
wild rather than wicked— is working his way home as a 
stoker on a steamer. He gets into conversation with a 
charming girl who is a first-class passenger.” 

“ Yes,” I assented, I knew that stoker. If I had any 
idea that the world of fiction corresponded with the world | 
of fact I should ship as a stoker to-morrow to get my fill | 
of conversation with charming first-class passengers. 

I “ Well, the ship is wrecked. My hero swims ashore and 
finds on the beach the unconscious body of the girl. It is i 
a desert island, you understand.” 

' “ I understand,” I said. Of course I understood. I have 

always said that the Colonial Office ought to see that all 
desert islands are provided with chaperons, 
j “ They fall passionately in love. When finally they are 
I rescued they hear, on board the ship, that the* hero’s uncle 
: is dead and that he succeeds to the baronetcy and ©states.” 
i ‘"Ah,” I said, without committing myself more de- 
finitely. 

How does the plot strike you ? ” 

“Quaint and original,” I said boldly. It was here that 
my recording angel swooned. 

“ Do you think I could make anything out of it ?” 

“One cannot promise success, Garrod, for British editors 
have a certain distrust of markedly original plots. But 
try by all means. Only there is not much to be made out 
of literature. Hasn’t it struck you as remarkable that no 
literary man has been charged with profiteering? The 
only stain on our caste was when a famous writer was 
prosecuted for hoarding sugar. You may be successful, 
Garrod, but you’d do far better if you stuck to the tinned- 
fruit business.” 

I smiled sadly when he left me. What hope was there 
for that veteran story ? There ought to be a society for the 
prevention of cruelty to aged and decrepit plots. 

I met Garrod a month later and he gripped me by the 
hand. * 

“ It ’s come off,” he cried. “ The editor -of The West Ken- 
sington Magazine jumped at it. He 's eager for a series on 
similar lines. Suits the public. All men want bo be on 
desert islands with pretty girls, and all women want to be 
on desert islands with nice men. Now you ’ro in the busi- 
ness.* Could you give me a hint how the same idea could 
be worked out in slightly varying forms ? ” 

' “ It ’s easy,” I said. “ Let a charming girl, who has 
wasted a fortune in frivolity rather than vice, be working 
her way home disguised as a stoker. She gets into con- 
versation with a first-class pa&senger — artist, I should make 
him. Wreck ! Everybody drowned save stoker and artist. 
Desert island. W'hen rescued they hear that the she-stoker 
has become immensely wealthy through the death of an 
aunt,” 

“ I see,' I see. Excellent. * If I make a volume of these 
short stories I shall certainly dedicate it to you. You 
haven’t another idea ? • 

“You may have heard of a book called Bohinson Gmsoe. 
Bring it up to date. Make him Sir Eobinson Crusoe, One 
day on his desert island he sees the print of a high heel 
in the sand. Leave out Man Friday, Chaperons spoil the 
effect.” 

“ Splendid 1 ” said Garrod. “ Thanks awfully, old man.” 

Mark my words — two years from now Garrod will be a 
best-seller. I don’t grudge him that, but he has just been 
"elected Chairman of our Greens Committee. 


“ OOBBESPONDENCE. 

Prosperous Italy (Lord Crawford and Lord Balcarres).” — Times. 
When these two noblemeh do agree th^ir unanimity is. 
wonderful, - ' 




THE “SMILE ON THE EAGE OF THE TIGER.” 

OiMmiiEK (10 “I aOPpOSE TOir DM1 HAVE' MDOH DIITEICDLTr WITH 

THE WELSH LIGHT-WEIGHT OVEE THERE 2” 
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Wife {by way of co7icluding altercation). *‘Oome ois, Bilt,, ’E's beneath yer, even ip 'e ’as got a middle-class ’at on.” 


HENRIETTE. 

(With the British Army in France.) 

Since aa army of wives invaded 
Northern [France, bent on reclaiming 
their respective husbands to the paths 
of peaceful domesticity, the daily mili- 
tary round is invested with a suburban 
setting. Wives pat our ties on the 
doorstep, straighten out the kinks in 
our Sam Brownes, and so far forget 
our martial dignity as to suggest, 
** Hadn't you better take your umbrella, 
dear ? " The final suburban touch has 
been supplied by the revival of the 
servant -girl question, consequent on 
representations that a daily diet of 
warmed-up Maconochie and bully-beef 
rissole, as prepared by Jock and Bob, 
the batmen, errs on the side of monotony. 
It was useless to point out that the War 
had been won on this diet. 

“ There is no point in prolonging the 
horrors of war/' said Margaret ; 
^‘besides, Jock is failing. He served up 
some very inferior cigarette ash with 
the potatoes yesterday." 

^ “And, because ! suggested an occa- 
r-eional sweet. Bob has threatened to 
make a pudding, - He says he used to 
make lovely jam roley-poley in old shell- 


cases," said Dorothy. “We must have 
a honne at once." 

Hence the coming of Henriette. We 
found her on our return from parade — 
or should one say, from the office? — in 
complete possession of the dining-room. 
Being satisfied with our appearance she 
immediately engaged us and had pre- 
parations for dinner well advanced be- 
fore we had time to realize that we ha*d 
sacrificed our liberty and independence 
for a mess of potage and three other 
courses. 

Without doubt Henriette was effi- 
cient. Her cooking was excellent and 
her economical management had a 
visible effect on our friendly relations 
with Messrs. Cox, But efficiency is a 
terribly ruthless machine. 

“Ton wumman," said Jock a few 
days after Henriette’s arrival, “ has the 
flinty heart of a Quarter-maister an’ 
the accusing een of a Provost-Sergeant. 
Her ideas o’ cleanliness spell death tae 
comfort. Let’s gang whaur we can 
smoke a fag wi’out her glowering the 
whiles tae see a speck of ash doesna 
licht on the floor." 

“I can’t go nowheres," said Bob 
gloomily, “ till I ’ve cleaned the knives," 

“ Wha ’s tae stop ye ? " 


“ She I " said Bob, jerking a thumb. 
“ She stopped my supper last night for 
just stepping out." 

This was the commencement of a 
domestic discipline beside which that of 
the army was lax and easy. It reached 
its culminating point of severity when 
one morning Bob brought the Army 
rations which are the solid foundation 
of our diet. Henriette frowned dis- 
approvingly at the joint and indulged 
in vehement and critical remarks at 
considerable length. 

“ What ’ave I done now ? ’’ said Bob 
helplessly. 

“ Ye ken fine," said Jock; “ she ordered 
mutton an’ ye ’ve brocht beef again." 

^ “ Does she think the H. A.S.C! is a 
kind o’ family stores ? " said Bob. “ A 
lot o’ choice they gives you." 

“Weel, ye’ve tae tak’ it back an’ 
change it." 

“ What ’opes ? " replied Bob defiantly 
but with a sinking feeling in his heart. 

“ If ye don’t," continued Jock deliber- 
ately, “ she ’ll be takking it back hersel’, 
an’ dock ye yer dinner forby." 

Bob considered the question for a 
minute. 

* “All right, let her," he said at 
length ; “ ’Enriette ’s ’ot enough, but 
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scrapping with the E.A.S.C, is just 
suicide.” 

Hehriette listened grimly to the dis- 
cussion. Apparently she understood 
Bob’s mutinous refusal and decided on 
prompt measures. Picking up the joint 
she flung herself through the door and 
strode ofl in the direction of the Supply 
D6p6t. 

What happened there was subse- 
quently related by Jock. 

. It wasna in my mind, Sir,” said he, 

** tae get mixit in international com- 
pleec’ations, but I thocht it wad be an 
eddication to see the B.A.S.G. reso- 
,lutely tackled, so I steppit oot an’ volun- 
^teered tae gang wi’ her. Losh, it wis 
ine 1 There wis a bit o* a corp’ril in 
the stores, an' when he clapped een on 
me an’ Hehriette wi’ the joint he just 
'doubled up fit tae dee for laughing. 

*‘fIlow, M’am,’ says he tae her, 
‘what’s your pleasure to-day?, We 
can’t recommend our biscuits, but the 
plum-and-apple is fine.’ 

' “ She juist withered him wi’ a luik 
an’ teirt him things in French that 
wad hae made his bluid rin cauld gin 
he could hae unnerstood them. - 

“ ‘ What 's it all aboot ? ' he asks 
wi’ a mazed luik. « ■ 

“ ‘ The leddy ’s no’ satisfied wi’ the 
ration beef,’ says I, * ‘Ye 'd best change 
it for a nice piece o’ mutton an’ let her 
gang. Ye canna afford tae offend cus- 
tomers at tbic stage o’ the War.’ 

“ * Ye ’ll tak what we gie ye an’ be 
thankful^’ says he, perking up. : 

*“ Weel,’ says I, ‘I’ve tell’t ye for 
yer ain guid. • I ken the leddy,' says 
I, ‘ and I ken her possibe^ities when 
she 's roused. The consequences be on 
yer ain heid.’ 

“ He lookit a bit scared at this, an’ 
he lookit mair scared when Henriette 
thumpit the beef on the table, took 
him by the neck and shook him whiles 
the teeth rattled in his heid. Just then 
wha should walk in but the big fat 
Staff-Sergeant — mebbeye ken him. Sir? 
He 's reputed to be a d@ur man, but I 'm 
thenking he 's lost confidence in him- 
sel’ the noo.' 

“‘What’s the trouble, Corp’ril?’ 
says he sharply. . 

“ ‘ It 's a complaint aboot the rations,’ 
says the Corp’ril, shaking. ‘ Private 
McBean wants mutton.’ 

“ ‘ Well, we ’aven’t got mutton,’ 
wheezes the Staff - Sergeant, ‘an’ ’e 
wouldn’t ’ave it if we 'ad. I 've a mind 
to put you under arrest for bringing I 
civilians in ’ere,’ says he to me. 

. “ ‘ I ’ve no’ brocht ’er,’ says I. ‘ The 
leddy brocht me. Ye can pit her unner 
arrest an* welcome ; but I ’m thenking 
it^wad be easier an’ safer tae gie her the 
mutton.’ ^ ^ 

“Weel, Sir, it tuik Henriette the 
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REACTION. 

Late lAfe-Quardsman. “^Iiss Pabkinson, PoM-ros£s!” 


maist part o’ fufteen meenutes tae 
break him — I telt ye he wis a dour man 
— but she stampeded an’ rampaged him 
doon at last. But thepeetiful thing aboot 
it wis that he really had no .mutton, 
an’ so he made her unnerstand. 

says Henriette coldly, 
est M'shur le CommaTidant ? ’ 

“ Then I kem awa’, Sir, an’ I dinna 
rightly ken hoo she handled the Supply 
Officer. I thocht it too resky for me 
tae be mixit in argiments wi’ officers ; 
and I heard later on be wis indenting 
for barbed wire an’ machine guns. Any- 
how, by - and - by Henriette appeared, 
perky as ye please., an’ — it ’s mutton for 
dinioer the nicht, Sir. Bob is no’ hae- 
ing ony,’ he add^ as an afterthought.” | 
“But,”. I asked, “if the B.A.S.C. 
had no mutton, how did Henriette 
get it?” , * ' . . * ' . - 

/‘I’ll no’ be saying for certain,” 


answered Jock cautiously, “ but whiles 
Henriette wis argyfying wi’ the Supply 
Officer I saw the wee Corp’ril tearing 
awa’ tae the houchcxie in the village 
like mad.” 

^ :!: si: 

We ate our mutton that evening 
like ^ conspirators. Margaret, who has 
not yet acquired the army habit of 
accepting all benefits thankfully and , 
in silence, was the first to speak, “ I 
hope,” said she, “ for his own sake that ' 
the dear Supply Officer gets demobil- . 
ised before Henriette sets her mind on 
game and poultry.” ' ! 

“ IlEi December Dempsey K.O. [knocked out] 

I Carl Morris in oiae round on July 4, 1919.“ 
Sunday Sportsman. 

The spectators of this one-round contest 
cannot complain that they did not have 
value for their money. 



GEAVE NATIONAL SITUATION. 

IirousTRiAr* Peace CoiramuES ! 

No Sign o.f Break. 

Duke op Southclippe’s Message to Nation. 

[From “ T7ie Daily Sale*^ of A^ril Ist, 1930,'] 
There is no sign of a break in the 
stagnant -period of industrial peace and 
prosperity tiiat is sapping the very 
vitals oi the nation and causing justified 
alarm everywhere outside the charmed 
circle of the sleeping beauties ”.of the 
Oabinet.and those who benefit by their 
inertia. It is now ten years since the 
vitalising influence of a strike exercised 
its galvanic . efiect upon the nation. 
Britain is sunk in the slough of con- 
tent. A^id tJie Government,, mho me 
directly resporpeible for this state. of 
affairs, me d^ing nothing to rermdyit^! 

In another column we print "in 
leaded type the vital message deUveised 
to thehation by the Luke of SouthcUffe. 
One notable sentence is reproduced, on 
our front page to-day, Messrs. Sellit 
and Sellit, the proprietors of ^‘Kill- 
urn” (the new vermin-destroyer - and 
furniture-polmh), -having patriotically 
consented to the suspension of their 
full -page announcement — for which 
they have paid the record sum of one 


hundred pounds an inch— in order that 
we may do our part in awakening the 
nation to the peril in which a Govern- 
ment, unable to see beyond mere peace - 
and progress, have involved it. The 
Duke of Southcliffe*s warning will in 
consequence to-day be in the hands of 
the ten million intelligent daily pur- 
chasers of The Daily Sale, It is, as 
he says, a natural fact that ” only by 
conflict is real progress made. Pros- 
perity spells lethargy. We must have 
strife.’* Unfortunately, and as usual, 
the Government, instead of leading the 
nation, waits for its hand to be forced 
by public opinion. Public opinion 
, must operate. Lethargy must be de- 
stroyed and healthy strife resumed. 

It is to-day a fact that, as one hun- 
dred-and-fifty special correspondents, 
whose experiences are summarised on 
page 30, unanimously state, the old- 
vigorous class warfare, that did so much ; 
to make us great, is in extremis {Le, in 
danger of dying out). This must not 
be.' - As we have led before in times of 
great national emergency, so we intend 
to lead again, and the future will show 
that we are entirely right. Such inci- 
dents as the burning of The Daily Sale 
by tho' Trade Union Congress leave us 


unmoved. They merely serve to empha- 
sise how far this once virile “Parlia- 
ment of Labour” has fallen from its 
originally high and useful estate. Its 
present anaemia makes it, in the words 
of Mr. Grinlie, its President, “ content 
with things as they are.’^ Was ever a 
more dangerous gospel preached by 
any responsible Labour leader ? Britain 
needs industrial strife. Too long has 
an effete Administration allowed the 
nation to wander in the lotus-land of 
undisturbed prosperity. In no other 
country does such an unnatural con- 
dition of affairs prevail. It will not do 
for us. It must go, and the Govern- 
ment must go with it. 

{Photographs on hach page,) 


CALLE5IG NAMES. 

[“Why should employers call workers by 
their names without the use of the customary 
ceremonial prefixes, while they would resent 
being addressed in that manner themselves by 
the workpeople?*’— Mr. Sidney Wehh] 

Already the workers call their em- 
ployers all kinds of names which they 
would resent being applied to them- 
selves, and perhaps the balance is kept 
with more exactness than Mr. Sidney 
Webb will admit. The particular point 
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he rarises, however, will no doubt be 
adfusted all in good time by the Trades 
Unions. 

We understand that in Mr. Sidney 
Webb’s household, when the maid an- 
nounces “Dinner is served, Sir,” the 
reply given is “ Thank you, Miss Wil- 
son,” And those who have been privi- 
leged to observe the great social re- 
former at luncheon in his favourite 
restaurant cannot have failed to notice 
that when Mr, Sidney Webb asks the 
waiter, “ Well, how are you this morn- 
ing, Arthur?” the man replies, “Very 
well, Sid, and how ’s yourself ? ” 

Lately, during his Christmas shop- 
ping, while seeking a gift for his friend, 
Mr. Thomas, he entered a hosiery shop j 
and approached a young lady who was 
standing behind the counter. “ What 
can I show you, Sir ? ” she asked. “ A 
red silk necktie, if you please, Madam,” 
was the courteous reply, which unfor-, 
tunately she construed into a studied 
affront. 

It will indeed be a memorable day 
in the history of social reform when 
his lordship in Carlton House Terrace 
rings the bell and says, “ Oblige mo by 


bringing my spectacles from the library 
table, will vou ? ” and the footman re- 
plies, “ Eigllt-O, CURZON.” 

CREATma. ■ 

I HAD decided, after much forethought, 
to purchase a new suit, and by a curious 
coincidence a worn an- friend — it might 
be my wife — ^bad asked me to buy her 
a ladies* fashion paper. I read this 
paper in the bus on the way to “my 
tailor’s. 

The head cutter greeted me with a 
genial smile and started showing me 
patterns. 

Then it took me! 

“ Those shades are too drab for the 
year of peacei” said I ; “ a little bright- 
ness may now be displayed in the cor- 
sage, and hose may take a joyous tone. 
My trousers you can make of Chinese 
blue and gold brocaded tissue; slash 
them at the calf and trim them round 
the ankle with Canadian mink and 
kolinsky. They should be also lin^ 
with jade nun’s- veiling and cut with a 
pcmnier effect, falling in graceful folds 
to the knee. 

“ The coat,” I went on, “ is to be W 


oyster tarantulle lined with tomato- 
coloured duvetyn. It should be cut to 
a high waist line. The back should be 
full, and the clinging sleeves of voile 
should be caught at the elbow with a 
vieux rose button. The, neck and tail, 
of course,” I said severely, “will be 
fringed with monkey fur, 

“ Underneath .this” — I was now 
warming to my work — “ I will have a 
fawn cr6pe-de-chine shirt piped with 
cherry-coloured silk and collared with 
georgette, and a cravate of moiiA. A 
smart little powder gilet will complete 
the costume. 

‘‘For out-door wear a dainty panne 
spongebag toque will go with this cliic 
creation, covered with chiffon velvet 
diamante, and a bright lemon and 
emerald silk motif should be fixed just 
there,” I said, pointing at the exact 
spot on the chief cutter’s bead. 

The chief cxiiter started backwards, 
and went as white as a shetet, and I de- 
tected a queer clicking noise down in 
his throat, but as he said nothing definite 
I look it for granted he had memorized 
my order, and so, tripping gaily tb the 
doorj I^bade him' a cheery good day. 
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-SIMPLE HONOURS.*' 

Owing to present financial straits, it 
appears likely that many householders 
will this year be unable to show their 
appreciation of their families and staffs 
in the usual way. However, experience 
of Army life has happily supplied this 
deficiency by suggesting a scheme at 
once inexpensive to the donor and ac- 
ceptable to the recipient. 

EXTEAGT EEOM DOMESTIC EOUTINE 
ORDERS.-~25/12/19.' 

- GhatswoHh” Lahurmim Lane, 
Brightwich, 8,E, 

Honours and Awards. . 

His Bankruptcy the Householder has 
been pleased' to award the following 
decorations to relations and other de- 
pendants for conspicuous slavery and 
devotion to duty during the past twelve 
months 

The Culinary Medal, . 
Temporary Tweeny Mary Ann Suds. 

Eor, conspicuous gallantry and initi- 
ative in the kitchen on the 29th Nqv- 
erhberlast during a dinner-party, when 
acting as Cook’s Mate. Shortly before I 
the dinner-hour the Cook was overcome 
by gin-fumes. Tweeny Suds, with great 
courage “and contempt of strangers, took 
over the duties, ‘ and notwithstanding 
that this was her first attempt served 
up a dinner in no way distinguishable 
from those normally produced by Cook. 
Her example was an inspiration to all 
her comrades. 

The Long-Service Medal, 

Acting Overpaid House-Parlourmaid 
Sarah Sweeps. 

In recognition of her tine record of 
thirty-one days’ unbroken service in her 
present situation. (It is only her service 
that is unbroken ; most of ours are in 
bits.) ’ 

Second {Saloon) Bar to the Charing 
Gross, 

Dame Harriet Scrubbs. 

Eor great devotion to duty throughout 
the period in question. Though mortally 
offended on more* than one occasion, 
this very gallant char-lady has never 
allowed either drink or conscience to 
prevent her froni attending punctually 
each week to receive her pay. 

[First (Public) Bar gazetted, 
25/12/18.] < 

Chevalier of the Italian Order of Spag- 
hetti (with Tomatoes,) 

Acting Third-Class Cook Eliza Spud, 

^ For conspicuous gallantry and devo- 
tion to, duty in the kitchen on the 21st 
October last. Cook Spud was on duty 
about 8,5 p.M. when, a heavy shell from 
a winkle registered a direct hit in the 
mock-turtle. Cook Spud with the great- 

est sangfroid picked Out the shell with 
her fingers from the soup, which was 
already tepid and in imminent danger 
of becoming warm, and carried it to a 
plate of safety. She set an example to 
the other rank under her command that 
is beyond all praise.- 

Companion of the Postal Order, 
Postman S. Knock. 

For conspicuous determination and 
devotion to beauty. Though severely 
wounded in the neighbourhood of the 
heart by five successive Cooks he per- 
sistently refused to abandon our post, 
but maintained it intact on every occa- 
sion until the completion of his rounds. 

OentJs Gold Albert Medal, 

■ Boy Thomas Gulp. 

For an act of conspicuous initiative 
and self-sacrifice below-stairs. On the 
17th July last, while on duty in the 
boot-hole. Boy Gulp perceived the 
tweeny furtively preparing to^ consume 
a dish of tapioca pudding,' which Boy- 
Gulp had already tested and rejected 
as unfit for human consumption, ex- 
cept in the dining-room. With great 
presence of mind he snatched the plate 
fro m the doomed girl and flung it through 
a closed window, thus undoubtedly sav- 
ing her digestion and self-respect. 

51? , 5|< :;« ■ ^ >!t jK 

And so oh, until, after the fashion 
of other more pretentious Lists, no one 
however indolent, incapable or indif- 1 
erent has escaped recognition. ' 

VAB TIGTOBIANIS! 

, The success of Sylvia's Lovers, the 
new musical comedy at the Ambassa- 
dors, in which a French plot with a 
Watteau mise-en-scene is enlivened by 
a lavish use of the Lancashire dialect 
on the part of the principal character, 
is of course immensely appreciated by 
the admirers of Mrs. Gaskell, whose 
Sglvia's Lovers first appeared in 1863. 
The compliment indeed is almost ex- 
cessive to one who was an “ eminent 
Victorian,” and therefore more exposed 
to obloquy than admiration ; but after 
all Mrs. Gaskell belonged to Man- 
chester, and what Manchester said fifty 
years ago, etc., etc. 

It is pleasant to hear that Sylvia's 
Lovers is shortly to be followed by a 
comic opera, entitled Cranford, by Mr. 
Mersey Ainger, The libretto, we under- 
stand, is being adapted by Mr. Wickham 
Steed fro,m a psychical romance by the 
Czecho-Slovak novelist, Hanusch Dab- 
czik, and the principal part, that of the 
Princess Prsmtm, will be played by Miss 
Shilbottle with that rich Northumbrian 
“ burr ” for which she is so justly re- 
nowned in the Midland pantos. 

In this context we are glad to hear that 

Mr. Bertrand Bolt has completed the 
Second Act of his Grand Op^raGomique, 
Daniel Deronda, The story, which 
is felicitously named after a forgotten 
novel by an old author named Eliot, 
deals with the romance and adventure 
of South America in the days of the 
famous Dictator Rosas, and the beau 
rdle is assigned to Dan Deronda, a richly 
humorous Irishman, who is constantly 
bringing the scent of Donny brook 
across the pampas. The actual story 
is borrowed from the Gaucho poet, 
Hilario Poncho, a free and spirited 
version having been made by Mr. Cun- 
NiNGHAME' G raham and Mr. T. P. O’Con- 
nor, M.P. 

We cannot help thinking, in con- 
clusion, that our gifted composers might 
give the pre- Victorians a chance as well. 
What a fine title, for example. Pride 
and Prejudice would be for a romantic 
opera, in which the scene was laid in 
Monte Carlo, the libretto founded on the 
German of Schnitzlbr, and the part of 
Nero assigned to a full-blooded Polish 
Jew with a perfect command of the 
Glasgow dialect. 

THE WISH. 

If I with the lamp of Aladdin 

L Could summon benevolent sprites, 
The genies and things that they had in 
The days of Arabian Nights, ' i 

If once at my call an enchanted * 
Young fairy from nowhere arose 

And promised one wish should be 
granted, 

Whichever I chose ; 

My hopes wouldn’t merely be built on 
Quick methods of raising the wind, 
The fabulous riches that Milton 
Attributes to Ormus or Ind ; 
Ambition’s gay pinions — I 've furled 
’em; 

"High rank ’s no attraction for me ; 
Not mine be a dukedom or earldom 

Or Order B.E, 

I ’d waive then the wealth of a Croesus, 
The latest six-cylinder Rolls, 

A house that an agent could lease us, 

, A cook or a cellar of coals, 

The clothes that apparel the dandy, 

The pride of a pillar of state, 

The dream of the golfer — a handi- 
cap, (say) of plus oight. 

f 1 

Not long at the choice would I fumble, 
For wishes aren’t given to waste ; 

No, mine . would be rather more 
-humble — , 

A personal matter of taste ; 

Though Fate did her worst, I could 
smash her 

If my little fairy assured 

The boon of a really good rasher 

Of bacon (home cured). 









TO -THE BREAKER-IN-CHIEF. 

[Written in the firm oonyiction.that there is a criminal network of 
crime which controls the minor 'tragedies of domestic life.] 

Master of min and lord of. pitikss -thunder, 

Up in the Potteries weaving the strands of doom, 
Hearing afar the noise of a^ houserhaid’s'blpnder 

(“ Wasn’t that Emily? there in'the Midland gloom-^- 
There where, above the claypits, cavernous, deep, hot, 
Plaines the heart of the night with a sudden rose, 

You at whose word-— Biff ! Bang 1 — and a china teapot 
Out oh the west wind goes. 

Yours, I think,' are a thousand secret branches, 

Eendering full returns to the G.H.Q.," ' . * 

Crockery cataracts, earthenware avalanches, - 
Each of them entered up in the columns “due ; 

Loud the strafe if you find a single group late — 

** What have the girls been doing in District 10 ? \ 

Put the whole lot of them down for an extra soup-plate 1 
Battle is opened then.* 

Swiftly the orders ffy, and behold they loosen 
Rods on the backs tair carpet, ruck up the mat ; 

Jane has gone down with a sauceboat, and tearfully Susan 
Says, It came off in me ’and,” or “It might be the cat j ” 
Old Mrs. Robinson’s Mary, who said to us, “Coffee, 
Sirs?” 

Then tripped up and fell with the walnut tray. 

Must have been one of the gang’s most competent officers, 
Thoi’oughly earning her pay. 


! Schooled to shiver and shatter the willow-pattern, 

Hit the Delft with a meat-axe, hammer the Spode, 

Little her mistress thought, when she called her a slattern, 
Under the girl’s dark dress what a deep fire glowed ; 
Little she thought of him in the underground gallery, 

Him who had taught her and trained her to juggle and 
; ■ jerk 

Cups in the air, and who probably pays her a salary 
While she is out of work ? 

Yes, I am sure that you do, O mighty demolisher, 

Master of plates and mugs, most terrible man 1 
Therefore I ask you to think of our pie- dish abolisher, 

Let me commend to your notice Elizabeth Ann ; 

She is the chit who at present of china bereaves us. 

Smarter than most in her work, more blooming of cheek ; 
She should have instant promotion from you when she 
leaves us — 

This will be Saturday week. Evoe. 

Our IiigMning Calculators, 

« The - — Tobacco Company have presented 20,000 copies of their 
1920 Almanac to the Bed Cross Society, and it is expected that the 
sale at Is. each will realise £1,000.” — New^a^er World, 

“ Two young, well-educated Public School Men, ex-service, are 
desirous of meeting private individual or bank manager with a view 
to obtaining necessary deficit of capital for commencing business.” 

Provincial Pajper. 

They should apply to the Chancellor of the Exchequer. 
He is an expert in this line. 
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TEIALS OE AN IDEALIST. 


LLoyD-BuNTHOBNE. -DO YOU KNOW WHAT IT IS 
AND YET TO BE BEOUGHT EACE TO EAOE, DAILY, WITH THE MULTIPLICATION 

^^SLnoe. ‘<IE YOU PLEASE, I DON’T UNDEESTAND YOU. YOU ^ 
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ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. ] 

Monday, December 8th, — A long and i 
learned oration by Lord Haldane did i 
little to reconcile the Peers to the Elec- 1 
tricity Bill. In vain he pointed out the \ 
advantage of a central supply of 
cheap — or comparatively cheap 
— motive-power to the British 
workman. Perhaps his assertion 
that “we have never really thought jj 

out the electricity question in this ^ I I 
country put up the backs of ||| jj 
noble lords, who are a little tired |j | 
of Lord Haldane’s perpetual re- [|||| 
commendation of “ clear think- |||||| 1 1 
ing ” as the panacea for all our i |||||| 
ills. One after another they de- |j|||| 
nounced the Bill as an example 1 1 1|| 
of the Government’s tendency to I |||r 
bureaucracy and extravagance. It 1 1||^ 
looked as if the Bill might be re- 1 | 
jected. But then arose the Lord |||||||j[ 
Chancellor.. Since last week he 
had had time to get up his brief 
and was bristling with electricity. 

The opponents of the Bill were ‘ 
roundly told that they had not 
read it or they could never have 
made such ridiculous statements 
as he bad heard that night. As the 
storm broke over their heads more 
than one of them wished he had 
not left his umbrella in the lobby ; and 
when it was over they were only too 
glad to give the Bill a second reading 
sub silentio', 

A large part of Question-time in the 
Commons was taken up with endeav- 


shilling and twopence per ton, and a Salisbury’s admission that his heart 
forecast of its probable eflfect upon the quailed at the thought of sending 
industry as a whole. His replies were Austrian women and children back to 









LLXyjLKXOUL J CUO Ol YV JULIO VVOLL/ xsi. lAO u J. — 

as copious as ever, but I doubt if any- their own country in its present de- 
body save the experts — and perhaps not plorable condition ; and they accepted 
all of these — understood them. The Lord Newton’s amendments without 

a division. f h H^ ^ ^ 

II liiliill lUilllillfiili sgggest fehatwe badbwii 

M l '? ii li I subsidising the forces under Col- 

1 I / Bermont and Generd von 

5 I I ^ I Army^of the Black Se^as 

is stationed, iwt in^Eussia, but in 

, j fewer than thirty-eight thousand 

War - widows Ld^ already re- 
y, ty. y « _ married and thereby secured the 

Db. Addison and his Housing B . dowry of a year’s pension offered 

L most that the unlearned could gather by the Ministry. Mr. Hogge suggested 
I was that the one-and-twopence was that in order to encourage this practice 
' not really one-and-twopence,- but some- the dowry should be doubled. Happily 
* It • 1 - - cTkiriGtiAr r»nT»nlation. alreadv 


*<I£ at first you don’t succeed 
Try, try, try again.” 

Db. Addison and his Housing Bill. 


1 thing more or less. _ j 

The difficulty of applying the doctrine faced with unfair competition, bir 
of “ self-determination ” ail round may Worthington Evans paid no attention 
be gauged from Captain Oemsbt-Gorb’s to this insidious proposal, 
inquiry whether Albania is part of the — 

ex- Austrian Empire, the ex-Ofctoman 
Empire, Serbia or Greece. Mr. Bonar 
Law was frankly nonplussed and re- 
ferred the riddle to the Peace Conference. 

Tuesday, December 9th. — At the in- 
stance of Lord Newton, the Peers 
made several important changes in the 
Aliens Kestriction Bill, designed to 
I'ender it less harsh in its action towards 
our late enemies. The alterations did 
not meet with the approval of the 
Lord Chancellor, who still had some 
electricity left over from yesterday, and 
used it for a spirited rendering of the 
‘.‘Hymn of Hate” (British version). 

I don’t know that the arguments of 
Lord Haldane, who dwelt upon the 
benefits conferred upon our interior 
economy by foreign restaurateurs (and 
incidentally gave a free advertisement 
to certain fashionable hotels), or of 
Lord Buokmaster, who viewed with 

horror the possibility that German, that cxrnwTNr r t ftit -FTiAG ” 

“noble language,” should cease to be 

taught in our schools, except by IVEr. Walter ® . 

s “nersons who know nothing about it,” Wednesday, December 10th. Lord 
0 caSd ve^. much weight. The Peers Montagu deplored the resignation of 
21 were, I thiL, more impressed by Lord General Seelt, who knew more about 


for the spinster population, already 



BBMARKABLE AOTIYITY OB AN 
OVEK-LEYDEN JAR. 

Lord Birkenhead. 

ours to draw from Sir Auckland Geddes 
an' exact explanation of his proposal to 
limit the coal-owners’ profits to one 
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Visitor, “What kind op a fishino season have you had, McKay?” 

Mac. The varra worst 1 There wasna but three real fushin* days, an' twa o* them was snapitt up by the Sawbatel. 


tight mg in the air than any of hia pre- 
decessors — I believe Lords Weir and 
Eothrbmebe wonld be qnite prepared 
to endofsa this tribute — and hoped this 
did not indicate a return to dual control. 
Nothing of the kind, the Lord Chan- 
cellor assured h4m. The Government 
were all for a single Ab Ministry, but 
the Air Force was at present too small 
to require a whole-time Cabinet Min- 
ister all to itself. By putting’ the War 
Minister, at the head of boSi Depart- 
ments the best brains of both Army* 
and Air Force were brought to bear on 
aerial problems; but if ever his right 
honourable friend found himself unable 
to live up to his own high standard he 
would resign one of his posts. On’ re- 
ceiving this testimonial Mr. Ghurchilr 
at once telephoned to his hatter for a 
larger size. 

Mr. Ldoyd George was unable to 
attend the House of Commons on his 
At Home day owing to an engagement 
with M. CiiEMBNCEAU. Sir J. Nobton- 
Gbifpiths promptly suggested that he 
should bring the French Premieb with 
him. But Mr. Bonar Law — remem- 
bering, no doubt, what happened to the 
young lady of Eiga — “ shook his head 
in a negative sense ” (I thank The Trnies 
for teaching me that word). 


In introducing the Navy Estimates 
Mr. Long quickly showed that he has 
no belief in the Scrap the lot ” doc- 
trine. On the contrary, fortified by 
the opinion of the young sea-dogs now 
gathered round Lord Beatty at the 
Admiralty, he is in favour of ** showing 
the flag ” mere widely than in recent 
years. The Navy was costing a hun- 
dred and. fifty-seven millions a year — 
much of it due to the better pay given 
to our sailors — but even to save that 
vast sum the country, he was convinced, 
was not prepa»red to do without it. 

After hearing this statement most of 
the Members thought that they might 
rest quietly in their beds, and thither 
betook themselves. 

Thursday y December 11th. — Accord- 
ing to Lieutenant-Commander Ken- 
wo-RTHY the objects of the Sinn Fein 
loan are so innocuous that nobody 
ought to be prosecuted ior soliciting 
subscriptions to it. Mr. Maopherson 
thereupon quoted the announcement in 
the prospectus that “interest on the 
loan will not be payable until six 
months after the Irish Republic has 
received international recognition and 
the English have evacuated Ireland.'* 
From some aequaintauce with the habits 
of the Irish investor I am- convinced 


that if the Chief Secretary were to 
post up the prospectus on every police 
barracks in Ireland with that condition 
underlined he might dispense with his 
prosecutions. 

The Coal Industry (Emergency) Bill 
met with an inglorious fate this after- 
noon. The remark of its author, Sir 
.Auckland Gbddes, that it would not 
;find a single enthusiastic supporter in 
'the House, was entirely justified by 
;the debate. The declaration of Mr. 
Leslie Scott, that its principle (the 
limitation of profits) was wrong, and 
I must not be applied to any other in- 
jdustry, was practically accepted by 
,Mr. Bonar Law, who said that it was 
only introduced to fulfil a pledge to 
-the Miners’ Federation. The miners’ 
representatives (Mr. Adamson and Mr. 
Hartshorn) thereupon, denied that they 
wanted the Bill (not that they loved 
■the mine-owners particularly, but be- 
i cause they loved nationalisation more). 

; After that it was useless for the Govern- 
ment to press the ill-starred measure 
upon a reluctant House. But the sit- 
ting was not entirely wasted, for the 
; House, delighted to find that there was 
still something in Ireland amenable to 
the law, passed the Dogs Eegulaticm 
(Ireland) (No. 2) Bill, 
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THE NEW HOMME ORCHESTRE. 

In music as elsewhere the cost of pro- 
duction has become an acute problem. 
Even in pre-war times the economies 
of concert-giving, where a full orchestra 
■was employed, had reached a stage in 
which the adequate remuneration of 
performers could only with great diffi- 
culty be reconciled with a due regard 
for the pockets of the public. Happily 
the emergency seems likely to produce 
the solution. Within the past fortnight 
the newspapers have recorded the emer- 
gence of two vocal pluralists. First there 
was Mr. Dickinson, the window-cleaner 
of Leigh, who can sing a tenor and 
bass duet by himself. And now an 
even more dazzling luminary has swum 
into our ken in the person of Mr. 
Aeexandee B. Eawle, of Teddington, 
who, in the words of a representative of 
T?ie Daily News, “ can not only whistle 
and hum simultaneously, but can com- 
fortably combine the tones so produced 
into a passable imitation of the brass, 
string and wood of an orchestra.” 

s!s 

The late Mr. George Gbossmith, it 
will be- remembered, simplified musical 
entertainment to the extent of ** Piano 
and I.” But the Teddington virtuoso 
has carried the one-man show to its 
extreme limit by dispensing with all in- 
strumental aid. “ He whistled ‘ Home, 
Sweet Home ' with vocal arpeggi that 
would have' made THALBERa sob like 
a child.” The homnie orchestre of old, 
who bad a number of instruments 
strapped on to his person, which he 
blew and belaboured simultaneously, 
displayed a strenuous agility ; but it 
was at best a clumsy and a costly con- 
trivance. Mr. Eawle is the true man- 
orchestra, needing no equipment but 
his own larynx and lung-box. It is 
true that he speaks modestly of his 
sonority. “ When in practice,” he told 
TM Daily News man, “I can fill an 
average-sized hall.” In time and with 
further practice we hope he will be 
able to give a One-man Festival at 
Olympia. 

s|c ?Ie ili 

But the greatest of Mr. IlAWTiB’s 
achievements remains to be chronicled. 
One of the most serious and irksome 
drawbacks to the musical career is that 
i(i involves, or & supposed to involve, 
an arduous process of education, attend- 
ance at colleges or academies, prolonged 
studies under professors and teachers, 
instruction in sight-reading, harmony, 
counterpoint and so forth. Bawle 
has reached his unique position without 
any musical education at all. He ‘ ‘ has 
never learnt music, and cannot read a 
note.” He is, as the Germans put it, 
av/todddcikt^ To say that h(5 is merely 
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Naval Officer {coacJmig tohat he considers^ a “Look here, Smith. There ’s 

NO SENSE IN BARGING ABOUT LIKE A BUEFALO. CUT OUT THE BRUTALITY.” 

Stoker Smith, Brutality 1 Why, I ain’t killed ’im, ’aye I, Sir?” 

“ self-taught ” wrould be to commit the He might have been drilled into a dull 
unpardonable error of using two sylla- contrapuntist or wasted his energies 
bles where four are all too few to render , on mastering the now obsolete sonatas 
justice to the situation. This remark- of Beethoven, or have been converted 
able case suggests the need of a drastic into a mediocre player of the trombone, 
revision of orthodox views on the subject Left to himself and the promptings of 
of musical education. Genius is the only his artistic instinct he has inaugurated 
"thing that counts in art, and if genius a new era in music and musical econo- 
ean reach its highest development mios hardly less moihehtous than the 
without any schooling, the existence of changes in astrophysics brought about 
conservatoires, academies, etc., can ho by the discoveries oIBinstein. If one 
longer be justified. " ' ’ man can give a vocal and orchestral 

• ' sic' ^5 concert without instruments or aceom- 

It is painful to think what might panist, the problem of cheap music for 
have been the result if Mr. Bawee had the million is solved. On the other 
entered the Eoyal Academy or Eoyal hand, the prospects of single-voiced 
College of Music and his soaring talent vocalists, one-instruihent instrum^ntal- 
had been constricted in the strait- ists and rhusieal professors ai’e gloomy 
waistcoat of an academic curriculum, in the extreme. 
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FURTHER REVELATIONS; 

OE, The Beitish Staff Vindicated. 

In these days, when to be a General 
is synonymous with being the author 
of 'a book with a sub- title oi If I Had 
Only Had My Way, there is no longer 
any reason why I should withhold the 
secret which has recently come to my, 
knowledge. Naturally, afterreading(the 
reviews of) the International Library 
of Everyman's Memoirs, you have ^been 
wondering by what happy ’chance we 
ever succeeded in > winning" the 
merest skirmish," let alone the 
War as a whole. 

Well, I can tell you. ,, Lovat 
.FEASEE’and all the others who 
saw the War as a'Wa.r, and not 
merely as a messy business in- 
volving. extremes of^ boredom 
and sheer fright, can put forward 
their opinion's to the contrary, 
but I know ; • I know because, 
when I was on the Ehine, I got 
the story from a Prussian StalQf 
Officer who haddisguisedhimself 
as a country gentleman while 
waiting for the next war. 

^ I may say at once that our 
success was not due entirely, 
as you have been" told, to the 
doggedness and determination 
of the Tommy ; it was not the 
courage and initiative of the 
subaltern nor his reading aloud 
to himself during times of stress 
from the pamphlet, “Arn I Of- 
fensive Enough?” nor was it 
the 0.0, sitting in his dug-out 
and -writing to his company 
officers, “You will attack point 
88 at dawn, under a creeping 
barrage, if it can be arranged, 
but you will attack anyway.” 

No, nor yet was it the green- 
tabbed warriors who knew to a 
digit the" number of troops in 
the Esthonian capital or the 
high-water mark bn the Vistula 
rather than the news of their 
own front. Doubtless these had 
their uses, thpngh some of them were 
hidden from us by the proximity of 
things which hiss before exploding. 
But the factor which went further than 
any other towards showing Luden- 
DOEFF the futility of continuing the 
War was something of a very different 
character. 

It was in '17 that the German General 
Staff began to cast about seriously for 
a means of disorganising the Staff on 
the other side. TJp till then, I believe, 
they had considered it better to leave 
it alone and let it do its worst (some 
say it did, but they are regimental 
officers and know nothing about it). 
At a great Oonference, so my Prussian 


friend told me, Ludendoeff decided to 
make every effort to bomb and destroy 
his enemy’s headquarters. It was use- 
less, he explained, to attempt to bomb 
the French; the chances of hitting the 
one room in an estaminet in which all 
branches of the Divisional Staff usually 
congregated and shouted things down 
innumerable telephone's were too re- 
mote. Bukif the French were gregari- 
ous the perfidious English went to the 
other extreme, and their headquarters 
usually spread over several square miles 





Fisherman, “Is Tins eiCtUt foe Kilda.ee?’ 
P<M'ter. “It is, Sore.” 

Fislierpian. “ Do I change anywhere ? ” * 
Porter, “Ye do, Sorb.” 

FisTierman. “Where?” 

Porter. “At Kildare, Sorb.” 


of territory. Ludendoeff could not 
hope to knock out every branch of the 
Staff, and so the question arose which 
was the best branch to bomb ? . 

. What followed was extremely inter- 
esting. My Prussian explained that’ 
on this subject the Hun **Q”. s^ff 
declared at once that the British “ Q ” 
was the most important, since without 
supplies our army cpuld nob carry out 
the Napoleonic dictum and move ‘on 
its belly — nob enough spring in it,’ I 
suppose. 

The Hun “ G ” Staff replied with 
warmth that without “G ” to move the 
troops about a bit there would be no 
war at all, and then where would “ Q ” 


officers be? Their “A” branch then 
chipped in with their habitual injured 
air, and said that without “A” there 
would be no records kept of personnel, 
and neither “Q” nor “G” would know 
whether there was anybody in the line 
or nob, unless they actually w’ent the®e 
to see for themselves. This point, I 
believe, very nearly settled the question 
in favour of “A.” But the argument 
became so acrimonious, and there was 
so much of the “ If only you ’d let me 
know sometimes what you are doing,” 
and “Why wasn't I consulted? ” 
that Ludendoeff got fed up 
with it and gave the squadrons 
orders to' do their very worst 
over the whole area occupied by 
one of our Corps headquarters 
whose Commander was con- 
sidered the most dangerous, he 
having plagiarised Luden- 
doeff's methods too freely. 
Great was the joy, so my Prus- 
sian said with a gleam in his eye, 
when the x'eport came that the 
whole, of the important part of 
the headquarters was destroyed; 
but their joy changed quickly to 
chagrin and amazement when 
it was discovered that the disin- 
tegration of what was considered 
the fountain-head of command 
made little or no difference to 
the organisation as a whole. 

Alas, contempt for the British 
Staff Manual, which he never 
read seriously, caused this huge 
miscalculation on the part of 
Ludendoeff, He had not read 
that wonderful paragraph about 
“ The Interchangeability of the 
Staffs,*' whereby an officer of 
one department invariably trains 
himseii to be able to step cheer- 
fully into the shoes of another 
and carry on. He had never 
realised how every Staff Officer 
of one branch always envies the 
easy task of doing the other 
fellow's job and doing it better. 
The effect was instantaneous. 


When the catastrophe came, the Corps 
Adviser in Horsemastership took over 
the duties of the General Staff as if to 
the manner born, and sent out the usual 
messages to increase harassing fire one 
hundred per cent., irrespective of the 
amount of ammunition available, thus 
preserving the lifelong ieud between 
himself and “Q.” The Chemical Ad- 
viser, discarding his gas-mask, took 
over the Brigadier “Q” job and at once 
demanded a return of the fuse-number 
of every shell fired on the 18 bh, subse- 
quently correcting the date to.tbe 19th. 
The new Brigadier of the Artillery (the 
Amusements Officer) began his regime 
by going straight over, as usual, to thci 
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Chief Engineer’s ofiice and having a 
row. The O.C. Corps Prisoners’ Cage, 
following out the destiny of all Chief 
Engineers, sent “ Not available ” to all 
indents for stores from the Gunners, 
while the Agricultural Officer carried 
out the best traditions of the Intelli- 
gence Staff and compiled overwhelm- 
ing evidence to prove conclusively that 
the enemy might attack at dawn, or he 
might not. 

Everything, in fact, went just as 
smoothly as ever, indeed everything 
went much better. Eor without the 
Adviser on Horsemastership everybody 
rode as it suited them and felt more 
comfortable. Wit li out the Chemical 
Adviser everybody felt the need of a 
gas-mask and wore it. Without the 
Amusements Officer" people saw the 
funny side of Army Entertainments, 
and without the Agricultural Officer 
Nature warmed to her work and the 
vegetables flourished apace. 

The realisation of the invulnerability 
of our organisation was the real turn- 
ing-point of the War, and it was from 
this point that Ludendobff really strove 
desperately for peace while advocating 
war, or whatever it was he did so 
■cleverly — I can’t make out from- his 
book. 


If you earnestly desire to understand 
how we won the War, turn to that 
bright and entertaining work, The 
Staff Manualy which, in spite of its 
large circulation, is still very imper- 
fectly known. It can be bought quite 
cheaply ; or, better still, ask any Staff 
Officer you know to lend you an uncut 
copy. L. 

POETS. 

Some Vancouver’s praises sing, 
Where the silver ranges shine 

And the off'-shore breezes bring 
Scents of tamarack and pine. 

Some for Cape Town sigh aloud, 
Drowsing on the Mountain’s knees, 

Table Mountain, wreathed in cloud, 
Brooding o’er the Southern seas. 

Some of Hong Kong harbour dream. 
Where are junks with painted eyes, 

And the sampan lanterns gleam 
Like a swarm of fiery flies. 

Kronstadt, looming gaunt and grim*; 
Eio, Eio flashing fair ; 

Papeete, where brown girls swim 
With hibiscus in their hair. 

Golden Gate or Golden Horn, 

Lumber ports or ports of spice, 

Ports of sunset, ports of morn, ' 

Blue with summer, grey with ice. 


All are havens of delight 
To poor sailors in from sea ; 

Ah, but at the fall of night 
London Eiver calls to me. 

When my years of youth are run. 
Blown to lee like flying foam* 
Let me, see at set of sun 

London and the Port of Home. 

Pateandeb, 


In the Roaring Doldx'ums. 

“ Subsequently, however, Newman encoun- 
tered such a stormy passage that he remained 
comparatively becalmed for eight innings.” 

SjQOrtsman, 

“ A general hunt of jackals is being organised 
from' G-len College, when it is expected' that 
fully 300 will attend.’* 

Eastern Provmce Herald. 

Most sporting of them. 

“Unless Germany sings the Paris protocol 
she will bring down very unpleasant conse- 
quences upon herself .** — Daily Pamper. 

The Allies will make her hum, 

‘ ‘ Dean Inge on the Road to Buin. ’ * 

Western Daily Press. 

We are very, very sorry to hear this. 

Brief critique of a Musical Comedy : 
Froclcs et ^raeterea nihil. 
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THE SPOOK CONGEBSS. 

On St. Nicholas’ Eve, in the dark be- 
fore dawn, the National Amalgamated 
Union of Ghosts and Associated Shades 
held a well-attended gathering in the 
ruined crypt of Grimchester Abbey» to 
consider reoon str action. The Hea^ess 
Admiral took the sarcophagus. 

In his opening remarks the Admiral 
said, that he felt it his duty at this the 
; first general meeting since 1914: to 
thank those members of the Union who 
had been serving their country on active 
service. On the platform he was proud 
to meet once more the Shivering Spook 
of Saltpetre Hall, who had rendered 
yeoman service supplying chill breezes 
I in Mesopotamia. He was also de- 
lighted to find beside him Bloody Sir 
Bupert, who had rattled his chains and 
clanked his armour in the Ypres salient 
throughout the War to give our troops 
warning of enemy raids and night 
attacks. In the body of the meeting 
he saw other friends too numerous to 
mention, spirits who had been, if he 
might venture a ghastly jest, over-proof 
(Loud gibbering) and he would ask his 
hearers to show their gratitude in th e cus- 
tomary manner, (Prolonged ululations.) 

The Skeleton Horseman, in field- boots 
and wearing the General Service and 
Allied Victory ribbons on his clavicle, 
thanked the Chairman and the meeting 
in a few soldierly words on behalf of 
the es-Service shades. 

Proceeding, the Headless Admiral 
remarked that the spectral situation 
was by no means a satisfactory one. 
His hearers would admit that he was 
not given to losing his head (here the 
speaker put it on the table), and he 
wished to say in all seriousness that 
only a very thorough season’s haunting 
could bring things back to the pre-war 
status. “ Un-canny/’ not “Ca’ canny,” 
must be their watchword. There was a 
fine psychic field waiting for enterprise 
and energy, 

Melchizedek the Murdered Miser 
thought that more modern methods 
should be introduced to secure atten- 
tion. For instance, if the Admiral 
I would change his usual cry, **Luff! 
Luff ! W ill they never luff ? ” to Sack 
the lot ! ” or something similar, he was 
sure such a step could not fail to be 
popular. He himself had changed his 
bags of gold for Treasury Notes with 
most gratifying results. 

The Phantom Drummer asked whether 
the executive had given full considera- 
tion to the question of Direct Manifest- 
ation. When he returned from active 
service he found that The Bloated 
Grange had been let to a jujube manu- 
faeburer, who bad made a large fortune 
d Liring the W ar out of rat-exterminators. 


As usual he appeared at midnight by 
the Blue Room bed, now occupied by 
this person, and said loudly, “ 1 am the 
Drummer,’* The man asked in the 
most vulgar fashion what firm he tra- 
velled for, and why he had not come 
in office hours. He submitted that the 
Union should take combined action 
over cases like this. 

The Bleating Bogle said he was most 
strongly in favour of Direct Manifesta- 
: tion. Several times lately, he rem arked, 
he had had an electric fan turned on 
him while trying to materialize, 
f The Yammering Ghoul of Dramtu- 
muchie said that while Direct Mani- 
I festationwas on the ta;pis he would like 
to draw attention to the present Prohi- 
bition campaign. He maintained that 
if Prohibition came into force it would 
be the worst thing that had happened 
to British ghosts since the invention of 
electric light. 

In a brief and witty speech the Vam- 
pire Nurse expressed herself against 
anything which tended to suppress the 
individual element. Ghosts who were 
conscientious workers never had any 
: difficulty in making their mark. Her 
own business of drowning the baby 
heir in the moat had gone down well 
ever since it was introduced in 1721. 

Whustlin* Wullie asked whether any 
steps had been taken to prevent the 
’ immigration of undesirable aliens from 
Central Europe, which must be full of 
unemployed Werewolves and Doppel- 
gangers. Our good nature had been 
imposed upon before. 

Gibletto the Gory Ghibelline, rising 
with great indignation, said that he 
hoped that the last speaker was not 
making backhanded references to him. 
He had been asupernaturalizedEnglish- 
mau since the time of CHAEiiBS II. 

Whustlin* Wullie begged that Gib- 
letto would not take his rem arks as per- 
sonal. No one had a higher regard for 
him (Gibletto) than he (Whustlin* 
Wullie) had. Here he clapped that 
phantom heartily on the back and con- 
sequently expressed regret that the 
point of the poniard which his friend 
wore through his chest stuck out so 
inconveniently behind. 

The Headless Admiral was proceed- 
ing to exhort all present to make the 
most of the present Shade boom, when 
the cook crew, and the assembly, gather- 
ing together their shrouds, manacles and 
loose vertehrcB, hastily evaporated. 

Higli Life Below Stairs. 

‘ ‘ Housemaid (2na of S>, titled lady ; under ; 
also scullery-maid, eldedy Buekess.'* 

^ Scotch Fa^er. 

A Long-suffering Audience. 

“ Mr. Lloyd George resumed his speech 
amidst great cheering, having spc^ken an hour 
and twenty-five minutes.” — Scotsman. 


BILLIARD ROWDYISM, 

[Extract from a recent article on billiards : 
“ A man once said to me that he was afraid to 
go to a billiard match because of the crowd,”] 

Of aU the crowds with which I Ve sat 
(And I have known the worst "uns), 

I ’ve met the most alarming at 
Burroughbs and Watts*, and 
Thurston^s. 

It*s true they never break the peace 
Like this, “ Go in and win, man ! ** 
Or, ‘‘ Down with the tomato, Reece ! ’* 
Or, “Play up, can*t you, Inman? ’* 

For in those halls where silence dwells, 
Where coughs resound like thunder 
And sneezes crash like bursting shells, 
Emotion is kept under. 

But if the stifled powers of these 
Unnaturally grave men 
Were once let loose they ’d promptly 
seize 

The chance to act like cave-men. 

In thought they hurtle chalk and cues 
Like mad at one another ; 

Here this man that man’s elbow screws, 
There brother cannons brother. 

And as their passions’ seething froth 
Of violence grows darker 
The blood that *s spilt upon the cloth 
They mop up with the marker. 

A dream? Yet all men know this 
crowd 

For language is unbeatable, 

Which, as they never speak aloud, 

Is simply unrepeatable. 

SEASONABLE SNIPPETS. 
{With achioioledgments to our Con- 
temporaries.) 

In Scotlandit isregarded as unlucky if 
a dark-haired burglar crosses the thresh- 
old of a house on Christmas Eve- when 
the family is out. 

It is considered a breach of etiquette 
in South Carolina to shoot a red-headed 
carol before midnight on Christmas Eve. 

Mince-pies should never be swallowed 
whole ; the Md should first be forced off 
with a screwdriver. 

To keep moth from a Christmas 
pudding grate a block of camphor over 
the surface. 

To renovate last year’s puddings do 
not send them to the cleaners unless 
they need to be tailor-pressed. OarefuUy 
dust and remove all rough parts with 
emery-paper. Lightly varnish the sur- 
face with a camel-hair brush. 

Christmas presents in the foim of 
whisky are very fashionable this year. 
The name and address to which such 
gifts may be sent can be obtained upon 
application at this office. 
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Mother . “If you won^t eiss Uhclb I shall sbhd you to bed,” Bobbie ( after ^painful silence ). “Good-hight, Mummie.” 


OUR BOOKING-OFFICE himself: “Every big victory is the work of the people, and 

f-n 11 r -n 7 > ^ ^ -r i i pcople have to be paid for it; ” and the other a strikingly 

(By Mr. Bunch s Staff of Learned Glerks.) estimate of England by Bismaeck, over-long for me to 

I FANCY that most of us would admit that our chief quote here. These give you a measure of the book— the 
interest in the Memoirs of the Great (opportunities of con- lightest of anecdotal reading, but written by a man too 
suiting which have not lately been wanting) lies in the individual to be commonplace. 

glimpses they afford of the Other Great at close quarters. 

I seldom met a book that appealed more frankly to this -Mr. -Hora-cb Hutchin-son has long been one of the 
natural instinct than the volume put together by that heroes of the golfing world, but he wields the pen as 
clever and himself most interesting man, the Roumanian deftly as the putter, and his literary excursions have 
Minister, M. Take Jonescu, under the sufficiently apt title carried him far beyond the confines of the Royal and 
of Some Personal Impressions (Nisbet). Here you get Ancient pastime. Peter Steele the OricJceter contains the 
your celebrities neatly arranged, a chapter to each. Often be^t description of a village cricket -match I know of; 
the chapters are no more than a couple of pages, or a Grichethig Saws and Stories is a little masterpiece ; and he 
single anecdote, in length ; but of every one (as Yiscount has also achieved distinction in the domains bf fiction, 
Bryce justly says in his brief preface) “ we feel that the psychics and natural history. He was once called the 
man described is no longer a name but a creature of flesh Sardonic Hutchinson ” by an eminent Scots philosophic 
and blood.’* I am not going to pretend that always the critic of golf ; but that was probably owing to his famous 
incidents attached to the names are of first-class importance; negative definition of the game: “Golf is not agriculture.” 
but as a whole the book conveys a remarkably vivid im- As a matter of fact “sardonic ” is the last epithet I should 
pression of European diplomacy from within. Perhaps have chosen for a writer so generous, modest and whimsi- 
not one reader in twenty, glancing through the table of cally humorous — never more so than when at his own 
contents, will be able to resist turning first to the chapter expense. His new book, Pifty Years of Golf (Country Life 
devoted to the ex-Eaiser, though here it is to be admitted Offices) may be described as primarily a golfing autobio- 
that M. Jonescu has least chance of telling us anything graphy, but the mellow urbanity of the style, the wealth of 
very novel. The best, certainly the most, appreciative, anecdote and the knowledge of human nature which it 
of the German portraits is that of -the late Eiderlen- displays will commend it to many readers who have never 
Waechter,‘ for whom the writer entertained a profound handled a club. No one has given us so many or such genial 
admiration. The chapter under his name contains two say- portraits of the outstanding figures of the golfing world in the 
ings worthy of .quotation — one from Kibeblen- Waechter ! last half-century. The writer knew them all, as instructors, 
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exemplars or rivals, but always as friends, and he has a searchings of trays, turned out to be “See Estimates No. 50,” 
Sv o^’affectionate word to say of them aU. When the and so vanished into air. I don t know in what Govern- 
Sva[ and ASSlub of St. Andrews elected him captain ment Office Mr. Shanks was employed, but he certainly 
in 1908 “one of my wife’s relations was good enough to deserves the gratitude of all 0ml Servants, tempoiaiyoiper- 
.T'm olad the^ made Horace that— it will look so manent ; for wherever it was his time was surely well spent. 


say, ‘I'm glad they made Horace that— it will look so 
well in his obituary notice.’ So it will; but I hope not 7^^- 
That is a hope which all golfers and all lovers of good 
letters will cordially endorse. 


In The P2trple Jar (Hutchinson), Mrs. Alfred SinawiCK I 
has used Miss .Edgeworth’s story of the chemist’s bottle, 
which was mere clear glass when the contents were tipped 


Perhaps it is only fair to warn disciples of the original out, at once to provide a title and to suggest a moral to her 
“Baetimeus” that parts at least of An AtofuUy Big story. was an Bngish girl who wouM go and be a 

Adventure (Cassell) may tend a little towards disappoint- governess in Germany. Her adventures in Hamburg con- 
ment.' The fact is that the title-tale is too big for its sist chiefly of a love affair with a young German of dis- 
setting. Eeebrugge remains such a heart- stirring piece of honourab e intentions, but, until the last when he went 
history that to Lve it served up as part of a parti- unbelievably to pieces, of great personal attractions. I 
cularlv silly love-stoiw makes for impatience. Not there, don’t think Mrs. Sidgwick has made quite a success of 
nor in the twice-told stories of the “ Q-boats ” that follow, writing in the first person from the point oi view of a very 
do W««et the genuine onalities I — gn'l, but, apart from 


do we get the genuine qualities 
of “Bartimeus’s” adventures, .1 

which indeed do not appear till j if' 
the section at the end devoted M 
to short sketches. Here you 1 

will emphatically find the best 

wine kept till the last; some — 

of it indeed as good as any that ' 

we have had from this pleasant 
vineyard. I myself liked espe- 
cially “ The Epitaph ” — some- 
how-** Bartimeus ” is always '* 

at his best in reminiscent mood 

— and an altogether charming 
account of mountain climbing 
in the neighbourhood of Nice, 
a thing entirely without plot 
or story, or indeed anything at rv 
all except a delicious and in- ' 

vigorating atmosphere which 
makes it the best tonic in the 
world. So there you are. Can- 
didly “Bartimeus’s” lovers 
strike me, as Orlaoido struck 
Bosalind, but as poor imita- 
tions of the real thing; but 
his isolated reminiscences of 
Naval occasions or of tall 
ships continue to proclaim 

him our jolliest and most 

sincere chronicler of life on the sure shield 



^///// I 











THE BOY WHO BEFEAINEB : A STUDY IN 
HEROIC SELE-DENIAL. 


m that, it is a readable book, in 
which a properly tepid atti- 
tude to Germans is tempered 
by the introduction of one or 
two — notably Trudi, a delight- 
^ ful German equivalent of the 
— enfant terrible — who, save for 
their manners, are quite plea- 
^ sant and quite kind. But for 
the dishonourable intentions 
of Herr Heiling — and really 
they are very delicately sug- 
gested — it would make a cap- 
^ ital Christmas present for a 
growing girl. 


To lovers of birds there can 
be few keener pleasures than 
a book by Mr. W, H. Hudson, 
even if, as is the case with 
Birds in Town and Village 
(Dent), they are already fam- 
iliar with portions of it. In- 
deed, I always find Mr. Hud- 
son a fascinating companion, 
because his delight in birds 
is so sincere, and he expresses 
it in a style as simple as it is 
sound. “Birds in a Cornish 


sincere chronicler of life on the sure shield. Tillage ” is the entirely new part of this volume, and every 

• ; — word of it is derived from observation and understanding 

If anyone bad said to me, before I read The Old Indis- of the inhabitants (both on the wing and on foot). Here 
pensables (Martin Seoker), that it was possible to write a Mr. Hudson pays considerable attention to the daw, which 
satiric novel two hundred and fifty pages long on the abounds in the Duchy and is left almost unmolested.^ He 
internal mechanism of a Government Office, even a latter- is not at pains to defend the rogue, in fact he calls it an 
day Government Office, I should have flatly refused to “ injurious bird,” but he explains very clearly why ** Jackie” 
believe him. Not because these places are so abysmally is so widely tolerated. “The daws,” he says, “may be 
boring as tradition would have it ; rather they must be full regarded as bad hats generally in the bird community, and 
of humorous happenings, or why that loud chuckle at half- on this account they touch a chord in us.” I must add 
past three in the club smoking-room ? but because of all that Mr. Detmold’s coloured illustrations are exquisite. 

jokes the jokes of Civil Servants seem to be the most tech- / 

nical. To Mr. Edwin Shanks, however, it has been given Journalistic Candour, 

to achieve the impossible and to .play with chains of Qnthe morrow of the Peemiee’s speech at Manchester 

authority, channels of communication, red tape and routine DAILY MAIL 

irif eseent soap-bubbles and to make Evebvbodx.” 

chaiacters or larce out of the slaves of schedules and re- ' 

*0 say what is the prettiest fancy in the Germans have a good tetm-Schu^U nach SchumcU (a 


.tu - Th 1. L /* -n • JIT iTN. T .. ” xne vjreriiiaiJJLS xj.»yc » guuu ocljuj. — V i- 

tale ot the Department of Evasions at the Circumlocution longing for longing)— for second-hand artistic utterances of the man 
Office, but perhaps it is the- one which' concerns the lost whose art is an expression not so much ot what he feels about this or 
papers on the appointment of Sir Ephraim Hogg, who, that, as of what he feels he ought to feel about it.”— 27^0 
after many subterfuges and cross-references and fruitless ‘^Schusiicht ” sounds more like “ Hunt the Slipper.” 
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u A D I \/ A D I A diplomatic agents to the Irish Eepublic. forget, the trade journal which last 

CnAKIVAKIA. Lest our readers should be inclined to week advised its readers that to keep 

XJp to the time of going to press the resent this procedure we hasten to butter properly it should be stored in 

world had not come to an end, as point out that we ourselves recently barrels in a large well- ventilated cellar, 

prophesied. .n dispatched Viscount Grey to Washing- A very cruel thing to say. 

ton without asking the consent of the r 

It has been suggested that a mass Mexican Government. ' ** Christmas presents,” says the Dun- 

lYifiiAf.incf of humourists should behold ”* , Ho a oo/V ** ova i^aovav 4^V»ovi axrav ** 


This mania for Prohibition is going 
too far. * 


It has been suggested that a mass Mexican Government. ** Christmas presents,” says the Dun- 

meeting of humourists should ba held ”* . dee Advertiser^ “ are dearer than ever.” 

to propose a vote of thanks to Professor In spite of all that is said, adequate How the news leaked out in Scotland 
Porta, who predicted this catastrophe, precautions against waste are taken by is a mystery. ^ 
for his invaluable help in enabling them some Government departments. Only ^ 

to eke out a livelihood, the other day a' man who applied for Hastings Guardians have decided not 

one hundred, and fifty pounds to com- to grant the workhouse inmates any 
Some of us, however, feel bound to nience building a house with was asked Christmas beer. We T1 teach people to 
condemn the spirit in which the Ameri- to fill up' a" form stating why he wanted be inmates. ^ ... 
can astronomer approached his subject; a house. ^ ^ . 

This mania for Prohibition is going ^ ... I understand,” says a gossip, “ that 

too far. * ,j, With the revival of full dress,” says Miss Smithson, the principal boy at 

a contemporary, “the shako will replace Drury Lane, decided on her best song 
During the Christmas holidays Gov- the helmet.” It is expected however at the last moment.” Thank goodness 
ernment officials will be ' T 7“^ ^ ' Christmas won’t have to 

expected to sleep in their ' Ijj j 'jjjjjl t Kj be postponed after all. 

A Yorkshire lady re- i / ^ jro at Somerset House, 

cently complained that 'I i ////ti says' a weekly paper, 

the Disposal Board was 1 ^ threaten to strike. But 

advertising for sale a lake I lH ^ threat. 

lighted to hear that the | I J | f mim ' ill Last week three towns 

offering no immediate ex- f it a Ifl 1 uM ^^sed the offer of a Germ an 

planation, promises to get * 8 [ HI machine-gun altered their 

to^ the bottom of the S decision. It is thought 

Several eminent laryng- . \ \ \ ^ood has had something 

ologists write to Isay / / / I 1 \ \ v with this change of 

that, pending further in- / / / /• /_• i ■ I \ attitude. ^ 

vestigation the state- Family Ghost. “Have you noticed, Sib Guy, what a lot of * 

ment of the bargee who ffAUHiBR there's been about lately? I suppose it's value of the Press 

UJeuu U1 UllO Urt ^oo vv u WHOLESALE DISPOSAL OP CHEAP GOVERNMENT LINEN.” 3 i. U 

recently inherited sixty as an educator has again 


Old Family Ghost. “Have you noticed, Sib Guy, what a lot of 

that class of HAUNTER THERE 'S BEEN ABOUT LATELY? .1 SUPPOSE IT'S 
THIS WHOLESALE DISPOSAL OP CHEAP GOVERNMENT LINEN.” 


be postponed after all. 

sis 

The Income - Tax offi- 
cials at Somerset House, 
says a weekly paper, 
threaten to strike. But 
surely that isn’t a threat. 
It ’s a generous offer. 

, , Mc * 

❖ 

Last week three towns 
which had previously re- 
fused the offer of a German 
machine-gun altered their 
decision. It is thought 
that the appearance of 
waits in the neighbour- 
hood has had something 
to do with this change of 
attitude. ^ 

* * ' 

The value of the Press 
as an educator has again 


thousand pounds, that, when he heard that in a large number of cases the been demonstrated. Charged with 

II • *1 I* "1 "1 1 • . . . j 1 1 _ 1 *11 _ 1 _ _ 1 : 1 : 1 


the news, words failed him, must be chucko will replace both, 
accepted with reserve. ^hs'*** 


using abusive language to a policeman 
last week a Billingsgate man admitted 


“ Drinking whisky,” says ah Ameri- that he might have called the officer a 
A notable instance of the time saved can, “ drives people mad.” But not half “ blinkin’ Brontosaur.” 
by the ' new non-stop omnibuses is so mad as chasing it in America. * ■ ■ ^ 


reported from Whitehall. A Govern- Accordingtoa well-informed journal, 

ment official who was trying to indicate . Offered a penny for his thoughts in antique furniture is fetching higher 
the War Office to a fellow-passenger the smoke-room of the House of Com- prices at the present time than it has 
found himself pointing to the Home for mons, a Labour Member declared that^ ever done before. This is largely due to 
Lost Dogs. ^ ^ owing to the high cost of living, in the increased cost of timber and creative 

future he would, have to charge two- labour. ^ 

“ What are the Middle Classes do- pence-halfpenny. ,j. , 5 , 

ing ?” asks a correspondent in a morn- . . *• An extraordinary echo is produced 

ing paper. Alas, theirs' is not to do — Do handsome husbands pay?” asks by the high hills surrounding a golf- 
but to be done. ,|- The Weekly Dispatch, They generally course in the South of England,^ and it 

' have to, but not so much as the hus- is .feared that a. three-mile limit may 

It is intended to lay the foundation bands of handsome wives. have to bo fixed for children and 

of a future Air Eorce on a territorial ^ ‘ ^ ^ clergymen, 

basis,” declared Mr. Winston Chur- Mistletoe is a shilling a bunch in : ’ 

CHH^reeen^ly. On the other hand, we Co vent Garden. A good many young Costumes for two, 

^tgather that the future of the A^my is people declare that with a little give’’ “..^fliosepieseiit, included:— Mr. and Mrs. 

largely 'in the air, : and take it is quite easy to carry on in a pretty dress of.mse pink crepe de 

° ^ . okine ; Mr. and Mrs. , in a lovely dress of 

tlf VTlthOUt the stun. ,* ■Kla'r.'lr' A ‘ aVivi A* +. viTYimA<^ -xxn+li laral/l 


future he would, have to charge two- labour. i 

pence-halfpenny. ,j. , 5 , 

. . * . An extraordinary echo is produced 

.“Do handsome husbands pay?” asks by the high hills surrounding a golf- 
The Weekly Dispatch, They generally course in the South of England,^ and it 
have to, but not so much as the hus- is .feared that a. three-mile limit may 
bands of handsome wives. have to bo fixed for children and 

I clergymen. ^ 


The U.S. House of Eepresentatiyes 
has been considering a proposal to send 


We have decided, to forgive, if notj 


Costumes for two, 

" “ ..Jfliose present ' included : —Mr. and Mrs . 
— in a pretty dress of rose pink crepe de 
chine ; Mr. and Mrs. — ,’in aloveljr dress of 
blsbck crepe 'de cliine',’'’ trimmed witli gold 
embroidery and touches of heliotrope silk.” 

' .... Nev) Zealand Paper*. 
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TO THE NATIONAL LIBERAL CLUB ON ITS HOME-GOMING. 

[Being a welcome from a next-door neiglibour who rejoices in the 
eTaeuation of the Club’s premises by the War Office, and notably for 
reasons (connected with the War-emergency hutments that still .block 
the river-view in this vicinity) which should be appreciated by Sir 
Alkred Mond, of the Office of Works,, himself an ornament of the 
Club in question.] 

Long have I waited with eyes that yearn, 
Watching and watching for yonr return, 

Since to tho country’s cause you lent 
What for a party’s use was meant, 

Lending it just the same as though 
The option was yours to stay or go. 

Worn to a thread with hope deferred, 

Peace to me was an empty word. 

What was the good of a truce to gore 
If there were still dug-outs next door? 

If, where a halycon calm should be, 

Flappers of War still wolfed their tea ? 

While you were gone this weary spell, 

Occupying a strange hotel, 

My heart resembled a hollow drum — 

Nothing could fill the vacuum; 

Oh, it is time you were here again 
To stay the longing and staunch the pain. 

Yes, and it ’s time for your own sakes too, 

. Who are not a very united crew ; 

For some of you follow the Wee Free guest 
And some with the Tories have coalesced — 
Causing a split that you can't repair 
Except in the old familiar lair. 

Changes, 1 fear, have cast a blight 

On the haunt of sweetness, the home of light ; 

^ Horrible hutments block the line 

Of vision across your Thames (and mine); 

But„ once you are back, Sir Alf, no doubt, 

For love of his Club will wipe them out. 

Eeason enough for me to yearn 

F^m the pit of my tummy for your return. 

Apart from the neighbourly joy that I 
Take in your caravanserai, 

' In its simple charm and its old-world grace, 

And the cachet it gives to Whitehall Place. 

- 0. S. 

DUAL MENTALITY. 

Sib, — take the liberty of sending you a curiosity of 
literature that may perhaps interest your readers. I am a 
contributor of occasional articles to the more thoughtful 
section of the Press, and last .evening I was engaged upon 
an essay entitled ** Moral Hvolution and the League* of 
Nations.” Owing to the contemptibly -inadequate ration 
of coal allowed us by the local Fuel-Overseer I am nowadays 
compelled ta do my spare-time writing in the drawing- 
room, which is also occupied after dinner by my wife. 
Usually I am able, as the residt of a rigorous course of 
self-trainingj to divide my brain into^ two water-tight com- 
partments, concentrating the one upon 'my work and 
simultaneously lending the. other to a discussion with my 
wife on domestic and other topics. On this occarion, 
however, owing to some obscure aberration which ap- 
parently produced a form of mental sborfe-dreuiting, the 
two compartments refused to work iaidependently, with 
the result that the article, which I enclose herewith, 
emerged in a somewhat unconventional form. It was only 
I on reading it over this morning that 1 discovered the 


strange effect, of which I was at the time quite unconscious. 
Possibly some of your readers may be able to advance a 
scientific explanation of this interesting phenomenon. 

Yours truly, (Ebt.) Thomas FinniiE, DD. . 

[Enclosure.] 

It is fervently to be hoped that the present obscurantist 
attitude of the 'United States Senate will not be allowed to 
wreck the project of Ihe^League of Nations before it is 
even launched. Allowing for differences in temperament, 
it cannot be gainsaid that by her continued neglect to dust 
the dining-room mantelpiece Florence has fully merited 
a month’s notice. Whether, however, in view of the 
alarming growth of Bolshevist activity all over the world it 
would be wise at this juncture to court still further State 
upheavals must depend on Cook’s future performances. 

; Certainly the cutlets to-day were grossly underdone; but 
blood is thicker than water. The lofty traditions of Anglo- 
Saxon friendship and co-operation forbid the notion that 
I eggs should go any higher; while the obsession of the 
Monroe Doctrine cannot altogether account for the fact 
that Skinner’s bacon is a disgrace. Of course the question 
of arousing American opinion by means of an organised 
campaign is one entirely for the Profiteering Tribunal, and, 
if the bathroom waste-pipe is choked, the Government 
must find a way out. 

On the other hand, it would be idle to deny that one of 
the most disheartening aspects of the situation is Mrs. 
Tomlinson’s new sealskin jacket. Admitted that her 
husband has just made a small fortune by a regrettable 
speculation in Oils, this policy of isolation from the essential 
concerns of civilisation at large is one that cannot be 
logically defended. Nor is it to be supposed that Susan 
Dillwater’s engagement has been broken off merely from 
a desire to avoid unprofitable European entanglements. 
What the young women of to-day are coming to is a ques- 
tion that President Wilson could doubtless answer if he 
would ; but the imminence of an election .campaign lends 
a certain piquancy to the fact that Cousin Jane’s chilblains 
have lately been much worse. If the brotherhood of man- 
kind is to be something more than an empty phrase, it 
should be rubbed with embrocation night and morning. 

This will give the protagonists of a lasting world-wide 
peace' an “opportunity to~stop the tittle-tattle that goes on 
in the village, and we may then hope to discover what 
became of the rest of the bottle of claret that was opened 
yesterday to inaugurate a new era of goodwill and pros- 
perity, when the voice of strife shall & for ever hushed 
.and Mrs. Tibbits’s twins have ceased from teething. 


CHEiaTMAS DES8EET* 

The grown-ups eat their oranges sitting in their places ; 
They take so long about-ib; they wear such sober faces ; 
With their knives and forks of silver tliey cut away the rind, 
And what a dreadful lot of juice they always leave behind. 

Tom and I eat oranges sitting on the ground ; 

We use our .thumbs -for baring, and, oh, the squeegy sound 
Of sucking through the sugar-holes 1 the pip® we nearly 
' swallow ! 

Wa drink up our orange-juice until the skins are hollow. 


‘^Bussian Pancakes. 

Two ounces of flour, two "ounces of into small pieces. "Break 
one into eg^.. Beat all well tegetbear. Grease four saucers, half 
£11 with., the 'mixture and bake for twenty minutes. Spread jam on 
each pan^ke and fold over .” — Family Merald, 

We dare say it wasHi quite nice recipe? before the Bolshe- 
viks, got at iL 











BERTRAM THE BAILIFF, 

be here in a few minutes,” 
I said ; ** is everything ready? ” 

'‘Yes, everything,” said Margaret. 
“ There 's a nice fat pouch of tobacco in 
his bedroom — that's most important, 
isn't it ? — and a barrel of beer in the 
scullery and a rickety wooden chair in 
front of the kitchen fire. That’s all 
he ’ll want if he ’s anything like the 
bailiffs I ’ve met — in books.” 

“ S-sh, speak lower. Eemember the 
cuckoo-clock is listening. I shouldn’t 
like the bird to know, he ’s always had 
such respect for me. , To think that 
af^r all these years, Margaret, we two 
should be sitting Here hand-in-hand ” — 
X seized her hand hastily— ‘‘ sitting here 
four-in-hand, I metan hand-in-hand, 
before the dying embers waiting for, 
the bailiffs I” 

“But there ’s only one man coming,” 
said my wife, and she threw a log on 
the fire. 

“ That makes it all the worse. They 
insult us by thinking one is enough for 
the likes of us.” I was growing bitter. 

“Well, one is enough for me. "I do 
hope we shall get on with him.' They ’re 


nice kindly men as a rule, aren’t they ? 
Willing to help in the house and nurse 
the baby and all that ? ” 

“ That is so, Margaret. At least ac- 
cording to the novels of my youth ; but 
they may have changed all that.” 

“Don’t you think we ought to hire 
a baby for him ? He may become vio- 
lent when he finds there isn't one. 
He may suspect us of smuggling it 
away to prevent the landlord distrain- 
ing on it.” 

There was a thud on the door. 

“ Here he is 1 ” cried Margaret, and I 
turned and went with heavy tread to 
let the bailiff, or rather the bailiff’s 
man, into my home. 

A few days later I met my Uncle 
Gregory. “ IXy dear boy,” he said, “ is 
it really true?, Have you got the 
b — r- ; have you got them in ? ” 

“ Only one. And he ’s the bailiff’s 
man, X believe. The bailiff, you must 
know, is much too superior a person to 
comehimseli; he only attends Eoyalty. 
You^.have to give his man plenty of 
.beex andja chair J)y. the. kitchen fire, 
and lots of shag now that the beer is 
Government beer, and then — — ” 

Yes, I know,” interrupted' Uncle. 


Gregory crossly, “ then they nurse the 
baby for you and help in the house. 
I’ve read just as many novels as you 
have. The beggars aren’t like that in 
real life, though.” 

“ But this one is, Uncle Gregory. He 
nearly wept when he found there wasn’t 
a baby to be nursed. We ’ve grown quite 
fond of him. Bertram is his name.” 

“Well, I can’t think how you’ve 
managed to get yourself and that 
poor girl into such a disgraceful pre- 
dicament,” burst out Uncle Gregory; 
“ surely with your income ” 

“To tell the truth,” I interrupted, 
“I’ve been rather extravagant lately. 
Margaret sent me to get her a penny 
packet of nasturtium seeds for the 
window-boxes, and I got her six for 
fivepence halfpenny. She ’s just as bad 
herself, though ; I cannot get her to eat 
her bubble without a sqileak. Bo the 
result is we ’ve been living beyond our 
income for some time past.” 

“ But had you saved nothing at all, 
Gerald?” 

“ Oh, yes. But we broke open the 
sixpenny money-box some time ago, 
and the china pig with farthings in 
went to pay the gas bill. So now the 






landlord has put in the bailiff' — or 
rather his man/’ 

. “ Well, 1 don’t understand you,” said 
Uncle Gregory. 

“ I know ; but you will soon,” I said 
darkly as he strode away. 

When I got home that evening I 
found that our conversation had already 
borne fruit. 

Aunt Elizabeth has only Just gone,” 
said Margaret. “ She ’s been lecturing 
me on our bad management and the 
spindrift lives we Ve been leading.” 

“ Spendthrift,” I said. 

“ Yes, that sort of life. And she said 
we were disgracing the family. Bertram 
made us toast for tea, though.” 

“ The question now is, Margaret, will 
the family feel disgraced to the point 
of paying up the landlord, or will it 
not?” 

I ’m afraid it will,” said Margaret ; 
and she was right, 

A few days later we bade a reluctant i 
farewell to our visitor, for we had 
become quite fond of the kindly old 
man. ^ 

In a fortnight, however, he was back 
again, put' in by the Justly incensed 


grocer, whose seventh application on 
bright orange-paper had met with no re- 
sponse. Once more a scandalized family 
came to the rescue, and once more we 
parted from Bertram, our good old 
friend — one of our oldest, we began to 
consider him. 

On hearing of his third appearance 
in our kitchen bur relatives summoned 
us to a family council. 

** Have you any explanation to 
offer,” thundered tlie head of the clan, 
“for your disgraceful improvidence? 
Surely with your income and a little 
method ” 

“ Oh, but I 'm awfully methodical,” 
I said. “ I keep a carefully worked out 
scale of bills, which I settle in a cer- 
tain fixed order, so as to leave only one 
creditor gnashing his teeth at a time. 
First, the landlord gnashed, after him 
the grocer, then the baker. The next,” 
— consulted a note-book — “yes, the 
next to gnash is my tailor, I think,” 

“ And why on earth must you let 
things get to such a state? Surely 

with your income; ” 

^ ‘S But I ’m not complaining ; we like 
our Bertram; he’s very good com- 


pany and useful in lots of ways. He' 
dusts the cuckoo and exercises the 
carpet-sweeper. To be sure he doesn’t 
nurse the baby; but how can he? 
There isn’t ” 

“ Enough of this nonsense,” said my 
Uncle Gregory; “we mean you to 
realise that you are disgracing the 
family, and that something must be 
done.” 

“ Well, then,” I said in desperation, 
“ perhaps you can suggest some other 
way of getting a servant. You must 
admit we ’re the only members of the 
family who don’t have to answer the 
door themselves. You say we ’re dis- 
gracing you, but I think' you ought to 
be very proud of us and of Bertram the 
Faithful Retainer.” 

There was silence*; then a subdued 
rustling as the family melted slowly 
away, leaving Margaret and me to our 
triurnph. 

Three weeks later Bertram placed six 
postcards on our breakfast^table. 

Each was from an uncle, ■ aunt or 
other member of the family, and each 
bore the same words : — ^ 

“ We have the bailiffs in.” 






WAITS Ar THE OEOSS-EOxlDS, 


SeyebaIi. pairs of hestvy boats were 
dragged as lar as the lamp at tlie cross- 
roads. Then the band played. 

After a single performanoe of a carol 
tune I heard a massive form clamber- 
ing over my rockery^ and horny thumbs 
seeking the bell-push. Waving my 
retinue of servant aside, I myself 
opened the door, more in anger than in 
sorrow^ and spoke without reserve to 
the musician who stood there holding 
a dented euphonium in one hand and 
touching a few fragments of hat with 
the other. 

In a voice that was gehtte though 
husky be offered an explanation of his 
visit. There ’s some as don*t like us 
to go too far, guvnor, so we gives a 
I sample and then calls to discuss 
business.'' . _ 

'*1 don't understand," I replied* “ and 
in any ease come off those bulbs.” . 

“ S’posm' you don't 'appen to fond 
of a bit of music*" he said tolerantly,' 
‘"p'ra'ps there 'ssome— -er — friend you'd 
like us to visit, now you know our 
style. Ten chunes, carrils* and what- 


not, for seven- and-a- tanner — or *'Erald 
Angels^ over and over for five bob, 
that 'a our tariff," and he breathed on 
the breech of his instrument and 
polished it lovingly with his sleeve, 
i .1 was quick to catch his meaning, 

I and it was but the work of a moment 
* to select one of my — er — friends, 
i “ Take this seven- and-sixpence, my 
good man,” I said. He obeyed. ^‘Go 
to the Avenue, to a house named 
. * Woodsida ' ; play there. It is sure to 
,be appreciated.”. 

I returned to my fireside wdLl pleased 
to think that Eaunder, the president of 
our local orchestral society, was about 
toreceive some return for hi^ outrageous, 
conduct which compelled me to resign 
my place as second fiute, 

I could hear the shuffling of feet^ 

; but when the musicians moved away it 
; was not in the direction of the Avenue. 

' Hatless I prtrsued themn^ The one who 
had called on me turned politely to meet 
m^. ' 

Scpundrels ! I tpay you to ;go tbt 
Woodside, and foxi move off in . the op^ 
posite. direction. Give me back my 
^money/- ' ~ . 


“ Yoii said ‘ The Lilacs,' Bill,” said the , 
Cornet reproachfully ; and the Eupho- 
nium, looking puzzled* replied that 
“ The Lilacs” was certainly what he.'d 
understood the gentleman to say. 

“Some misunderstandin'. Sir," he 
said blandly, feeling in his pocket/ “If ' 
I ^d 'ad any idea it was ‘ Woodside ’ 

I couldn't never 'ave took the money. 
Couldn't 'ardly go back to ‘Woodside,' 
could we, Sam?” 

“ Imposserble,’ ’ said the ' Cornet* 

“Go backl What do you mean?” 

I asked. 

“ Well, guvnor,” said the Euphonium, 

“ if we was to go playin’* at * Woodside ' 
the gent there would want to know why 
we wasn't up 'ere playin' outside o' your 
^ouse, like what 'e told us ; ” and he 
banded me three half-crowns, two of 
which, I subsequently discovered, were 
bad ones. . , 


“OTO THOUGHT TO-DAY.- | 
Larg& streams i^om little fountains Saw, 

, Tail mts from litt^ acoims grosw*.” 

Daily Pajom\ 

Wo hope the Eooi>-GoHTRQia»Bfi knows 
about 4his._ , 




THE WAR ON WONDERLAND. 

[The Dotfcoressa Montessori, the renowned Italian Educationalist, 
formerly lecturer on Pedagogical Anthropology in the University of 
Rome, has, during her recent visit to England, publicly commented 
on , and justified the absence of fairy-tales in the modem 'Italian 
system of children’s education.] • “ 

The learned Dottoressa Montbssobi, 

Whom neo-Pestalozzians idolize, ' * 

Crowning her with a special crown of glory — , ^ 

A halo of a supra- normal size, . . 

But whom Victorians, whether Whig or Tory, 

' Eegard with dubious or indifferent eyes, 

Has eloquently ventured to assail 
The domination of the Fairy Tale. 

Little she cares for Andersen or GIrimm, 

And all the wizards who have long beguiled 
With their caprice and fantasy and whim 
* The instincts of the self-expressing child; 

Great Pan is dead, and now along with him 
The fays must follow, ruthlessly exiled 
By fiat of the famous Dottoressa 
And’ the enlightened teachers of Odessa. 

Avaunt, then, elf and mannikin and pixie ; 

Avaunt, O tribe of leprechauns and gnomes;. 
Avaunt, troll, imp and watersprite and nixie,;^ ^ 

You are not fit for self-respecting homes ^ 


. Beings so wayward, so detached and tricksy, 

Affront the latest grandeur that is Eome’s; 

We have no longer any use or need 
For Puch or Peaseblossom or Mustardseed, 

Well, well, itds an arduous task, I trow, 

To keep the realm of Oberon out of bounds 
, While still the horns of elf4andiaintly blow, . 
Charming initiate ears with delicate sounds. 

And while the little people come and go 

On lone enchanted knolls and mossy mounds, 

I ' With Wajdteb de liA Marev “ E. F.'^and Yeats, 

I Warders and watchers of the ivory gates- 

And you, Signora, who would banish fairies, 

-Take heed lest your emancipative zeal 
In extirpating fanciful vagaries , ' ' : 

' Estrange you^ friends and limit your appeal'; 

Of wonder and surprise each child the heiD is, 

And ^tis a crime that heritage to steal ; “ 

Eatber let lis the children's treasure cherfsh. 

For where no vision is-the people pmsh. * 

Notice received’ from a laundry--not in Iceland i — 

“Ife is expected that all Lanndries^will be overwhelmed wiidi wm-fc 
atUhristmas time. To prevent delay and disappbnitment vaBAvould | 
urge all our Ctistbmers tb ' ' " ! 

SEim !CHB EXTRA. ChEISTMAS WASHING ETTRI^ THE EIBST 
TWO WEER.S IN DECEMBER."^ " 




PUNCH, OR THE LONDON, CHARIVARI. [Deoembeb 24 , 1919 . 


: two nights. I noticed that she went “ Yes, if you like to put it that way.” 

AUCTION HANDICAPPING. up to four diamonds and five no- “ We start fair and level again ? 

“ 

^Ky7wraW?ha?Tou M^got does go a bit above her » Well.of allthe-the-Scotchmen.” 
”•* pit »P 1 L . . .tmkei a. hole out • shiUmg, a aixpeuee_ end two 




I can give you two strokes a 


sixpence 


and two 


non, talking indistinctly through the 
bottom of his tumblei'. 


vould that do as a basis ? 


looked thoughtfully at the one-and- 


” I don’t see how it =would work,” eightpence, and then slowly returned 


the~contrarv there were plenty Vernon answered. it to his pocket. . ^ 

gUddet,; buttheiptotpriooweatoo ,, tbongSW I wSri'dl't SeSTou ’ 

'^r^t-fb&eettodbe^uto " 

you have won two evenings at bridge, golf, so you wiU give me thirty-six able to sleep for joy. 

We did rather better to-night/* points on a rubber of auction— below v 'i* * 

«® Yes,^S vSn : ylu were only the line, of course.” . , ^ , Next evening we played on the three 

eieht hundred down to-night and twelve “But that would be a game right bisques per rubbei basis. On the first 

ffirerdown laTn away,” Vernon objected. hand Margot and I had an absolutely 

“An^o^^it^ghtbeworse.” “Not necessarily," I said. “You fool-proof heart call, and went out 

“ffiohhow’’’ see. I might elect to take eighteen with four tricks. In the next game 

“We might have been playing for points on the first game and the other we went a thin diamond and made 
half-a-cr^n a hundred insteal of ten- eighteen on the second or third-i two tricks, fourteen, and, taking three 
pence a thousand/* there was a third. Then Margot and bisques, twenty-one, ran out game and 

“I thought it was twopence a million.** I would only want two tricks in clubs rubber. i t j 

“Did YOU?*’ I said. “Then it's or better to take us out/* The next rubber, after several hands, 

lucky for me I didn*t win. I should ‘‘I see your idea, of course,’* Vernon made them twenty-four to our twenty- 
hate to have trouble with you in your said, “ but it sounds a bit complicated, one i^J^he first game. W_e had 
owm house about the stakes.** Mine was to let you score game at to hold up our bisques, and a lucky odd 

“Don't worry about that,” said Ver- twenty points, and Ethel and I would trick in spades took us out. In the 
non kindly. “ We could soon settle the have to make the usual thirty. That 's second game Vernon and Ethel had a 
trouble outside the house. At least you giving you a third of the game— fairly little slam in no trumps, 
would be outside/* generous, I think.” , . ** Game and game,' said Vernon 

“Thanks,” I said, rising. “I can “ For a Yorkshireman, perhaps it is. joyously, 
take a hint as well as any man.” I give you thirty-six strokes a round “ No, I said, “ on the contmiy, we 

“Yes,” said Vernon. “And, being at golf and you offer me a third— six take our three bisques here, and that s 
Scotch, you can take a drink as well as strokes — at auction. Of course you rubier to us. 

any two men. Help yourself, and sit can’t play golf for nuts.” “Hang i^all, we ve made game, 

(jown ” ' ” No more can you auction,” Vernon haven't we ? ” 

I did both. said hastily. “ Perhaps. It *s rather a technical 

“Look here, Sandy,” said Vernon, “ That completes my case, m’lud,” I point; but three bisques m no trumps 
“ I don’t like winning your money.” said, rising to my feet and sitting down is game to us, and two games make a 
“ Being a Yorkshireman, it must out again. . rubber. I stand by my agreement, 

you to the heart.” “ Surely,” Vernon grumbled, “ if I let “ Yes, the Scotchman keeps the Sab- 

“ I 'm going to offer you a handicap,” you score game at twenty, that *s good bath and everything else he can lay his 
Vernon said. “ You see, there *s prac- enough for you ? ” hands on.” 

tically nothing to choose between our “ No,*.* I answered, “ not nearly. But ^ “ Including his bargain,” I said, “ and | 

wives.” Ill compromise with you. ITL take his temper.” 

“ I *ve only one,” I said, “ and I three bisques in each rubber.” After that Ethel suggested tactfully 

prefer her to any other. And you “ Three points, do you mean ? *' that handicapping by bisques seemed 

wouldn’t have said that about them if “ No. Three tricks, of the current rather silly, and Margot that it was a 

they hadn’t gone upstairs half-an-hour value, at any time just after a hand fine evening for snooker pool. B* K. R. 

'* A V. ^ T^ll WITT 1^1Cirtl-|AO ■ 


tically nothing to choose between our 
wives.” i 

“I’ve only one,” I said, “and I 
prefer her to any other. And you 
wouldn’t have said that about them if 


ago.' • 

“Let’s talk sense,” said Vernon, a 
little testily. 

“ Well, you begin.” 

“ I *m quite serious,” said Vernon ; 


finishes. And I’ll take my bisques — ^ z= ; 

said Vernon, a singly or all in a lump, just as I Sport in Ireland. 

please. » Hotbu., County Donegal. 

Vernon thought over this a moment. g^fo sea bathing; salmon and trout fishing ; 
said Vernon; “I don't mind trying that, just for roughs hooting during winter months.” 
a run for your fun. And I don't mind betting you . Sporting Paper. 


“I want you to have a run for your fun. And I don't mind betting you 
money. So I propose to give you a three to one in half-crowns that you 


handicap.” won’t win, even with three bisques.” A Situation de Luxe. 

“I’ve got one already,” I objected. “I’ll take that,” I said, “over the “Cook-General wanted; good home and 
“As .they don’t play for anything and next three nights.” good wages ; work all put out.” Local Paper. 

as I play with Margot and as she is “ Good,” said Vernon, chuckling. This is the sort of place all the girls 

your wife she gets half of ^rour winnings, “Of course we are making a fresh are looking for ; as our cook called it, 
She must be tenpence in over these start ? ” I asked. 1 “ the sinecure of every eye/* 





J?rofit$CT's Wife {to ladyi who has hoBfi hrouyht by d friend)* ‘*Now won t rocr vLkY to t^s? 

Guest, ‘*I*M BOBBY, I don’t PLAY THE PIANO. , I ’M A BIPPLBDSE.” 

Profiteer's Wife. O b, I do hope you’ve brought your instrument.’’ 


SANTA CLAUS. 

Beyond the Pole’s remotest floes, 
Beyond the land where Esquimaux 
Harry the furtive seal and dare 
The pimply walrus in his. lair, . 

YouTl find — if you should chance to 
‘ ' reach • . 

That distant spot— -a silvery beach 
Stretching away to uplands wide 
Where herds of reindeer, gentle^eyed. 
Browse upon toothsome herbs that grow 
All warm and snug beneath 'th'e" snow, 
And frosty gnomes in jerkin's blue, 

The keepers of the caribou, ^ ~ | 

Come for the rnilk that never fails 
To fill their silver milkipg-pails., - 
Wide-horned and fleeter than a bird 
The great white fathers of the herd 
Browse near their less imposing wives, 
Impatient till the hour arrives’ " 
When, from High Berglahd’s starlit 
plain, 

Great Santa Claus rides South again 
With simply sacks and sacks of toys 
Eor well-conducted girls and boys. 
High-perched above the soundless 
: strand,. 

Where marble-stiff the billows stand, 
Yet sheltered from the Arctic breeze 


By groves of sparkling Christmas-trees, 
Where blood-root and the Christmas 
rose 

And every flower that braves the snows 
Bloom, ’and the tender .snowdrop 
.smiles . . ‘ 

And dreams of sun-enchanted isles — 

A long,’ low log-house all of fir ' ' 

Is" full of bustle, noise lind stir, 

As, spurred and booted, Santa comes 
And stamps his feet and blows' his 
^ thumbs 

And leaps into his jingling sleigh, 
Cryingv- “Heigh presto ! Harkaway I 
Expect me back on’Ghristmas morn ; 
G6d'‘ bless" my soul! where is that 
^ born?” 

Oh, week by week and day by day 
. Old ‘Santa* OlaUs has worked away 
^ With gnomes in hundreds at his beck 
To nail and glue, to pack and check 
i Horses and dolls and Noah’s Arks 
And fubsy dogs with lifelike barks, 
Soldiers and picture-books and guns 
And. woolly lambs for little ones. 

So, children, be most awfully good 
And fold your clothes, as children 
should; , ^ 

Don’t tease the cat or anger Cook 
Or'dog’s-ear Eather s history book, ’ 


Or make Nurse have to tell you twice 
That “ Shan’t ” and ** Cheese it ” are 
not nice. 

Then, when on Christmas morn you rise 
And pierce the gloom with eager eyes, 
Wond’ring if Santa ’s been and gone, 
While Nannie slumbers grossly on. 

Why, then— oh, then 1 think you ’ll find 
That Santa Claus has left behind, 
Within your stocking’s bulging toe, 

The very toys you longed for so. 

’ Algol. 

Tough Propositions. 

“ GEESE.—Three Geese for Sale. — Apply 

Bubber Oo .” — Local Pdjper. , 

A goo'd seleotipE of Eancy liOathorEoods.” 

Tradesman's Cirezilar, 

i — - ' . *11 

“ The bride’s dress was composed of a deli- 
cate pale tone of silk apricot georgette, whick 
harmonised charmingly with a hat of brown 
velvet and fine straw, set off with a bunch of 
cigarettes at one side.” — Scotch Paper. 

We thought it was only widows who 
wore >veeds^ | 

“Wanted good, single-handed Servant, 
entire charge of small house. Be good plain 
, cook,”r— OTtwrcTt Times, 

“ Be good, plain cook, and let who can 
be clever 1 ” 









Monday, December 15th — A humble 
apology by Lord Stanhope for his 
share in the Douglas-Pennant inquiry 
furnished Lord Cubzon with an oppor- 
tunity for administering to the House 
of Lords as a whole a tremendous 
dressing-down. By its impulsive action 
it had inflicted pain upon a number of 
innocent people and cost the State ten 
thousand pounds. Lord Salisbuey 
made a mild protest against the manner 
of this castigation ; but the other Peers 
seemed to think it more judicious to 
kiss the rod than to provoke its further 
exercise. 

With the acceptance of the Commons’ 
Amendments, the Church ** Enabling ” 
Bill surmounted its final obstacle. A 
measure blessed by the Archbishop of 
Canterbuby, on the ground that it will 
strengthen the national character of the 
Church of England, and welcomed by 
Lord Haldane because, in his opinion/ 
it will turn the Church into a sect and 
lead to its disestablishment, has obvi- 
ously a great, if somewhat doubtful, 
future before it. 

In the Commons Sir Auckland 
Geddes admitted that there had been 
an enormous increase in the importa- 
tion of German toys, but, when pressed 
to prohibit it in the interests of 
British manufacturers, indicated that 
such action was not immediately ur- 


A MINISTERIAL CHRISTMAS PARTY. 
‘There are toys and toys Auckland Geddes. 


gent, remarking oracularly, ** There are ' 
toys and toys.” When a child, he him- 
self, for example, was quite content 
with a lump of coal as a plaything. 

Having been otherwise employed last 
Thursday, the Prime Minister ap- 
peared in the House this afternoon and 
gave a great deal of miscellaneous but 
not very detailed information. Thus, of 
his conversations with M. Clemenceau 
the only definite result recorded was 
that the French Government had been 
given leave to float a loan in this 
country. Hence, no doubt, the smile 
on the face of the Tiger depicted in 
last week’s cartoon. Mr. Billing's 
untimely curiosity as to whether the 
loan would be in the form of Premium 
Bonds was not appeased.' The peace- 
offer conveyed by M. Litvinoff to the 
British Minister at Copenhagen had 
been returned unopened (how did^the 
Government ’ know it was a peace- 
offer?), and the Bolshevists were told, 
if they wanted peace, to seek it .from 
Generals Koltchak and Denikin.- 

As for Ireland there was to be no 
Home Eule Bill this Session, but only 
a statement “ in outline ’* of what next 
year’s Bill would probably be. Mr. 
Devlin’s protest against the priority 
given to the Irish Education Bill led Sir 
Edward Carson to ask whether educa- 
tion was not far more important than 


Home Eule. There dc^os not seem much 
to choose between them if we accept the 
Nationalist leader’s retort that “the 
more you educate the Irish people the 
greater rebels they will become.” 

Tuesday, December 16th — ^The Lords 
sat up till nearly midnight with the 
Government of India Bill, which, de- 
spite some severe criticisms by Lord 
Ampthill, who described the author of 
the ineasure as “a globe-trotting doc- 
trinaire,” and an eleventh-hour attempt 
by Lord MacDonnell to eliminate the 
“ dyarchy,” was safely piloted through 
Committee by Lord Sinha, himself the 
strongest argument for its^ provisions 
and the most hopeful augury of its 
success. .*■ 

The Commons were surprised to learn 
that there is one manual worker in 
this country who has neither received 
nor claimed increased remuneration 
since the War, although he carries out 
his duties with such efficiency that no 
complaints are ever heard from those 
for whom they are performed. His 
case would long ere this, no doubt, have 
been taken up by the Labour party, 
but for a not unnatural reluctance to | 
stand on the same platform as the 
Public Executioner. 

Mr, Egberts cannot meet the request 
for a reduction in the price of milk 
until the British cow ceases to ca’canny. 





Optimists credit : her with a poten- style a^d the artless manner in which ing upon this sudden unanimity, dryly 
tial production o£ two gallons a day, he cloaked irrelevance under the guise observed that, as Mr. Devlin took so 
hut at present she refuses to give even of legitinmte curiosity he recalled the much interest in the teachers, it was a 
aamuch as ane-and-a-half. triumphs of the late Mr. J. G. Biggar. pity that he had net allowed their Bill 

The Irish Education Bill was down So the night wore on, until at eight- to come on last night, 
for second reading to-night, but the fifteen the adjournment motion came. It is fortunate that the Minister 
Nationalist Members, knowing perhaps Gomparatively little was said about for Iiaboub is a Scotchman. A mere 
that .their Ulster brethren were very The Frmnm's Jomnal Mr. T. P. Southron would not have known what 
anxious to furtdier its progress, were O’Connob^s spe^h was chiefly com- to make of an inquiry whether a certain 
determined to delay it. So first, with posed of extracts from The Times, a workman had, for failing to pay bis 
the assistance of the “Wee Ereea’* and journal of which I should judge him to rates, been** threatened with diligence,'' 
the Lahoux men, they secured leave to be a more diligent student. Mr. Adam- and might have been tempted to reply 
move the adjournment in order to call son’s was almost entirdy devoted to that he W£ts very glad to hear it. But 
attention to the suppression of The the hard ease of the Irish motor-driver^. Sir EoBERT Horne, of course, knew 
Freeman’s Journal by the military who have elected to lose their liveli- very well that “ diligence ” is Scots for 
authorities in Ireland. And then, to hood rather than apply for a Govern- “distraint/* 

make assurance donbleisure, they set to ment permit; and the Irish Attorney- Sir Egbert was also called upon to 
work to obstruct the Votes for the Air Genebal. had professional scruples say why “immobile'* members of the 
Service and the Army, against freely handling a case that is Women’s Corps were deprived of the 

Mr, E. Kelly, the Member for East sul> judice. The Government had a unemployment benefits accorded to 
Donegal, particularly' distinguished big .majority in the ensuing division; “mobile womm** in the same corps, 
himself* During the first part of the hut the Nationalists had secured their and made serious and suitable reply* 
Session, I learn from the Par object, for it was by that time too late But did I,, or did I not, hear him bum- 
Gazette, he spoke only seven columns to atari the Education BiU. ming under his breath, “2/a donna i 

oi Hansard. This afternoon he more Wednesday, Fteoemher 17th. — Mr, mebile'*? . 

than doubled his total output, and dis- Bonab Law announced that he could not A long debate an the Appropriation 
played an astonishing thirst for infor- fimd further time for the Education Bill Bill might be summed up in a ringle 
mation on such diverse questions as the this Session. Sir Edward Carson put in phrase from 'the Chancellor of the 
demobilisation of the W.E.A[E/s, the apleafor thelrish teachers, thusrobhed BxcHEQXJEB:“WehadtorepeatcQm- 
window-cleaning of barracks, the opti- of an inerease in their emoluments; monplaces until we really acted upon 

cal instruments supplied to pilots, the and Mr, Devlin, perceiving that he had them.** . — 

charting of the atmosphere and the allowed the Ulsto leader to secure a More Profiteering, 

commandeering of meadow-land for tactical aid vantage; jumped up to sup- «SEcammAND Pram, new condition t cost 
aerodromes. By the copiousness of his port his appeaL Mir- Law, comment^ 1 l2/-recen% ; HrgMn, iiilt 10/-.*’— I*oca2P«^ 
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GAENISHEB. 

[By means of a ‘‘garnisliee ^ order issuing 
from a Maste? in Chambers and served on the 
debtor’s banker, a creditor is able to appro- 
priate, to the extent of his claim, any monies 
standing to the debtor’s credit at the bank.] 

Was it a lawyer who, with the im- 
mortal ineumbent of Eversley in his 
mind, said, “ It 's a fine day. Let ’s go 
and writ somebody ” ? 

Anyway, that fine old sportsman, 
Ai‘buthnot,of Arbuthnot Brothers, Sons, 
Nephews, Pilkington and Arbuthnot, is 
a great believer in this maxim. He 
knows all the legal pack of sleuth-hounds 
well, and has hunted many a time and 
oft with them (one at a time, as is the 
custom with this pack) — Writ, Sum- 
mons, AfiSdavit, Discovery, Interpleader, 
Distringas, TtespassJ Order, Appear- 
ance, Verdict, Judgment, Taxed Costs 
and the rest. If "tie has a favourite 
among them, though, it is Oarnishee 
— by Payment out of Bank Account. 

In Sei^ V, , J mhins. more than h«df the 
pack had run^ but had failed to W'ing 
down the quarry (Jenkihsf). I should 
have let it (and Joking) go at thai but 
Arbqthnot’s blood Wjajs up and he wired 
me- the following hunting fcture 
, ‘‘Thursday. Meefeai^P^w Courts, 

■Jkbdthnot and'.I up^ alfeost 


' simultaneously and dismounted (he 
: from Taxi, I from my more sober steed 
— old Mobus), and wo wont straight 
up to the Master and asked leave to 
put Garnishee on the scent* Permis- 
sion being given, x^rbuthnot remounted 
and the ehase began. 

The affair was too exciting Jor me 
and I hacked quietly home on Mobus, 
but from Arbuthnot’s account tbe-run 
must have been a wonderful sight. 
Jenkins, who had early got wind of 
danger, broke cover, it.seems, from Bed 
Lion Square (where he, had lain doggo 
for some time), ran through Gray’s Inn 
Passage, along Holborn and crossed the 
Viaduct well ahead. Turning sharply 
to the right through Old Bailey be 
breasted LudgatC 'Hill, and by way of 
the old W^atling Stre^ headed straight 
.for Barclay’s Bank^ where safety lay. 
He didn’t know, but instinctively "felt 
that Garnishee washout for his blood. 

* Arbuthnot by another route, not 
knowing the quarry had! scented dan- 
ger^ and urging Taxi to" t^e last two- 
ipenee, hoped* to head off his vietim 
before hecouM re^h the Bank. Gar- 
nishee, he said, was quite in order, Imfc 
;should'haw%eeu put on sooner. 

There was a view halloa by Budge 
Bow; Jenkins, his tongue hanging out, 


was visibly tiring, and Arbuthnot 
bribed Taxi to further efiorts. 

I’m sorry for Arbuthnot — personally, 
I mean ; I don’t car© two straws for his 
brothers, sons, nephews, the deluded. 
Pilkington, or the Arbuthnot who brings 
up the rear (probably to keep Pilkington 
from bolting) — because Jenkins, wiio 
knows the country better, by- devious 
lanes and by-ways reach^ the Bank 
first and had withdrawn, leaving no 
trace (not even the scent of a Brac&iry 
or Pisher) by the time Arbuthnot ^rode 
up with his beloved Garnishee ; for 
When they got there the ledger was bare 
. And so the poor hound got none. 

Fuoun ix)'WNr . - 

Self-raising Flour lOd. per quartern/* 

You see the difficulty ? * It simply imn’t 
stay down. ' 

From a football report -.-y- ' 

“ One of the centres has come td the front 
very rapidly, and may go further.” 

Vmly Fa^cr, 

‘Possibly even as far as the goal. 

Excjerpt from schoolboy’s letter : — 

“ I have not -written lately to yod, for I have 
been confined to the sanitorium^mtha b^ 
chial guitar.” 

A very wheezy instrument. 
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A DEMOBILISED HUSTLER, g 

In another sphere George’s forceful 
personality might have been a valuable b 
asset, but to appoint him caretaker and n 
doorkeeper of our local Natural History h 
Museuin was akin to installing an elec- h 
trio dynamo to wind up a watch. It h 
was typical of his enthusiastic nature 
that he immediately proposed to; do-, n 
nate to the institution his collection 
of curios, comprising (a) a variety of f 

silk-woven postcards representing-' two 

hands fervidly clasped beneath the flags 6 
of the Allies and inscribed Souvenir .dd \ 
France; ” (Z>) the handle of a rum-jar, g 
the remainder having been shattered i 
by a rifle bullet (at least that y7as ^ 
George’s explanation of its non- arrival ] 
in the front line, he being company- e 
runner at the time), and (c) > piece bf t 
shrapnel alleged to have been extracted 
from George’s right tibia, a statement 
that lacked confirmatory evidence. i 
George furthermore suggested that he t 
might in his official capacity deliver 1 
short lectures describing them to vis- ] 
itors, any profits resulting therehom { 
being regarded as his particular per- j 
quisites. . [ ^ * 

Unhappily the Committee did not ' 
see its way clear , to accept George’s ; 
offer, which confirmed his impression : 
that they -were a retrograde and re- , 
actionary body. George expressed this i 
conviction to Constable Gurney, his 
ex-platoon sergeant, who was shelter- 
ing in the museum lobby against the 
inclemency of the weather. 

“This ain’t a museum,” said George ; 
“it’s a blessed mausoleum. There 
ain’t no punch about it. They carry on 
with the same old show of stuffed 
birdses and dusty skellingtons that they 
’ad twenty years ago; an’ the gate 
receipts is dwindling to nothing. All 
day I comb the cob^yebs out of , my 
’air and brush the mould from my uni- 
form. It ’s the most gorgeous monu- 
ment of nothing doing I ever saw -since 
our old Sergeant Drummer was de- 
mobilized.” 

“ You never was one for a quiet 
life, George,” said the policeman, “else 
you ^d ’ave joined the Force. Let well 
alone.” ^ ' 

“ Not for me. I Ve a certain pride 
in being alive. What ’s wanted ’ere is 
a few good posters an* a constant 
change of programme. I’ve seen a 
potty little museum in wakes -week 
with only a two-’eaded calf or a five- 
legged sheep drawing bigger money 
than we do. Bub a natural * ’istory 
specimen hasn’t got a chawnce of living 
in one of our glass cases unless it can 
perduce a certificate that it ’s been 
dead at least twenty years, an’ the 
'deader it is the ’igher it*stands on the 


pay list. I reckon the Committee is 
elected the same way too.” 

Constable Gurney proceeded on ms 
beat, feeling that George’s stay at the 
museum' was not likely to be long, and 
he was liot surprised when the latter 
hailed him a fortnight later and said 
1 he was leaving at the end of the \^ek. 

I gave you a month,” replied Gur- 
ney.'. ‘‘ 'Ow did it ’appen? ” 

“The Committee of Somnambulists 
find me too' disturbing," said George. 

“ First, I ’ad a bit of trouble with em 
over’, the skeUingtons. I pointed out 
’ow ( they collected the dust, an’ sug- 
gested running ’em over with a clean- 
ing' rag an’ a bit of bianco to freshen 
’em up. They was horrified, an’ said if 
I laid a^ finger on any of the specimens 
except in the way of kindness I’d have 
to quit, an’ stay quit. 

“ Well, a few days later I was a bit 
vigorous with one of the heggs — I dis- 
reniember its Latin name, but I think 
they call it a Ked-biUed Wingo Bird’s 
Hegg— ’an it crumbled up in my ’and. 
It was about the size of a duck’s hegg, 
an’ very rare, an’ I ’esitated about tell- 
ing ’em. Instead I provided a sub- 
stitoot. Never mind ’qw I got it — it 
i were a good substitoot, superior to my 
I mind than the original. ' A day or two 
L later an old gent— one of our few regu- 
• lar customers — was lookin’ over our 
1 collection of heggs, an’ ’e spotted my 
\ substitoot. 

“ ‘ Strange I never noticed that be- 
) fore,*-*e murmured. 'A most remark- 


able specimen of the Ovum Thtiigahob- 
imtis. I ’ve never seen one before with 
such vivid and well-defined markings.’ 

“ ’E went away in a state of great ex- 
citement, and I reckon ’emust 'ave sent 
the fiery cross an’ - tocsin amongst' the 
Associated Union of Orthinolo^sts, for 
the next few days our turnstiles was 
clicking like a Cup- Final. It was the 
biggest boom in the whole of our natural 
.’istory, an’ I expected every day the 
Committee would turn over in its sleep 
an’ notice there was something doing, 
then interest began to die down a bit 
an’ the moss started sprouting again in 
the lobby. 

‘This won’t do, George,’ says I to 
myself. ‘ If you don’t keep things mov- 
ing the place will be dozing ofi* again. 
It’s up to you to wake up the Siester 
Society in spite of itself. If one hegg 
is enough to draw a decent gate,’ says 
I, ‘ with a whole laying we ought to get 
a regular riot.’ 

- “So I made my preparations, an* I 
set about it ; but the Chairman unex- 
pectedly ’appened to drift in just as I 
was a-touching up all the heggs in our 
. collection with a paint-brush ah’ a few 
tins of enamel, ahd-^ ” ' ^ 


George now occupies a conspicuous 
position outside the local cinema palace, 
and wears a uniform resembling that of 
a Field-Marshal in the Mexican Army, 
ornamented with the facings of a Chilian 
Bear- Admiral. He reports huge busi- 
ness, and money turned away nightly, , 

OLD SIR ARCHIBALD. 

A Christmas Carol. 

Old Sir Archibald looked out , 

With a. sense of grievance ; 

This was partly due to gout, 

Partly to St. Stephen’s ; 

Whitely lay the winter’s snow ; 

Shone the moon with clarity ; 
Several people down below 
Stood demanding charity. 

Silver in a shining spate 
- From his hand departed ; 

Thereupon the eldest wait 

Touched his cap and started *. — 
“Following ancestral use, 

Sir, the village choir would 
Much appreciate a goose 
And some logs^for firewood. 

“ Hither, Alfred,” cried the Squire, 

“ Hie thee to the larder ; 

Give these men what they require, 
Though the times bo harder.” 
Alfred’s brain began to jump; 

Thus his thoughts he fashioned 
Is the old boy off his chump ? 

Don’t he know we ’ro rationed ? 

“ Sir,” he said, “ out there I see 
Bill the breeches-maker ; 
Comfortably off is ho, 

’ So is Bert the baker ; 

Then there’s that thep ’EneryMeek 
Buns a soda fountain, 
u Earns his eight pound ten a week, 

5 And the profit ’s mountin’, 

c “ Bring them port and caviare I 
5 Bring them pearl and ruby ! ! 

5 Each of them there blokes is far 
1 Eicher nor what you be *, 
a Still, Sir, as you seem a bit 
? Keen on this yer giving, 

There are some that ’s far more hit 
t By the cost of living.” 

^ “ Alfred,” said the grey-haired Bart., 

“ After what you ’ve hinted 
^ I suppose I ’ll have to part ; . 

No one shall be stinted ; 

When you’ve fed the village band 
As in bygone ages, 

^ Kindly close the window and 
Take a rise in wages.” 

Gentles who have been enthralled 
I By this simple ditty, 

t- Imitate Sir Archibald, 

I On the poor have pity ; 

ir Yuletide, at which pedants scoff, 
w ■ Need have no detractors, 

‘ Now it makes men better off 

Than their benefactors. Evoe. 




Pbopessob. to TAKE Habold TO THE AiHENiBUM BAST HiGHT. {In mmous under- 


A RATION OF PEARLS. 


When I was told that 'Emily Jane 
had gone to a matinee at a certain House 
I had a conviction that she was not 
aware that the usual variety show had 
given place that afternoon to a per- 
formance of The Trojan Women, As 
she cleared away the remains of my 
breakfast on the following morning she 
entertained me with the following ver- 
sion of her experiences : — 

. An’ that wos ’ow we never 
rumbled they wosn’t givin’ a proper 
show, an’ I ses to Perce we ain’t 'arf 
lite, and ’e ses never mind, and bort 
two forties. ’Arf-a-crahn each they 
corst ’im. But I thort it funny to see 
two clergymen walking into a music- 
’all as bold as brass, an’ I nudges 
Perce ; but ’e ses, wot of it, they like 
their bit of fun, ’specially them wot ’s 
bin chaplins. So I ses nuiOfink; but 
wen we wos settled dahn in our seats 
I see more parsons, and pile-ficed young 
fellers wiy glasses, an’ I thinks to me- 
self, these ain’t the kind to join in no 
choruses, and I ses to Perce we bin ’ad. 
f‘An’ wen the show started, blimey 


wot a set-aht ! No band, an’ ’ardly any 
scenery but some pilfers. An’ then ’er 
wot wos the Queen went prf the deep 
end somethink orful abahb ’er ’ardships, 
an’ grahsed abaht losin’ the war for 
a ’arf-hour on end . , , An’ then a 
norficer come ’an took a kid orf of his 
ma. Pore little blighter, e’ didn’t ’arf 
’ave to go froo the ’oop ! ” [A kind 
heart beats beneath the rough exterior 
of Emily Jane.] “ Took ’im an’ froo 
’im ’orf of a cliff, they did. Me an’ 
Perce wos waiting to ’ear ’im bump, 
but, lor, they wasn’t up to no effecks like 
that. , . An’ that just started the ole 

Queen orf agine. My, she didn’t 'arf 
lead orf abaht them soldiers ! ” 

** The Greeks,” I remarked. 

“ Yus, that ’s it," Greeks — a lot of 
blighters, Perce ses ; they done the dirty 
on *im too, in Salonika it wos, for two 
drackmy in ’is chinge for som'e figs , , , 
And then the flighty hit corpe on wot 
wos the cause of prl the trouble ; and 
the Queen didn't ’arf tell ’er ’orf neither: 
she, called ’er all the mmes she could 
lay ’er tongue to. Talk abaht getting the 
bird , • , an’ I ses to PerCe, I. ses, * ’Ere 
1 1 ’m abaht ■ fed up, let 's ’op it ; ’ but ’e 


’ad a progrem wot said somethink abaht 
some dances, and ’e set on an* on, ’opin’ 
against ’ope — as if they could dance wiv 
no band an’ all . . , An’ so they kep’ 
on jawing an’ walking abaht the marble 
floor wiv no shoes nor stockings on — 
not reel marble itwosn’t, or it wouldn’t 
’arf have bin piccadilly for their plates 
of meat.” 

When Emily Jane lapses into rhym- 
ing slang I become filled with a cold fury, 

“The fault is yours,” I said bitterly, 
“if you did not appreciate' the play. 
It is the work of a Greek tragic poet 
who lived oyer two thousand years ago. 
The author IS still the undisputed mas- 
ter of pathos.” ' 

‘‘Two fahsand , years ago I” she ex- 
claimed as she vanished with the tray 
and slamrned the door, ' “No wonder 
it ’s a back number. An* if,” she 'con- 
tinued, raising, her voice stair by stair 
as she descended — “ an’ if any of our 
iawfers tries to perdooce stuff like that, 
wiv, no joy-walk nor nuffink, you can 
tike it from me it ’ll be a wash-out.” 

And there, blushing for our genera- 
tion, I find myself in complete agree- 
:ment with Einily Jane. 
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- ~~ “ Go on, Hooley ; I become intrigued.” never yet been organised . W e propose 

THE ACTIVE SERVICE SUPPLY CO., LTD. .< Thought you would. Sir. If I may to supply entertaining and remunerative 
As I fouehfcmv wav in mufti through say so, we often used to wonder what upheavals to suit every taste and of 

SSSS3H 

a-boop smartness, a velour hat on one save you au a iob oi woiry. "nrovide tho 

phU' AXl“Sg-yS wid°.”K 

your Company going Sret^y ^adSbJavJi^^ 

» It s a pleasure to meet you o the first place to be a kind belong to any combatant category but 

I knew him-oh, I knew him. The of a registry; gentlemen on the look- 
worst bombardier in the old Battery, out for a war will have their names added to the dividend ot those who 

Ct the bSSr; sometimes down in our books and other people “ fX“4ties 

feet village idiot, sometimes, when it who have a promising war up their ticipation m hostihties. _ 
suited hif book (or shall I say his con- sleeve, but nobody to develop it, will be “The thmg has an allunng sound, 
I'vri ?n .i.a.ia»dlpl.-lp.tinto..hwiththa„. I ao.’t ima. I .Md. .■D,opm .»lm.^^h. 

Xutl“^ertoS| " .. nice war on hand, wiU 

him off in the office, ,j.j TCT |r K..rr Delighted. Sir-if 

and.he to anauseme » r you’ll just pay your 

magnammously with fA W ■> first call on allotment ; 

tine°was,*I suppose, half-a-crowh per one 

by *the Hun, but one’s ^ wasn’t necessar^ to be 

K*”Tl?qS IS been^atten^g.Share- 

after the usual ritual 1 j | , SSaXtoTcom- 

°^“®S!sM^orked oilmM'K -L. JUi n ■ ^atantsmustbeshare- 

;at>e_ docks for a tl , I .f£n I’ll post- 

’ Sited ^ the a\w! ’ " ^ ~ pone my application, 

■ He said he could nut . . Hooiey. 

fV.^» fdao-v nn Unclo Jamcs (who after kouTs of maJuing up rather fanoios hi mself OS Father Christ‘ “For old times’ 

anv old Sldier so I , sake. Sir. let me put 

as^d if he ’d ever I s you down for a couple 

heSd g «.o ! of shares at leasl-or 

and he said, “ No,” and I said, “ Then I gine you yourself have any idea of the I make it half-a-erown.” ■ 


iCJUU ViJlAeUKO AU-A^JU, OWAUOUAJ-1.4WO, - 'n V I trpU 

suited his book (or shall I say his con- sleeve, but nobody to develop it, wiU be ibe 
duct sheet?), a suave and subtle diplo- 1 put in touch with them. I don t ima- 1 sa>icL* 
mat. Turn and turn I 


about I used to tick 
him off in the office, 
and he to amuse me 
magnanimously with 
the gloves. This rou- /# 

tine was, I suppose, ^ 

frequently disturbed 
by the Hun, but one’s 
memory is selective. ii 

“ What are you do- _ | , |j | 
ing with yourself now, ■ ' 'i i' f. 'i 'i 
Hooley?” I inquired [ . 
after the usual ritual , ; j . 
of reininiscence. J s Ijo 

Well, Sir, I worked ■ 'Ji.j Jlffl 

^ at the docks for a 
; while, till the foreman - ' : ■ 

: insulted the Army. 

■ He said he could put 
the fear of death on 
any old soldier, so I 
asked if he’d ever 

heard a 6*9 coming, 

and he said, " No,” and I said^ 


IF'" 

/L ^ 






Uncle James (who after hours of mahing up rather fancies himself as Father Christ- 
mas). ‘*WnLL, M'S* LITTLE MAN, AND DO YOU ENOW WHO I AM?” 

The Little Man. “ITo, as a matter oe pact I don’t. But father’s down- 
stairs; PERHAPS HE MAY BE ABLE TO TELL YOU.” 


listen,” and knocked him off the dock- interesting troubles active in tlie world “ We’ll call it hal£-a-crown then, 
^ide into a barge.” lat present. The Press isn’t paid to Hooley. Why didn’t you come to it 

'‘Sonowyou’reoutof a job?” advertise them—not the smaller ones quicker? And now you’d better go 
“ I, Sir ? You know me better. If '-^and the public has no chance of and apologise to the foreman.” 

you can spare five minutes I ’ll tell you participating.” * — 

what I ’m doing, and I know you’ll be ‘‘But, my dear Hooley, surely there THE SQNG OF THE T. 
interested.” aren’t aUoays wars gping on? ” (Insjoired by a frequent and tan 

Over a subterranean coffee and cigar- “And if they run short, what then, message which interricpts the 
ette Hooley expanded. Erom his breast Sir? This here prospectus — this pro- of news at its most critical $t 
pocket he produced, and v?:ith a knuckly spectus — says, ‘ Should the Company be t, Testing testing, only testiu 

hand fli,at,tened upoA; his knee, what as largely supported as there is every instruments •” but thus ar 

looked like a prospectus. The politician , reason to' finticipate, a fund will be set gtories of the wizard breastin 
replaced the . light -.hearted >aside for such an emergency as universal | gtormy seas and always best! 
pagai^ aad henfchfmself exegesis, pease.' It wfil be for tire sharAolders ' 

“ Well .then, Sir, I ’m helping to float to decide whether this fund should be , hunters dilieentlv auestinff 


the Active Service Supply Company, distributed in the form of unemployment 

T.<! 'f’.Vi nvruTTT Ql 


! limitedi 


pensions, or devoted to the provision 


* Seems the' wrong, tiuie to find a and fostering of casxis belUs between 


^ market for kit, Hooley ? ” 

;!^er ex-bqpbardier ti?«[irled his mous- 


'suitable Powers,’ 

, /‘The latter seems like sounder 


Itachei'aiid. smiled., You’ve got the iflnance,” I said'. - ' . , . . 

! wfong end of the stick, Sir. We don’t ^ f ‘ Besides being more sportsmanlike,” 
I;the kik for. the* active, setwice^ said Hooley. “ But listen again : ‘The 
I but the active sewiee foi?. the kit.” .] market for soldiers of fortune has 


THE SCNG OF THE TAPE. 
{Insgoired by a frequent and tantalizing 
message which interrupts the current 
of news at its most critical stage.) 

“ Testing, testing, only testing 

■ Instruments ” but thus arresting 

Stories of the wizard breasting 
Stormy seas and always besting 
Critics; tales of judges jesting; 
Hunters diligently questing 
Monsters tropic woods infesting ; 
While the operator, resting 
' From his labours, signals “ Testing, | 
: Testing, testing, only testing.” 

I Commercial Candour. 

Bargains — ^Evening and day gowns from 
'4gs.' ; Antiques, suitable Xmas Gifts.” 

, , , , . Daily Paper. 




XOT: C^ come “ ’® 0 BNS yo^ >D be QBIXE EIKEE^ ^ ^ ^ 


OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

{By Mu Punch’s Staff of Learned Clerks ) 

oi »«™r.c‘ 

SSy'SaSy'S’SS 

?y‘s«!rnd«’S=^.^ 

fit-mt a«y, ioUmid lha fortane. ol iw£h t3. |?«J 

» »a aounUag th. a„„b«^o( thaal SSL hlSaSb SI 
eath as a loss personal and acute. Eqimi,d W Poueton 

Palmbr (the last name a late addition un£r the wffl o? 
uncle to whose great business ai Eeadi^g he waTto hav« 
succeeded) was born in September isl and kiUed In 

ISIS ^ThA*^ a sniper or a chance shot, on iJay 6 th 

whole of his adolescent life is a recoKf 
a hleticism and of increasing social service. Eutrbekns and 
Balhol men wiU naturahy r^d it with espeoiKS It 

^ LSin I ^ scLol iS^^f the 

trad tional spint of “'muscuIar-Ohriteanitv » seems to hi™ 

: survived, or been revived, in Pouetoi. anSis Sf ttS 

chapters read as Iwh ttl 
-■ Ku^f x We hi) space: 

' h^c h claimed so much of 

; holiday times, or of the international’ matc£r?d^ 

I S^hlT molIT''®"^^ amaz^ rSis ■ 

I moutmng a gteat ^ayer and a Voirkw of splendid prordke! I ■ 




' to he iiifTapWi;; f K dhactmton’s Expedition is 

SShL Sl.ter*uif 1 

probto W» sin 

MistoBfaine met him and I ® .sgoifting one. 

gSd tl^t ^ ’'**i®*- on the 

gTOTina tijfac lie is always direct aiid s^an^taiaeonfl 

totals as excellent as 4e text are giv?n a£Sly ^d 

raihl^^ SO admirably produced that I mustinetude its 
publishers in this messagfe of eon^atulati'on. ' - 


^t.-Ool. W, D. Cbopt on a very effective and 
■loie;. -Di^ ‘.L® record of the Start 

.b.e..b..„.(M.L;;s'aytsa? 4snj=^ 
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and Hoogenacker Ridge, 1918 ; and lastly, “ Blue Bonnets and tears, and I am sure that all the truly real people who, 
Across the Border,” 7th December, 1918. A more graphic in defiance of the warning I have kindly given them, ask 
reminder of the fighting of the Great War, an element, of for it at the libraries, will find that they can’t read it and 
it we tend to forget, I have rarely come across; the gallant will’ send it back indignantly. But the other people will 
author’s natural and extremely crisp style compels atten- enjoy it immensely and feel more at home with it than they 
tion, and his sense of humour is always apparent. Many have felt with any novel since Miss Benson’s last. I hardly 
will appreciate with gratitude his record of a “ carpeting ” like to mention it, as it may be a symptom of approaching 
of a certain ubiquitous ex-Minister of War (not Winston), realness, but I do wish that she hadn’t let “ our witch ” 
My only regret is that the author seems to think that there figbt the German one, both mounted on broomsticks, during 
is no other division like his own in the British army. Every an air raid, and I cannot feel that the macabre incident of 
good soldier may and should think like that. Colonel Oropt the dead who mistook a bomb on their graves for the last 
produces evidence to prove his case ; he relies partly upon trump really fits in ; but, after all, these are trifles. Even a 
the testimony of the ex-Kaiser and partly upon his own de- Miss Stella Benson has to have some sort of incident to 
preciation of praise lavished on rival divisions. But in a account for having told you all about her characters; and 
writer who should be strictly impartial this is bad; it has with them, particularly Sarah Brown and her “ very wieldy 
the inevitable effect of making the reader tire of this division family,” David, her Dog, and 'H.im'phrey, her Suit-case, I 
and all other things Scottish. . . . Let that pass, however, have, no fault to find at all. 

and let all ranks read the book, together with the lay public. 

If they can, let them write an equally good account of their As “ Tapfrail ” has an apparently inexhaustible supply 


equally good units. If their 
books are up to sample I 
will read the lot. 

I am rather afraid that, 
in spite of its title, you may 
not find Agnes and Eger- 
TON Castle’s 'Hm Wine 
(Collins) very conspicu- 
ously novel, either in theme 
or manner. The peasant- 
bred hero, called to high 
estate, and by his native 
virtues generally confound- 
ing the knavish tricks of 
the Smart — this in epitome 
was the career of Shane, 
otherwise Lord Kilmore — 
is a figure at least as old as 
the eighteenth century, I 
think his authors deserve 
credit for a sincerity of pur- 
pose that just, though only 
just, holds him above the 
waves of unintentional hu- 
mour. It would have been 
so fatally easy to submerge 



I eauallvffood units. If their i n: ; of intriguing things to say, 

and knows exactly how to 
say them, it is not remark- 
able that his books are wel- 
comed by myriads of ad- 
mirers. In HM.S, Anonym- 
ous (Jenkins) he gives us 
a few stories of destroyers 
before the War, and then 
passes on to incidents in 
his own career from 1914 
to 1918, For two and a-half 
years he was in command 
of a destroyer attached to 
the Harwich Force, and sub- * 
sequently joined the Battle 
Cruiser Force at Eosyth. 
Wherever he was or what- 
ever he might be doing he 
preserved such a clear judg- 
ment of men and matters 
that anything he likes to tell 
us has a real and peculiar 

jciou, xavjAwto wxic ' ' _ value. Eef erring to the 

waves of unintentional hu- German sailors he writes, 

mour. It would have been Captured TJmf. “WBur, now, ihat 's notinv. I was tobt thinkin’ ,, Though thev were work- 
so fatally easy to submerge not ’abb a minnit bbnobe you comb aupno.- ing 3r th J Zdevs S\ 

the poor lad. I rather doubt whether I need tell you in detail Higher Command their senseless brutality can never be 
how Shane falls a victim to a siren with soulful eyes and a condoned ; but it must be admitted that they were brave, 
brutal husband ; how they are about to elope (all this time Chivalrous or gallant they certainly were not, but brave — 
the original charmer of his bare-foot days goes on reflecting yes.” I heartily recommend a book which offers fresh testi- 
yet another injustice to Ireland) and are saved in the mony to the greatness of our Navy, and does it without a 
nick of time ; and all the rest of it. Eventually, after the suspicion of bombast, 
long arm of war has brought Shane as a cot-case to Lady 

Hobson's hospital, and he has escaped even from that, the ^ . “Sir Eric Keeps Goal. 

hunted one bolts back to Ireland, home and beauty, with Sir Eric Geddes will have no reason to complain of any lack of 

her tenacious ladyship hot. on his heels — and perhaps at interest among’ members for his Committee Boom pow-pow on the 

un^der^for ^ Castles does let him Eric is a master inxailwa^r affairs, and although I don't suppose 

u ^ moment. ^ However, even if the , final scene he will satisfy members, they will find it very hard indeed to bowl him 

hardly leaves you properly impressed, you may still thank out.* ^-:~Daily Sketch, 

^ sound, workmanlike and reliable tale, such as “Row-pow” is evidently a new game, not exactly cricket 
will keep no one awake o* nights, and may, on the con- or football, but partaking of the character of both. 

trary, delude many into thinking that stories like that must • 

be very easy to write — ^which is by no means the case. “Indian Runner'ducks, lovely fawn and white, will turn themselves 

I over quickly,” — Poultry, 

If you want to enjoy Living Alone (Macmillan) you ^ ^ind you ’ll see, 

touch S^^mnath^ l^eason as “To save Poland from another partition the Allies must take the 

touch ot sympathy. Miss Stella Benson says herself that Russian bull by the horns. The useless expedient of putting salt 
It isn c a * real book^ written for “ real people*” and I quite un its tail must be dropped.” — -Irish Pqper, 
agiee with her. It is a magic book made out of laughter Only Irish bulls should be taken with a grain of salt. 


“Indian Runner ducks, lovely fawn and white, will turn themselves 
over quickly,” — Poultry, 
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Carlton hotels have a bet on as to which is feared that large nnmbers of these 
CHARIVARIA. can collect most in a month is not cars have been kidnapped and trained 

AcooBDiNa to the Vicar of Matlock generally accepted. while young to a life of roguery. 

Bath, the end of the world is only ^ 

postponed for a few years. It is these “ Our idea in running non-stop omni- Manchester has just purchased a new 
constant postponements which tend to buses is to provide seats for everyone/’ motor ambulance capable of very high 
irritate people, says an omnibus. official. A Peckham speed. ^ It will thus be able to increase 

gentleman who has narrowly missed the its business as it goes along. 

It is said that the enterprising firm non-stop omnibus two or three times -ci j-iv 

who paid a high price for the exclusive lately has written to ask if the company A motor char-a-banc named Edith 
cinema rights of the end of the world will furnish him with an artificial one. got out of control at Barnstaple and. 
are now asking for their money back. dashed half-way into a room in which 

A hen belonging to a Eeigate poultry a soldier was sleeping. We greatly 
In order to retrieve his reputation, farmer has laid an egg weighing seven lament this fresh proof of the marked 
Professor Pobta has now predicted that ounces. The rumour current last week, decay of feminine modesty, 
the vear will come to an end about the that a bricklayer had laid two bricks, 

last day of this month. still awaits confirmation. “ There is a shortage of houses, 

• said Mr. LnovD George at the Caxton 

Anoordin^ to The Evenhia Neios a It is only just that the price of theatre Hall. We feel that the Premier ought 

P .. 1 — ' n hn Vkft TYinrft cmn.rnftn in 


new roller-skating boom 
is anticipated in Jan- 
uary. This seems to in- 
dicate that the banana- 
skin has had its day. 

** Occasional glasses 
of beer and slices of cold 
pie,” declares a Labour 
organ, “should lie be- 
neath the dignity of 
every policeman worthy 
ofthename.” We agree. 
The stuff* could not have 
a worthier destination. 
* 

“We do not know 
how Sir Eric Geddes 
arrived at such a fan- 
tastic figure,” declared 
the Federation of Brit- 
ish Industries recently. 
Personalities of this 
kind pollute our public 
life. }k ik 








to be more guarded in 
his speeches. Things 
like that might get 

about, ik ❖ 

* 

Since Mr. Hailwood, 
M.P., has stated in the 
House that an execu- 
tioner gets double fees 
for hanging a Scot, it 
is said that Scotsmen 
are becoming more up- 
pish than ever. 

Le Mo, tin says that 
Enver Pasha has been 
crowned King of Kurd- 
istan. It serves him 
right. .. 


the |edlration of Brit- M? 0. K “cochSS 

Industries recently. ^ f whilst on his way to 

Personalities ot ^is First East-End Urchin (as CiuaU recites lohat he America, sent a wireless 

kind pollute our public Whitechapel accent), “Don’t ’e talk funny? ” message from the Man- 

life. Second Urchi n. “Yus-. That’s ’ow they speaks in the country.” retania to the English 

In the Olianiber of Deputies the tickets should be raised, declares Sir Press, asking to be informed what was 
Minister of Eeoonstruotion said it Alfred Butt. A bachelor uncle writes the amount of last offer for the 
wS cost L thousand two hundred to say that be has just raised the price Oarfentiee-Demfset hght. 
million pounds to restore the devas- of ten tickets for the pantomime, . but ^ « Tlphiralist -iournal a 

that it ooln»t SSt* 


that some members of the British Cabi- 

net have offered to show them how to A Sunday pap^r .. 

do it at treble that cost. barrister who is n 

usher in the Law < 
“Or take this newly discovered again, we suppose. •• 
animal, the Brontosaurus,” says Mr. . v i u* 

Walter Winans in a contemporary. There is little cha 

•wrf 1 1 1 A 'tTTQab’lxr 


Ot ten ticKets lor^tne pauboxinmo, . uuu . 

that it was only just. According to a 

A Sunday paper' gossip refers to a vaded gardens apd orchards durmg the 
barrister who is now employed as latter part of this month. This, we 
1 ? ^ T n A Vi an.r 1 a n.■rftf»^cpnlsed sl^?n of the approach 


barrister wno is now emuiu)'«u ----- ^ 

usher in the Law Courts. Influence hear,isarecognised.sign of the approach 
asain. we suppose. ■ of Leap Year. * * 


animal, the Brontosaurus, says Mr. . n v i* Will tViA cfAntleman who has not yet 

Walter Winans in a contemporary. There is little chance of cheaper fish, com- 

“ There is a greati scarcity of ferrets high prices. * , 1 - \ J ^ 

" iS/ :;oSt T., 

' complains a writer m a sporting paper, recent show . . mitted to the Ministry of Food, the mere 

We had no idea that the Brontosaurus wonderfully reahstic still-lite study ot of a change of such a nature has at i 

was being so nnm^oifnUyhnnted. a raHway porter. ^ 

There is reported to be a shortage of Goods to ^ from the Surrey 

coppers in London, The explanation pounds have been stolen f^m a ai<qA if rAnnrtfld to have swooned, 

that the head-waiters of the Savoy and shop by a gang using a Ford car. It side is reported to have swoonem 
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THE TALKING CINEMA. 

A EECENT anii6uncement in the daily 
papers states that a Swedish scientist 
has perfected a talking cinema, in which 
the reproduction of sound synchronizes 
with the action. Of course the idea is 
not new, though hitherto none of the 
experiments has been quite successful. 
Mr. Bertram Boom, the managing 
.director of Movieland, Limited, when 
interviewed regarding the latest dis- 
covery, gave non-committal answers ; 
but he was more communicative to a 
few friends one evening after dinner. 

“I’m aU for progress — mauve dress- 
suits, increased referees’ fees and all 
that sort of thing,” he said ; “but I wish 
the venerable Swede had left the picture 
proposition alone. When I bear'd about 
it I sent for Flickers, my producer. 

“‘See here, Fhckers,’ I said, ‘it’s 
always been our aim to move so far 
ahead of the times that the leaves- of the 
office calendar get singed keeping pace 
with us. We ’ve got to be on this.’ 

“ Flickers chewed his gum in a lateral 
direction which I knew meant disap- 
proval. 

“ ‘ Well, what’s the trouble? ’ I in- 
quired impatiently, 

‘“Jest this,’ he replied gloomily. 

* We ’ve got the finest team ever from 
a pictorial standpoint, but vocally — 
well, a glee party from Mudville, New 
Hampshire, would sound like grand 
opera to us.’’ 

“ * They won’t have to sing,’ I said. 

- “ ‘ Thank goodness for that. But 
jest talking doesn’t help us any. Take 
Eick Beckless, frinstance, who features 
our “ Mustang Mike ” series. He ’s got 
a face that might have been chipped 
from the Eocky sierras, wears fringed 
trousers, sombreros, lariats an’ red 
flannel shirts like they ’ve growed on 
him, and rides and shoots equal to the 
hardest-bit Texan cow-puncher; but 
when he starts putting over larynx 
sounds all the audience ’ll know his 
accent couldn’t come from anywhere 
but Islington, U.K’ 

“ ‘ He can learn his part, like a stage 
‘ actor.’ i 

“ ‘ I should worry. Stage actors 
don’t have to get it over the footlights 
whilst jumping precipices and riding 
under express trains. If our team 
have to start thinking about' vowel 
sounds and accented syllables they ’ll 
lose pep. Besides, what about Queenie 
Gibsmere, the Fascinating Flapper? 
We pay her a million dollar salary 
becos she’s got the soulfuUest eyes 
an’ dinkiest dimple in Picturedom, hut 
you know as well as I do that she talks 
through her nose an’ drops aitches till 
she ’s standing knee-deep in ’em at the 
end of five minutes’ conversation,* 

“‘I know, I know!’ I groaned. 

‘ But we can’t afford to be out of the 
movement. I ’ll see the patentees and 
arrange ar trial trip on a scenario of our 
own making. We won’t come to a de- 
cision on one of their window-dressed 
productions. Meanwhile your job is 
to engage a Professor of Elocution and 
persuade the troupe to take up voice- 
culture.’ 

“ A week later Flickers reported pro- 
gress like a ship’s carpenter announc- 
ing another six inches of water in the 
hold. 

“ * Why I should be a producer when 
there ’s honest work to be got loading 
coal barges, I don’t know,’ he said. 

‘ ‘ I broke it to Eick first. ‘ My dear old 
ruminant,’ he murmured, ‘ I ’ll drop from 
parachutes or slide down avalanches, 
but as for talkin’ I’m not takin’ any.” 
But I argued till I persuaded him, an’ 
now he ’s studying Bret Harte and 
George Adb to get atmosphere an’ 
chewin’ filberts to harden his throat.’ 

“ ‘And what about Queenie? ’ I asked. 
Flickers groaned. ‘Diffidence wasn’t 
her strong suit. “I’d love to ’ave a 
speaking part!” she said when I told 
her. “ I ’ve often thought 1 ’d make a 
’eavenly Juliet!” I guess you knew 
what you were about when you pushed 
the job on to me of telling a pampered 
star that her jewels of speech want 
considerable polishin’ up and re-settin’ 
before we could exhibit ’em to the 
public ! ’ “ t 

* ‘i Flickers grouses, but be gets things 
done, so I let him have bis head. 

“ Business called me away from the 
studios for about a week, and when I 
returned Flickers, looking aged but 
triumphant, said he’d succeeded in 
reeling off a few hundred feet of sound 
film and was ready to give me a private 
view that minute. ‘Bight-o!’ said I, 
leading the way to our private theatre. 

‘ I ’m pressed for time, so just reel off a 
bit where the plot’s thickest, and we’ll 
give our decision right away.’ 

“ Flickers having arranged the phono- 
graph attachment and turned down the 
lights, a picture was projected on to the 
screen showing Eick and Queenie stand- 
ing^ in the middle of the boundless 
prairie that we rent from the Eden Gar- 
den City Corporation. Then the phono- 
graph started buzzing and 1 nearly 
jumped from my seat, for it sounded 
just as though thefigures on the screen 
were talking. The dialogue went : — 

“ Rick. I ’m only a doggoned ornery 
dead-beat, Miss Maisie, but I’d stake 
my last cent to call you my own prairie 
blossom, 

“ Queenie. Oh, Mike, how I ’ave — 
hme longed for this hour, 

A Voice. Sbassy across, Eick, and 
put a strangle bold on her, and we’ll 

have the sob and slow music busi- 
ness. 

“ In the gloom I heard Flickers make 
a profane exclamation. ‘The Voice’ 
was his ,* he bad forgotten that, though 
you may put blinkers on a camera, you 
can’t gag a phonograph , The film went 
on relentlessly : — 

^^Bick. Is that sure gospel, Maisie, 
or are you putting a bluff on me ? 

“ Queenie. My own ’ero— ^ — 

“ O'perator. VVould you mind backing 
a yard this way. Miss Gibsmere? You’re 
getting out of focus. ‘ 

“ This was too much for Flickers. 
“‘Switch on the lights and shove 
something down that blamed buzzy- 
motor’s throat ! ’ he shouted. Then he 
turned to me. ‘ I hand in my resigna- 
tion, guv’ner. I’m for a course of 
finger-talking at a deaf-mute school an’ 
some instruction in the Morse Code 
before I pose again as a producer under 
these conditions.’ 

“ ‘Don’t you worry, Flickers,’ said I 
soothingly. ‘ Come round with me to 
see the patentees.’ 

“ ‘ What for ? ’ he cried, clutching at 
my sleeve in despair. ‘ Not to buy the 
rights? ’ 

“‘No,’ I answered. ‘To pay them 
hush-money.’ ” 

CUE COMING GUEST. 

Soon will the parting year be sped 

And lips shall falter, “ Fuit” 

Then swift proclaim you in his stead 

As loud as they can do it ; 

He had his chance — for him 18 

Had neatly knocked the Bosch out — 
Yet proved the merest might-have-been, 
The most amazing wash-out. 

He promised well — indeed, too much; 

Alackaday, poor fellow, 

Each project at his palsied touch 

Turned prematurely yellow ; 

So, as he passes on the way 

All years' must tread at his age, 
Thank Heaven I ’ll see no more, I say, 
His sour and peevish visage. 

And you ? I know not what you bring 
By way of care or laughter, 

Until you too have taken wing 

Up to old Time’s hereafter ; 

Mayhap you ’ll set a tougher task, 

With strikes and such in plenty ; 

Still, at your birth this boon I ask : 

“ Be sweet as well as ’20.” 

The Housing Problem. 

“ The Surveyor reported that he had written 

to Mr, asking when he would be takihg 

up his duties as Town Foreman, and the latter 
had replied he would come as soon as the ; 
Council could find him a house. The oom- 
mijitee decided, on the recommendation of the 
surveyor, to place a man-hole at the junction ^ 
of Beach and Elton Eoads.” — Local Paper. 
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Local M,P, {to S'pok&sman), ‘"Well, Gentlemen, wiiac’s this? A deputation?” 

Spokesman, **No, Sib, We abe the waits. We ’ye been playing here for the last two weeks, and we’ve called 
ir.P. ‘‘Well?” Spokesman, “We’ve come ” M,P. “Oh, I see. You’ve come to APOtoaisEr ' 


SPARE THE SUPPER. 

I BELIEVE one gets hardened to it in 
time. I have heard of men who can 
nse a slipper on their offspring while 
they peruse the morning paper. 

“Where's Chris?” I said when I 
reached home. 

“ John,” said Joan, “ he 's been very 
naughty and he 's had to go to bed. I 
told him I should tell you about it.” 

“The young beggar! What’s he 
been doing? ” 

Well, there was no doubt about it, he 
had been running amok, and — ^well, I 
'realised what was expected of me as a 
Man and a Father. 

“I’ll go up and see him at once,” I 
said in my sternest voice. 

Joan seized me by the arm and began 
to talk hurriedly. 

“I think, if you just go and talk to 

him — I'm sure he’s sorry, really 

John, you won’t ” 

“ Woman,” I said, “ don’t be weak 
and foolish. The boy must be taught 
discipline. This is a case for firm 
handling. Once we overlook this ten- 
dency" to self-determination * ’ * 

As I went upstairs I pictured Joan, 
poor girl, with her head in a cushion 


trying ta stifle the sounds of anguish 
from above. But I pulled myself to - 1 
gether and went on. I 

Outside Christopher’s bedroom I 
stopped to think. How should I tackle 
him ? What was the correct method as 
laid down ? A few quiet words, more 
in sorrow than in anger, and then — 
hang it all, a slipper seemed a bit thick. 
Still the boy must 

A small voice called: “Is that you. 
Daddy? ” 

Now or never, “Yes, Christopher, 
it is,” I said, walking into his room. 

, “Hool Doesn’t it sound funny when 
you call me ‘Christopher.’ Doesn’t 
sound like me, does it ? ” 

“Perhaps not,”I saidfeebly ; “butthat 
doesn’t matter. I ’ve come to talk to you .” 

“I thought you had,” said Chris. 
And then after a long pause — “ What 
shall we talk about ? ” 

I felt that I had better treat this as 
an opening. 

“We will talk about a little boy 
whose father was away all the day 
working. And one day, instead of 
trying to help his mother, the little 
boy ” 

“ What was this little boy’s name ? ” 
asked Chris suspiciously. 


“ Never mind that now.” 

“ I know.” 

“ No, you don’t.” 

“ Yes, I do.” 

Heavens, this wouldn’t do. I pulled 
myself together. 

“Stop talking, Chris, and listen to 
me.” 

“Bet his name’s ‘Chris,’” said a 
muffled voice. 

“ Ah 1 ” I said, “ so you know what 
I ’ve come to say to you, do you ? ” 

“I think so,” said the small voice, 
grown suddenly serious, 

“ Well, what do you think I ought to 
do about it ? ” 

“ Dunno,” said Chris, beginning to 
count his fingers. 

“ Don’t you think I ought to be very 
angry?” 

“Mother’s been that already.” 

“ Well, aren’t you ashamed of mak- 
ing Mother angry? ” 

Christopher came out from the bed- 
clothes and sat up in desperation. 

“ I ’ve been bein’ sorry for hours and 
hours and hours, but there wasn’t no- 
body here tq see me doin’ it,” he said 
tragically. And then, after a pause — 
“ Till you came to talk to me.” 

Somehow or other he had hold of one 
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of my fingers, and I think that 's what 
did the trick, really ; although he looked 
absurdly small in bed, anyhow. 

“ Weil, we '11 tell Mother how sorry 
you are and then forget all about it, old 
man. But it mustn’t happen again," 

I finished weakly. 

Christopher heaved a sigh of relief. 

“ 'N could I have a drink of w^ater 
and then you tell me a story ? " 

^ ^ jjc 

When I went downstairs again half- 
an-hour later I found Joan sitting by 
the fire. . 

“ Well ? " she asked brightly, looking 
up from a novel. 1 felt she had hardly 
played her part, I coughed slightly. 

“I don't think you will have any' 
more of that trouble with him. I 've — 
er — settled with him all right’, I hope." 

“ Yes, I know you have, you silly old 
dear," said Joan. “I 've been listening 
outside his door for the last twenty 
minutes." . — 

D ANDIE DIN MONTS. 

Pepper or Mustard — what *s the odds ? 

Valiant, varmint, lithe and low. 

These were the hounds that the wise 
old gods 

Took to their hunting an aeon ago ; 
These when the wild boar stamped and 
stood. 

These when the gaunt wolf snapped 
at bay, * 

Grim and relentless, rash and rude, 

Went for the throat in the Dandie 
way. 

Deep in the slope of that dome-like 
head, 

Under that top-knot crimped and 
curled, 

Surely the fighting fire was fed 

Before the fires were cool in the 
world ; 

Surely 'twas these that the cave-men 
kept, 

Comradesin hunting, sport and war. 
Sharing the shelves w’here their masters 
slept. 

Tearing the bones that their masters 
tore, 

? — Well, have it the way you please ; 

But I '11 wager it wasn't a show-ring 
Eox, 

Poodle or Pom or Pekingese 

That bayed the mammoth among the 
rocks ; 

But something tousled and tough and 
blue. 

Lined like a weasel — arch and dip, j 
Coming up late, as the Dandies do. 

An d going right in with the Border 
grip. ' W . H. 0, 

‘‘Household Brigade Draghounds. 

, . . the check was at Jones, 2nd Life Guards.” 

Local I*aper, 

What happened to Jones ? 



CHBISTMAS— AND APTEE. 

A YOUNG lady who accidentally stood 
under the mistletoe at a Christmas Eve 
ball writes to say that what happened 
shocked her beyond measure. Nothing 
happened. 

* * 

Everybody had a joyous time at 
Christmas, says a news item. A young 
friend of ours writes to say that he has 
inside information to the contrary. 

sis ❖ 

Another case of arson is reported from 
North of the Tweed. A Scotchman, 
finding no sixpence in his helping of 
plum-pudding, deliberately poured an in- 
flammable liquid on it and set it alight. 

>1; . >!s 

Latest reports state that this year's 
fixture between the little Kensington 
boy and the plum-pudding ended in a 


win for the former by a short neck. 
Backers of the pudding claimed a de- 
cision in their favour on the ground 
that the champion had put away a 
portion of the pudding in his ears; 
but the referee ruled that this was not 
intentional. 

s;: :i« 'fi 

Though at home and in the midst of 
the family circle, Smith minor once 
again developed home-sickness shortly 
after dessert on Christmas Day. 

SH sli 

“ One of everything, no matter how” 
tempting the array, is my Christmas 
dinner rule ; " so Sir CharIiES Gibbs, I 
ex-May or of Lambeth, informed a news- 
paper man. Several paterfamiliases 
have since written to say that an effort 
to introduce the rule at their own boards 
resulted in a very noisy altercation as 
to who should have the turkey. 






A PATENT AMATEUR. , 

Just now there is a wave of inventiveness passing over 
the country. If you don’t believe me ask the Patent OfSce. 
Perhaps the vast army of people who first thought of Tanks 
are beginning to think again. Or probably it ^s a sort of 
germ that might attack anyone. 

Certainly it surprised us when it broke out in ’William. 
Being a journalist, he is not; as a rule, given to deep think- 
; ing ; and when he began to be abstracted, profoundly medi- 
tative, almost sullen, with an apparent desire to be alone, 
we thought at first it was the onset of hydrophobia. In fact 
we looked it up on the back of the dog-licence to make sure. 

William’s remarks now becanm irrelevant. For example, 
after being wrapped in silence for over half an hour, he sud- 
denly flung out the question, “How many people do you 
know who possess a trousers-pre'ss? ” 

Faced with the problem, I confessed I could not connect 
a single aequaintance with a trousers-press. “ Henry hasn’t 
got one,” 1 admitted. 

“ Neither have I, ’’said William ; and he went on to remark 
that he knew many men in many walks of life, and only 
two of them owned a trousers-press, and' they shared it 
between them. Yet the inventor of this apparently neg- 
ligible article had made a small fortune out of the idea. 
■-“If, ’’concluded William, “you can make a small -fortune 
[ out of a thing that you can dispense with, how much more 
can you make out of something that you can’t do without?- 
, This sentence I give as William composed it, and from 
its construction you will observe that he had ceased to be 
a journalist from that hour. - You see, when- you ’re an 


inventor you can’t be anything else. It takes all your 
time. Judging by William’s procedure you must sit up 
experimenting all night long ; you lie down in your clothes 
and snatch a little sleep at odd moments. When you walk 
abroad you stride along muttering, waving your arms and 
bumping into people ; you forget to eat ; your friends fall 
away from you. Let me advise parents who are thinking 
of a career for their sons never to make inventors of them. 
It ’s a dog’s life. Far better to put them to something with 
regular hours, say from 10.30 to 4 o’clock, which leaves 
them with the evenings free. 

William wouldn’t divulge what his invention was because, 
he said, he was afraid of the idea getting about before he 
took out the patent. He merely told us it was a device ! 
which no man living could do without. But he went so far 
as to show us the inner workings of his discovery (herein- 
after referred to as It), which, not knowing what they were 
for,' rather mystified us. I know there was a small suction 
valve which involved the use of water, because William 
demonstrated to us one Sunday afternoon in the drawing- 
room. He said afterwards that the unexpected deluge that 
broke over the politely interested faces gathered round him 
was merely due to a leakage in the valve, and he set to 
work to repair it at once. 

At that time William always carried on his person a 
strange assortment of screws, metal discs, springs, bits of 
rubber and the like. He pulled them out in showers when 
he took out his handkerchief ; they dripped from him when 
he stood up. I think he kept them about him for 

William completed It- in a fwnzy of enthusiasm. He 
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said that nothing- ww s.tood be^,ween him and a irast for- 
tune, and in a mood of reekless generosity he ppQmised us 
ail shares, which tended to deepen*^ if that were possible, 
our interest, in the inyention. Then he betopk himself to ’ 
the Patent Office. 

I saw him the following day, and it occurred to me at 
onee tlrat ali was not well with William. For one thing he 
did not burst in unannounced with hair dishevelled, which 
seems to be the usual way for an inventor tor come into a 
room ; he ent^ed slowly and sat down heavily; 

“ Is anything wrong with the invention? ” I asked,. 

He pulled out his handkerchief and mopped his brow. 
A metal disc fell out and rolled unheeded across the. floor. • 

Nothing is. wrong with It,” he answered dully. 

Yon don’t mean that someone else has thought of It 
before you?” 

Most people seem^ to have thought of it.” He paused 
; and absently plucked off a stray piece of rubber from his coat- 
I sleeve, ** It seems to have originated in America in 1880. 
Then a large colony of German inventors applied for the 
patent ; a body of Eussians were imbued with the idea ; 
several Scandinavians had variations of it, It even seems 
, to« have filtered into the brain of certain West African 

tribes; and as late as 1918 a Czecho-Slovak ” He 

paused, overcome with emotion. _ | 

“ But if It is a thing man can’t do without, why haven’t 
we. heard of it ? ”■ I demanded. 

‘'^Men,” replied William sadly, ** seem determined to da 
witho'^ IIl They don’t know what* is good for them.^’ 
Suddenly he raised his head with the. light of enthirsiasm 
in his ey'es, “By the way,. 1 was talking to a chap at the 


Patent Office who told me that there 's an enormous boom 
in inventing in this country jiijst now^ I ’id going to get 
a gcod article out of it. How does this sound ; ‘ Has the 
War Made usTnventive?' with a catchy sub-heading like 
‘•P-^ent Qffieials. Snowedl Under’ 7 I teH you it ’s good stuff.” 

I breathed a sigh of relief.. William had become a 
jAumaJist again.^^ 

THE woes: OE A GHOEGIAN.\* . • . : 

I ENOW a most gifted young Georgian bard ~ ' . * • ' * 
Whose fate from the fi!rst has been cruelly hard!,^ 

For, though he performs most anarchicar feats, 

^ His early admirers compared him to Eeat^. 

So to rescue' their minds from fatuity’s brink . 

. He wrote in vers^ libxe a fantasia on l>rink; 

But his, eulogists found in its atmosphere drab/ 

A wonderful spirit resemblance to Obabbe., , . . - 

But the dimas was reached when he published a booi: 
i In UDScannable verse called “ The Songs cff a Crook,” 

. And an erudite, scribe in TJie Times (the Biif. /Sxipju) - 

Compared Mm to- Y idlon. That filled up the cup^.^ - 

‘ Then he penned a strange ode on the beauty of Tanks, 
Bo oiim it grievously shocked Mr. Shanks, 

Till the Laureate found that its metrical plan 
YTas forestalled by an ode of the reign of (^een Ani?b. 

T have trted, not in vain, so I fervently hope^■ 

To solace his soul- with this comforting dApe : . 

: “They may find -your psychology Pl^iosaurian, ^ 

I But. thsBy wofit can say that you 're Early Yintcrian.” 
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COMEDIES FOR COSTUMIERS. 

The quaint old idea that the play's 
the thing has long been dimodL To-day 
the only thing that counts is the dresses ,* 
the plo^s of comedies are just so many 
clothes-dummies, and it is the costumier, 
and not the author, who should by right 
be called before the curtain.. All this 
makes it the more astonishing that the 
dialogue takes no cognisance of. an 
actress's frocks ; that the real essentials 
of a play are left to speak for them- 
selves. It is by way of an attempt to 
correct this curious conspiracy of silence 
that the following skeleton of a costume- 
comedy is obtruded : — 

SELF-EXPEESSIOK. 

Act I. 

Scene. — Lady Cecilia's drawing-room. 
Enter a parlourmaid, ushenng in 
Miss Browne-Jones and an attendant 
gentleman. 

Maid, I’ll tell Lady Cecilia you're 
here. [BxU, 

Miss Browne-Jones. How surpris- 
ingly well that girl’s dress fits It posi- 
tively might have been out in Bond 
Street. How do you like my squirrel 
cap, Jim ? 

Jim, Charming, charming. Er — 

about this little affair 

Miss B,-J, It suits me, doesn't it? 
Eur is so endearing, I always think.. 

Jim, Top-hole. I say 

MissB,-J, And what about my coat ? 
Isn't that little intervention of mole 
absolutely it ? 

. Jim {absently), H'm— yes. ^ Bid you 
say it was found in the dustbin ? 
MissB,-J, My coat! In the dustbin ! 
Jim, No, no. The letter from Lord 
Smallhold to Lady Cecilia. 

Miss B.-J, Oh, that. Yes, in the 
dustbin. So like Sir Maurice to go 
prying about. But Cecilia doesn't know 
he knows, you know. 

[They discuss the incrimiijating 
letter, which is unimportant from 
our point of vmo. 

Enter Lady Cecilia. She is wearing 
a fascinating little frock of henna- 
coloured tricolette that is chaT’OCterised 
by a marked simplicity deceptive only 
to the ignorant. 

Miss B,-J, {loith a little' shriek oj 
delight). My dear Cecilia 1 Where did 
you get it ? 

Jim, Gowned to perfection as usual, 
Lady Cecilia. 

Lady Cecilia, That’s too sweet of 
you, Jim. How are you both? {Li 
response to Miss B,-JJs hungry gaze) 
Bather nice, isn't it ? 

Miss B,-J, (aioe-struck), Nice! It’s 
inspiring. Your dress m aker is a genius. 

[At this point audience, refer- 

ring to their programmes for the 

name of the costumier and find-, 
ing they cannot see, will make a 
mental note to look again tohen 
the lights go up. Meanwhile 
trifling ' affairs are discussed on 
the stage. 

Enter Sir Maurice, a heavy-looking 
man of about fifty. 

Sir Maurice {after the xisual greetings, 
playfully). Miss Browne-Jones, I can 
see you have been shopping in Paris. 

MissB.-J, {gratified). Wrong again. 

I got‘ these at a little place in South 
Boulton Street. 

Sir M, Another triumph for home- 
grown industries. 

Be-enter Parlourmaid, 

Maid, Please, m’ lady, may Cook 
have a word with you? 

Lady 0, Certainly. {Exit parlour- 
maid, To the others) Excuse me, but 
she '11 give notice if I don't go at once. 

[Exit Lady Cecilia. Whe7i she 
re-enters Miss Browne-Jones and 
Him have left and Sir Maurice 
is alone. Lady C. is garbed in 
a dazzling tea-gown of golden 
tissue that peeps oiit provoca- 
tively from a veiling of flame- 
coloured chiffon. It is held at 
the waist by a plaited belt of 
purple, green and orange silk, 
culminating in a jade ornament. 
The seams are emphasized by 
heads, which repeat themselves 
delightfully on her shoes. The 
resulting effect is such a master- 
piece of daring yet harmonious 
colour -blends that Sir Maurice 
and the audi&nce forget all about 
the Cook, 

Sir M, Hullo 1 That 's new, eh ? 

Lady C, Of course it 's new. 

* Sir M, {walking round her). It's a 
very remarkable — er — creation, is it 
not? 

Lady C, Very. You see, dear, you 're 
so impossibly bourgeois that it 's up to 
me to do my little best to brighten the 
fireside, isn’t it ? 

SirM, Quite, quite. Especially when 
coal is so scarce. Very thoughtful of 
you, I 'm sure. 

Lady C, Marguerite says I have a 
positive gift for wearing expensive 
frocks. And one mustn't hide one's 
gifts, must one? 

Sir M, {sudde7ily re^nemhermg the 
plot, sternly). No, nor one's letters 
— ^in the dustbin. 

Lady C, {turning white, if possible). 
In the dustbin? 

CUETAIN. 

Act II. 

Scene. — Miss Browne-Jbnes's drawing- 
room at tea-time. Miss Browne-Jones 

sUikes therighUiotexoith a black velvet 

frock lohose sobriety is only relieved 

by brick-red butt07is, Mrs. Vaughan- 
Smith has an air of chic in her seal 
torap loith kwiono sleeves combined 
tuith a black satin hat underlmed 
with gold lace, 

MissBroivne-Jo7ies, Yes, the poor dear 
has taken refuge with me. Sir Maurice 
said S 7 ich things — about Lord Small- 
hold, you know — she was quite shat- 
tered. Have you seen her latest after- 
noon gown ? 

Mrs, Vaugha7i- Smith, No. Has she 
brought it with her ? 

Miss B,-J. NaUirellement, Oh, you 
should see it ! It 's in copper-beech 
cr&pe de chine, and the folds are — I 
can't describe them — they just twine 
themselves round your heart ! And the 
sleeves are the merest reminder. I do 
so hate sleeves that shout out they 're 
there ; don't you ? 

[Eiiter Lady Cecilia, wearing the 
goion in question. She stands 
gracefully in the doorway for a 
second or ttoo. 

MissB,-J, There! Now isn’t it ? 

Mrs, V,-S, {solemnly), I have some- 
times dreamt of frocks like that. 

Lady G, {looking as fresh as paint), I 
didn't sleep a wink last night. I was 
too harassed. So I. planned out four 
new evening gowns. When one is 
really unhappy what can one do but 
dress ? 

Miss B,-J, What, indeed 1 

Enter Lord Smallhold. 

Mrs, V,-S, {tactfully), I must be 
going. 

Miss B,-J, {fretfully), I '11 see you out. 

[Exeunt Mrs. V.-S. aiid Miss B.-J, 
Lord Smallhold {cautiously). Is that 
— do you call that a dress ? 

Lady C, It's an afternoon gown. 
Bo you like it ? 

Lo7^d S, {despo7idently). It's too 
wonderful. 

Lady G, Why “ too *' ? 

Lord S, Could you~would it be pos- 

sible ? But no, the supposition 

is absurd. 

Lady G, Bo go on. 

Lord S, Could you — for my sake — 
dress on three hundred a year ? 

Lady C, {staggering). Three hundred ! 
Three hundred 1 1 

Lord S, I couldn’t afford three thou- 
sand. 

Lady C, {in a fainting condition). 
Three thousand 1 

Lord S, Help 1 Water 1 

[Household rushes in, 
OUETAIN, 

Act hi. 

Scene. — Lady Oecila's draioing-room. 
Lady Cecilia is discovered pacing to 
. and fro. This occupation shows off 
: • her evening gown to great advantage. 

It is tedolent of the eighteenth ceii- 


T 




Eiost {sxoiiching 071 the light), “Fond of bidliabds?” 


tiiry^ with its coy flowiccs ^aud 
rii^eSt and is oarrim out in mse-pinh 
taffeta, A few moments sho%old be 
alloxoed for applause on the rise of 
the curtain. Sir Maad-ee is xoatching 
her with anxious devotion. 


Lady GeciUa. You never expected me j 
to dress on suoh a pittance. Of co-urse, I 
when he said that, I knew I didn’t love: 
him. 1 

Sir Ma/icrice, Of-ooiurse. * 

Lady C, It isn’t that I mind what I; 
.\vear, really. Last year's navy serge: 
dyed red would do quite as well as 
far as I’m eoneerned. But one must’ 
consider the people who toil for us, 
mustn’t one ? 

Sir M, Of course- ^ J 

Lady 0, What would become of the 
artist who designed this very frock I 
have on ? He would starve if some of 
us didn’t understand the meaning of 
the word “ siltiouette.” 

Sir M, {greatly moved)* Of course. 
Lady G, And you like me to be the 
best-dressed woman in London, don’t 
you? 

Si/r M, {feri>entlf). Of course- 
, _ ' \[T&ey emJbrace, 


SONGS OB THE HOME. ^ 

I. — The Eetubn. j 

This is a song for the weak-mindcdi 
messy m&n, 

Stwng silentMerctdes isn’t concerned; j 
This is the log of a down-trodden speci-l 

men ... 

Turn again, Whittington!'' , , , 

Whittington turned, 

■ Said I to my wife 

(As you dare not do), j 

“ 1 ’xQ spending my life 
- Submitting to you; 

And now is the moment' -for taking a 
stand; 

Assist and inspire me by bolding my 
band. 

I ’m going to begin 
To splash it about ; 

My toes wiU slack in 
And I shall stick out ; 
Henceforth I ’m determined on having 
my say, , 

And, wiU you or nill you, on having my 
way. - , . 

You ’U come to respect 
A;‘ Terrid)le Hmi ’ ; 

. You ’ll come to reflect - 
My tiniest whim.; 


A difficult matter, I fancy you 11 find. 
When I have your habit of changing 
my mind. - 


“ I mean to show fight ; 

I mean to be strong ; 

I ’ll always be right ; 

You 11 always be wrong; 

A frown, on my forehead will fi.il yori 
with fear ; 

Oblige me by learning to tremble, my 
dear . . * ' 


- The trouble was mended 
Before it was done; - 
devolution was ended 
As soon as begun ; 

Her smile was enchanting, her manner 
was firm; ' 

“ Is this,” she demanded, “ the Turn of 
the Worm?” 


Woxnen are women! and loho will com- 
. peU with 'em 9 

Witches are either succumhed to or 
hxi/med. 

Worms on the turn 9 ' Lor! , they know 
how to treat with 'em — 

Txm again, Whittington 1 . .. 

WKittington Hrned. 







THE CABINET CABAEET. 


ally designed for this performance by Mr. 
Walton Heath Robinson.) 


"We understand that, to give proof of i 
the harmony prevailing in Coalition 
circles and to demonstrate once more 
that age cannot wither nor custom stale ^ 
their infinite Variety Entertainments, j 
a Grand Concert will be held at The ' 
Welsh Harp, Downing Street, on New 
Year’s Eve,l3he provisiopaLprogramme 
of which is stated to be as follows : — 


Grand Finale, 

“ Everything is Gedd-Ezz now.” 

TJie Entire Troujae, 


A Eresh Start. 

Erom an Indian trade circular : — 

“ Honesty is thb' Best Policy. 

All previous Lists are hereby cancelled.” 


WHATROTSKY. 

[Mr. Robeet Williams, of the Transport 
Workers’ Union, is reported to have said that 
he was ^‘looking forward to the date when 
Lenin and Trotsky would be welcome in the 
streets of Great Britain.”] ' 

This noble-minded patriptsky 
A most terrific hunch has gotsky 
To be the trumpeter of Trotsky. 


Overture^' ' 

“Everything is Speeches down in Georgia.” 

’ ;(Speoially arranged for wind instruments). 
The 8t Stejph&ii's SymjpJiony Orchestra. 
Song. 

“ If I were the only Earl in the World.” 

THe FoRmoN Secretary. 

Recitation. 

“Love in the Spen Valley,” 

Captain F. E. Guest. 

Song, 

“The Knight hath a thousand I’s.’' 

Sir Eric Geddes. 

Solo on the Eucalyptus, 

“Noses are booming in Piccadilly.” 

The Minister of Health. 

Sketch. 

The Prime Minister, Mr. Balfour and Mr. 
Bonab La w will appear in their celebrated 
Song-soena entitled 

“CADDIES.” 

(New costumes and scenery have been speci- 


Erom a feuilleion : — 

“ They were married by a clergyman from 
London, a thin young man, who wore his 
sock, always, with a little cape to it.” 

Sunday Paper. 

A clerical error, no doubt. 


With kindred spirits polyglotsky 
He plans to make things somewhat 
hotsky 

For all who do not take to Trotsky. 


“ A boy birched at Uxbridge for breaking a 
railway carriage window was chased and 
captured by the engine driver on the return 
journey .” — Evening Hews. 

The driver seems to have taken rather 
a mean advantage of the lad’s condition. 


Like you know whom, he ’d “ sack the 
lotsky;” 

His motto, password, text, whatnotsky 
Is “ Down with everything but Trot- 
sky I ” 


Erom a letter by Mr. Eden Phill- 
potts on “The Amenities of Dart- 


Palaces^ titles, cars or yachtsky — 
Ecr these he does not care a jotsky ; 
He simply wants to welcome Trotsky. 


Commercial Candour. 


“ They were exceedingly hard-headed men 
who said they could build a small dam in my 
knowledge for _£17,000. ” 


“Special Lines. — Heavy Cotton Blankets 
at 18/6 per pair (all wool), guaranteed.” 

Provincial Paper. 


We ourselves should never have thought 
of attempting to build a dam in Mr. 


Eden Phillpotts’s knowledge. 


“The art of life is to colour the world and 
not be coloured by it .” — Birmingham Gazette. 

People who want to paint the town 
red should remember this. 
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THE HOUSING PBOBLEM. 

Peace. “BUT I THOUGHT I WAS TO HAYE GOT INTO MY TEMPLE LONG AGO.” 
.The Old Aechitbct. “BXTEBMELY SOEEY, MADAM— CONSIDEEABLB DIEEICULTIES IN 
THE BUILDING TEAUB. HOPE MY SUGOESSOE' HEEE WILL HAYE BBTTEE LUOK.” 
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ESSENCE 


PARLIAMENT. 


His speech, if not lively in tone or Carson, though he still affirmed that 
brilliant in style, was eminently busi- Ulster only wanted to be let alone, and 


Monday, Decemhct 22iid— Although nesslike. Almost the only^purple patch drew a lurid picture of what might 


happen under a Sinn Fein Administra- 


this was the eve of the Prorogation, was a quotation from Father Flana-. happen under a Sinn Fein Administra- 
Parliament was unable to act upon the gan, formerly Vice-President of Smn tion, did not absolutely bar and bolt 
schoolboy maxim, “Last day but one, protesting against the coercion of the door against the scheme, hut gave 

take it all in fun.” On the contrary, Ulster. As little but the unexpected hap- an assurance — very necessary in the 
grave events were under discussion in pens in Ireland the most hopeful feature circumstances — that he was not “ try- 
both Houses. In the Lords a harrow- of Mr. Lloyd George’s scheme is that ing to discourage the Prime Minister.” 
ing tale of the distress in Central' he does not anticipate a welcome for it He was, at any rats, as helpful as 
Europe came from Lord Bryce, ^and from any Irishman. Since it endows Sir Donald Maclean, who thought the 
was followed by an earnest appeal from Ulster — a new Ulster not yet geograph- Prime Minister did not go far enough, 
Lord Beading that this country, ^ and vaguely urged “big and open- 

without waiting for the Allies, handed action; ” or as Mr. Hen- 


without waiting for the Allies, 
should send relief to Austria In- 
felix. Lord Cubzon had to remind 
him that it was necessary?- to temper 
mercy with justice. We had already 
spent twelve and a-half millions on 
the relief of European distress and 
must think a little of our own needs. 

Talking this admonition to heart 
the Peers thereupon gave a Second 
and Third Beading to the Old Age 
Pensions’ Bill, despite a protest 
from Lord Buckmaster. He was, 
I think, a warm supporter of the 
Parliament Act, which deprived the 
Upper House of all power over 
finance, .but. he did not allow that 
little circumstance to deter him 
from rebuking the Government for 
not imposing additional taxation to 
meet the ten millions a year thus 
added to the national expenditure. 

The Commons met. in an atmo- 
sphere of mingled gloom and curi- 
osity. 'Two hundred and thirty- - 
two Questions on the Order Paper 
testified to their curiosity." . The 
gloom was chiefly caused by the re*- ** 
eent distressing events in Ireland. 
Viscount CtTRzoN endeavoured to- 
relieve it by requesting some re- 
laxation of the liquor restrictions 
during the holiday season'; but this 
gallant attempt to increase the 
spirit of Christmas was unsuc- 
cessful. 

Two weary hours were spent in 
the almost mechanical process of 
agreeing to the Lords’ amendments 
to the Electricity and Housing Bills 









Dora . »Do you think you can get me across 

SAFELY ? ” 

P.C. Lmo. “ Sorry, Mum, I ’n have icved to carry 

YOU OVER, BUT. I NOT A3XOWED TO.” 

[Mr. Bonar Law was refused v^nnissiou to carry 
over the War Emergency Laws (Continuance) Bill to 
next Session.] 


and vaguely urged “big and open- 
handed action;” or as Mr. Hen- 
derson, who still hankered after 
the Home Buie Act of 1914, whicli 
no one in Ireland will have at any 
price; or as Mr. Acland, whose 
pious hope was that theSiwi Feiners 
would come and state their position. 
General Croft was of opinion that 
the Government might as well offer 
“ a pill to Vesuvius ” as this scheme 
to Sinn Fern, and yet immediately 
afterwards twitted the Unionists 
with having deserted their prin- ! 
ciples at a moment when they bad 
been proved overwhelmingly riglit. 

Thus the scheme was born into a 
chilly atmosphere, but, as it is going 
into cold storage for the next two or 
three months, that may nob matter 
much. 

Tne&dayj December 28rd, — Bar- 
ring a few Questions, none of them 
of vast importance, the only busi- 
ness before the Commons was the 
resolution carrying over the War 
Emergency Laws (Continuance) 
Bill into the Session of 1920. This 
measure was intended to prolong 
the existence of D.O.B.A.,now near- 
ing her allotted span, and naturally 
created no enthusiasm outside the 
Government Departments. Even 
Mr, Bonar Law added to his plea 
of necessity a hope that in her 
next incarnation D.O.B.A. would 
be considerably reduced in size. 

But the House still jibbed at the 
proposal, and, when Mr. Hogge’s 
protest was endorsed by that grave 
and reverend Tory, Mr. Evelyn 


(why doesn’t the House take its non- ically defined— with a Parliament that Cecil, Mr. Law consented to withdraw 
contentious businesses “read*”?), and^ it doss hot' want, refuses to the Sinn his motion, on the understanding that. 
Members were already pre% well tired Feiners the Eepublic for which they should D.OJR.A. still he wanted next 
wnen the Peim Ministee rose to make profess to he pining, and is based upon , year, tbeprocess of resuscitationshould 
yet one more attempt to settle the Msh the partition of -Ireland, which every not be factiously prolonged. 

Question, which has baffled all his -pre- Southern Irishman positivaly loathes. The ■Commons repaired to “ an- 
decessors for moi^ than -a century. It: he is likely to be justified in his vaticina- other place,” and heard the Lobb Ohan- 
was plain that he “felt. his position tion. On the other hand the financial OEiLtOE (who out of compliment to 
acutely.’’ Probably he missed the' provisions furnish so much solid pud- LadyAsTOEaddresseatIiem as“Mem- 
ohallepgmg interruptions of Mr. Devlin ding for the new Legislatures that it is hers”— not “Gentlemen”) recite the 
and his IMe band of followers, who on possible that Irishmen, who are not aT longest Speech from t he ^Throne on 
this occasion were ostentatiously ab- the selfless idealists that they like us' record, 
sent. Or he may have h^n opjaressed toimagine them, mayeome to the con- ' „ . _ . . 

by the feeling that where Gladstone elusion that they might go further and „ -"ere spirit-wntiag.’’ 
failed twiee-and Mr.' Asquith ehoe -even' fare wor^. - 

he imghl; uot Ruoceefl. . J It was iKjticeablG .that Sir Edward. WeMy. 



STRENUOUS DAYS. 

What quiet restful times they seem 
as I look back at them now, those 
moments at Shingle - sur - Mer, when 
the October days darkened and we 
played together after tea on Satur- 
day afternoons, Kichard, Priscilla and 
I. It was a motor-bus sometimes that 
caught our dramatic fancy, the cumber- 
some motor-bus that plied all summer 
between the coastal towns ; there would 
be a heavy plunge on to the sofa’s fail- 
ing springs, brisk business with a hand- 
bell and some “really” tickets, and 
then “ a accident,” and we rolled in a 
happy heap on the floor. And when I 
had been bandaged with handkerchiefs 
and brought to the sofa hospital, we 
would put out in the sofa -boat to 
sea, the weather growing rougher and 
rougher till Eichard showed signs of 
acute distress — a powerful rendering 
and more vivid even than life, as all 
true art must be — and then the wreck 
came and we tumbled off and wallowed 
on^ the carpet waves. “ I swimmin’,” 
Priscilla used to say on these occa- 
sions. “ You swim too.” 

A gentle^ over - arm stroke without 
any leg-action to speak of was my idea 
of the thing, till Priscilla, who has a 


very masterful mind, besides being a 
very good drawing-room swimmer for 
a child of three, explained to me forcibly 
that I had got to do my bit. , That is 
why late visitors have often found me 
prone on my watch-chain and striking 
out helplessly like an impaled beetle, 
with the end of a piece of string in my 
mouth to drag me to the hearth-rug, 
which was the pier and “home.” 

It was bad for the trousers, per- 
haps, butrfnot really hard work, and it 
called, at any rate, for no great mental 
energy or nervous strain. And in Lon- 
don I fancied that our exercises would 
be milder still. The great city would 
have a civilising, refining influence 
and remove the last trace of the Viking 
touch which the salt air had imparted 
to the children’s minds. Satoday 
evening would find us sitting in a cosy 
room, furnished entirely in the Cageby 
manner, with chintz - covered chairs 
and a pale green carpet, punctuated at 
rare intervals byenormous pink flowers. 
On one of those flowers would be the 
ball of blue wool which connected ulti- 
mately with Araminta, busily knitting 
for herself the sweetest of sweat — of 
jumpers, I mean ; on another a model 
I of the Albert Memorial, which Bichard 
I was deftly constructing out of small 


pieces of scrap-iron and screws, not 
once mislaying the necessary nuts. 
Upon a third, at her little stool and 
table, would be Priscilla, poring over a 
large book which contained brightly 
coloured pictures of cows and the other 
more sedentary mammals'. And upon 
yet a fourth, sitting elegantly in my 
own armchair, I would reflectively 
smoke my pipe, gazing ever and anon 
through the blue wreaths into the 
glowing heart of the anthracite stove. 

But apparently this was not to be. 
I must own that I felt a preliminary 
qualm when Araminta left the room 
just after tea with the parting words, 
“ By the way, I took them to the Zoo 
on Thursday,” but I was still prepared 
for sornnolence and peace when the first 
frightful thump at the door came. Then 
the handle turned round several times 
rapidly but unsuccessfully, and the 
thing burst open, followed by Eichard, 
like a portion of a 5.9, and Priscilla, 
head-over-heels, with a flushed face and 
the tufts that are training to be curls 
already shockingly disarranged. 

“la bad lion,” she announced on 
completing the second revolution, and 
Eichard shouted simultaneously, “ And 
I ’m a rhinoceros, and you ’re a buffalo, 
and we ’re going to chase you.” I am 
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131151 b ii.mjbuaraHst, m-i I suppose it may 
have happened, at some time on the 
prairies or pampas or wherever this 
rmble ereatnre ranges at large, that a 
r^pectabie business buffalo eoming 
home at the week-end has been ponneed 
on at one and the same moment by a 
wieked oarnivore and a raging pachy- 
derm, and had his tie pulled out and 
his hair ruffled and his collar unbut-: 
toned and his pipe and his matches 
-taken away ; but it is a yery exhausting 
experience, and I was relieved when 
Bichard suddenly said, “Let's be two 
monkeys in a cage, and. you come and 
look at us andpuiyour fingersthrough ; " 
and, dragging Priscilla after him behind 
-a ehak*, presented absolutely "for the 
first time on the same bill the Borneo 
ourang-putang and the wanderoo ape 
from Malabar. Ky howl of agony fol- 
lowing a severe finger-bite is, I fatter 
myself, one of my cleverest burns, and it 
had eleven encores before Priscilla, with' 
her usual abruptness, said firmly, “ No 
more mpnkey," pud Bichard, fearful 
le^t the good work should fail to go on, 
hastily cried, I 'll be the keeper and 
she a tiger, and I leave the cage-door 
open and she run gut and eat you." ' 

I have evpiy admiration for Biehard 
as a stage manager, but as a sportsman 
he leaves something to seek. Was it, 


[I ask you, quite fair to shout to the 
i infuriated terror of the jungle, “ I 'm 
‘ the keeper, Priscilla; you mustn't touch 
me” and leave me under the paws of 
the raging animal until Araminta merci- 
fully entered to carry it away to bed ? 
“Good-bye, Priscilla," I called as she 
demrted. “ No, you can’t speak ; I ’ve 
biu^ned you all up," she replied, and | 
added with a face of seraphic ecstasy 
as the door closed, the blood." 

Can you wonder that J compromised 
with Bichard after that for the story 
of Big Claus and Little Claus and Blue- 
beard twice over ? 

The whole matter is receiving, as they 
say -at our office, my most earnest con- 
sideration. 

I seem to remember faintly being con- 
ducted to the Tower when I was about 
four years old, and that it made a very 
great and ennobling impression on mj 
mind. Perhaps if Araminta would con- 
sent to take them there soma time next 
week the historic atmosphere of the 
place might curb their wild instincts 
andeJevate their thoughts, and we might 
pass on to some quieter amusement- 
next Saturday — a little thumb- screwing 
maybe and a turn pr two of the rack, 
with the execution of Anne Bolevn or 
Sir Thomas Moeb thrown in. I do 
hate children to be rough.. - Evoe. 


NIGHT-PIECE. 

The warm flower-scented breeices blow 
'Off-shore, and on them comes the slow 
Throbbing of drums, of dancing feet. 
And Island singing, dreamy-sweet ; 
Seawards the fisher-torches glow. 

Her anchor-flukes in coral bite, 

In coral gardens iily-w^hite ; 

Her tracery of stays and spars 
Looms like a black net filled with 
stars 

Baked from the blue and glimmering 
night. 

Bobbed by the reefs of all their ire 
Tired- waves swing shorewards to ex- 
pire — 

Smooth, phosphorescent hills of glass. 
She lifts to meet them ; they pass, 
Pips in a blaze of silver fire. 

PArXiANPER. 

A theatre announcement in Baku 
Bngljse BEmEOEooM in Cauqasd^s. 
Op^a 3 Aot of A. Hahiliau. 

The act of Ei^Ksh Bridegroom will play Hr. 

Kostanian in English Language. 
Simphonical Musician group hy the steerage 
of Anton Mahilian, 

The tickets wih he sold in the Case of the 
Theatre.” . 

We wish Mr, Mahilian a goodyoyage^ 
but not very hopefully. 






<^J51 O. . 


A PAiMTOiVlliWE PROBLEIVI 
«DZi.El^.S SIJPPKE SOMliBOI,Y ^qq^, 


WAAITED— A NEW YEAR’S GIFT. 

• friends ■ar-e already aware of the eloqfi 

wtereafc takes in the Heritage Crk Schools at Smiley 
^ schools were CDucemed -with the care 

®“]?Pl®d children, and during the War 
ext^ded their work m many directions to include in par- 
twuiar the treatment el children suffering from Air-raid* 
shock, and a scheme for tlie training of wounded soldrers 
m agriculture and various handicrafts during their oon^- 
es^ce at ^e PnneesB Louise Military Surgical Hospital 
Tire enppled boys gave up their buildings to the wounded 

Shfln J-®® ,^lped largely in building the 

Kitchener Hute to take their place; also hy them own 
example, which showed how difficulties could he bravely 
overcome, they taught the crippled soldiers what forms 

still possible to those who had! 

lose tne use ot a limb. 

.n? ^ ^® enumerate the developments i 

*be Henfeage Oolo-ny. Notably funds are i 
needed for the consolidation of the Army Ohildrm’s Homes 
or an Opewting Th^tre in the Girls’ Hospital and for the 
^tose of Army Huts and additional lind. A sum of 
twenty thousand pounds is required; and Mr. Punch can 
^ink ^ no tetter object for a gift at this season of giving. 
\ery smcOTely he endorses the appeal of Princess Louisl, 
^ kys^ess on the testimony given to the work atGlmiley 
Lonmn. Surgeon-General Sir Aitobb 
^OH, MajOT^eneral Sir Sqbb&o? Jones and Lieut.-General 

on *he occasion of the 
cpening of the Kitctener Huts, said : “ Anything that can 
te given in the way of he^ or of money wOl be ttankfidly 
w<mved and, I can assure you, will fee faithfully epent.”’ 

Mr. Punch earnestly begs his friends, for the sake of 


^ff tn “®®’ ^ ®®°'^ » ■^fear’s 

ton w « ®®^®® ®®^'3. Kensing- 

Thn w ■ iJ'S ?®P‘ 'Miss A. ,0. 'Eennki, 

The Heritage Craft Schools, Caiafley, Sussex. 

INDUSTRIAL DEPRESSION. 

£a^e Eat BiUcomes into force oniNew Year’e Day and <aie recaUe 

S!S:efeaV.r 

I ^ME too late I The tears swe^ like a tidal 
Wave down my cheeks, my soul is wrapped in gloom, 
To think that I must rest unsought and idle 
In what would once have been a .poet’s boom ; 

Had I but Mwed in -days when human folly ’ 

Bdierod that rteents could be killed by rhyme, 

This would have been my. golden chance, and, golly, 

I would have had a time. 

The summoas would have soujaded, and upon its 
First note I would havo hastened to the feray. 
Forthwith have ^built a hariage up of sonnets, 

Oped rapid-fire with ode and roundelay ; 

Those who were bent on turning rats and mice up 
Would then have come -and dsuD^ured round my door 
For verse (of which I should have put the price up 
And blamed it on the War). 

Life would have been more -lucrative and sweeter 
In those cild days when I d haveeome out stron®", 

Serenely moulding massacre in metre - 

And blandly selling sudden death in song ; 

Whereas, ' alas I in this degenerate season 
My ekill is no"t ‘Considered worth a- rap, l 

Less even than the art of putting cheese on 

' The hook inside a trap. . .. . . 
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OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

(By Mr. Punch's Staff of Learned Gl&rhs.) 

You may experience some shook of surprise at finding 
upon the title-page of Mount Music (Long-mans) the names 
not only of E. (E. Somerville, but of Martin Boss. Miss 
Somerville explains the mystery by a prefatory note say- 
ing that the book was planned by her late partner^ and 
herself some years ago, and put aside when part-written 
for other work. Do not suppose however that you will 
find here any clue to' the old problem, “Which wrote 
which?” On the contrary, the joins are as imperceptible 
as' ever. Moxont Music has little in common (beyond some 
breathless runs and the native humour of its peasantry) 
with the glorious farce of the 
Flurry Knox books. The note 
of it is far more restrained ; its 
twin themes, the gradual decay 
of landlordism (embodied, at its 
best, in the lovable but ill- 
starred household of Mount 
Music) ; and the cleavage, religi- 
ous, political and social, inflicted 
upon the Island of Saints by its 
opposed Churches. There is a 
plot, of young love and the in- 
trigues of vaulting ambition ; it 
moves slowly, as suits a tale 
where time is one of the chief 
forces, till a point at which Miss 
Somerville, like Eate, has 
taken the abhorred shears and 
cut without warning the threads 
of a history of which (as she 
herself says) as much remains 
untold as has gone before. Eor 
my part I could have followed 
gladly every word of it. There 
is about the whole book a quiet 
beauty, a wistfulness even in its 
laughter, and above all a sense 
of quality, as impossible to mis- 
take as to define, that makes for 
a singular refreshment of the 
spirit. This is my tribute, a 
grateful one. As for charms of 
detail, I leave you to explore 
these in person ; you may accept 
my word that the process . will 
be a pleasant one. 


Captain Benn, who seems to have enjoyed every minute of 
his service, took a critical judgment into the Army. He was 
not impressed by “ spit-and-polish ” as the best means to 
true discipline. He was profoundly depressed by the stifling 
of real initiative in both officers and men. “ Whatever 
future photography may have in the War it has none in the 
Flying Corps,” was one of several dicta of the kind current 
among the mandarins in the early stages of the War, and 
the author gives plenty of evidence of the obstruction which 
the pioneer flier had to face ... A valuable I'ecord, admir- 
ably illustrated by the author’s cameraand appropriate maps. 

Mr. Maurice Hewlett is still in the Saga business. 
A good thing for us, as these keen airs from a simpler 

world have a very tonic quality. 

The Outlaw (Constable) is the 
story of Gisli Sourssony crafts- 
man and warrior; of Gray flanks, 
the sword that was forged into 
a spear and brought bane to its 
owner, and of Atid, the noble 
wife of Gisli, who upheld his 
honour and cleaved to him in 
the long days of his outlawry 
that ended with his life sold 
dearly in a splendid fight among 
the hills. Mr. Hewlett has 
contrived an idiom for the re- 
telling of these heroic tales, 
which avoids, on the one hand, 
a tiresome archaism, and, on 
the other, a disquieting mod- 
ernity. It is a considerable feat 
of artistry. I think, for the un- 
learned, such as myself, it would 
be useful if some details of com- 
parative chronology were vouch- 
safed us in an appendix. But 
perhaps the transcriber feels 
that these are dateless* stories, 
best left in their sublime detach- 
ment. I note, by the way, early 
authority to confirm some of us 
in our more reckless habits of 
speech : “ Let you and I weld a 
new sword out of this,” quoth 
Thorgrim Bottle7io$e, a well-bred 
sportsman of the period. 



SaU^nan, “ You must expect to pay a little more fob 
CLASS , Sir. Both these birds were shot by M.P.’b,” 


That phrase of Parliamentary debate, “ The honourable 
and gallant Member,” may be applied with peculiar appro- 
priateness to Captain Wedgwood Benn, D.S.O., D.F.C., 
whose Li the Side Shows (Hodder and Stoughton) is a 
modest record, lightened by humour and relevant observa- 
tion, of excellent fighting service. A sitting Member and 
junior Whip, not much short of forty and untrained to arms, 
might well have found arguments for standing-to on the 
home front. However, October, 1914, found him in the 
Middlesex Yeomanry ; • April, 1915, in Egypt ; August of the 
same year in Gallipoli,- in the thick of that mournful enter- 
prise. After the evacuation he wangled a transfer to the 
E.N.A.S., serving under Commander Samson in Palestine 
and Arabia, and doing patrol work in the Mediterranean; 
in 1917, making yet another change of status by transferring 
to the E.A.F., he was, after getting his wings, engaged in 
observation, photographic and bombing work on the Italian 
front, carrying on till within a few weeks of the Armistice. 


I welcome a novel by Miss 
Mills Young as I would a friend 
who brings with him an atmosphere of common Bense 
and level-headedness. She knows South Africa as well 
as I know her books about it, and without any ‘ of the 
obtrusiveness of a professional propagandist she has a way 
of directing one’s thoughts steadily towards the difficulties 
besetting that country. She does so again in The Do^nmant 
Bace (Hodder and Stoughton), but it is more than pro- 
bable that many of her readers will be so intrigued by the 
story that they will have no attention to spare for such 
troublesome things as problems. For my taste, however, 
the love-story is rather damaged by having for its hero one 
of those strong, reserved, devastatingly capable men, with 
whom my encounters in real life are so grotesquely few 
when compared ^ith the Opportunities I have been given 
to meet them inTdction. But perhaps this is no great 
matter in a novel by Miss Mills Young, for whatever her 
characters may be like — or unliko — her descriptive powers 
remain. 
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TIME AND THE HOUR. 

They were sitting together to see the New Year .in-the Old Man with the Scythe and the Young Fellow 
with the^Hump. ,^^ the 17 th instant, as they promised us.” 

“No,” said Time, without enthusiasm; “I ’ye got another afraid all 

» ‘—1 SMWs.. 

Ths “““Sy,;* SSo'TSioDia fiod I mm’t 9«lte so mdispens.^ .s I thooght. Anyhow, I &- 

private service, and to these special pn'm^e chooses to ioin one of these public services 

he sLuld ^riSide ’'to T/dTsUhd that_ tL conditioM must be ^cepted, ae*! s^^vioes.’^^’^’°^ engage- 

'..VerrLund^ Sd Mr’^’punc^^^^^^ wriearne“in the ought to ‘come in useful here.’’ 

t .ht“uVmany ^oter° SS® iU^tom ‘law-aLi^g 

‘eS£, S Tf rhS“^.^Sie‘°»S 

?^;i=tu£S£whL ho ,r 

B an J „ said* Mr. Punch, “it wouldn’t be possible for you to take a year off and 

sfe.Sod"o:'L“^‘. -wmS 
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shudder when I read the agenda for 1920. You see it’s the transition period which is so difficult; it is so hard 
to be fbeg^to take notice.” said Father Time a Uttle wearily. 

..me the gentleman kn^w" 

"r.i\ wSiiig“K^^ srJi s r.‘f ;h»g. « «»•. mt™. 

01 the^’PEBSiDENT of the United States (whose own Eepublie, held up as a 

its namel but very little about the Sanctity of Work (meaning the Actual Thing). Yet it is hy its work, and 
mirs that "agnation grows to greatness': If Gerniany could ^^-e ^orf n® her 

r^ontent to BO on working, within a decade or two she could have had the world at hei leet. Ana unieK.s you 
challenge her in the lists of Labour she will yet have the world at her feet; for sho knows how to work, as you 
don’t ;^she knows, as you don't, how to spurn delights and live laborious days; and that— far more than hei 

armv — is "wliait made lier great and 'will make her great again, ^ i i a *11 i 

^ What defence of his country was on the lips of Mr. Punch may be conjectured but will nevei be known, 

for at this point the midnight bells began. ja ■ „» 

“There goes the Old Year,” said Father Time, “and I must fly. I m always flying. 

“Good speed to you,” said Mr. Punch, “and a better New Year than you seem to expect. And let me 
thank you very much for doing most of the talking. I generally have to do it ^ set-otf let me 

presents you with a book of my own words, which contains the accumulated wisdom that has fiow^ from my 
Ten ln the cSse of the last six months. I do hope you won’t find ^ too cheerful for your taste. You see we 
Ld to keep our hearts up during the War, and, if I am to beheve all you say. we . *? .j?®®!* ^/S^ei 

than ever if we’re to get through this terrible Peaoe^ _By the way, I anticipated, rather mtelhgently, what yon 
have just told me and have had it already embodied in the. Epilogue to this book. For that reason, if for no 
other, I trust that you will take a personal interest in my 

#nc anb Jfiflg-Sfbtntlj ^3'olitmc." 


47'?C'\ 
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